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Summary: After an incident with a slipspace jump, a lone Spartan 
finds himself stranded on the edge of the galaxy on a world inhabited 
with the strangest creatures he has ever seen. He must overcome the 
many dangers that this world poses as well as his personal demons. 

But does he have to do so alone? Plans have been set in motion- 
stakes have been set. Part one of the Scattered series. 


1 . Saving grace 

**Hallo people.** **While this isn't my first fanfiction, this is the 
first one containing a crossover. And the first one containing Halo- 
which is my favourite game. And the first one containing PokAOmon, 
which might be a bit confusing when coupled with the aforementioned 
titles and names. For this particular story I will use mostly the 
game lore, because the animeaC i well, anime.** 

_Millions of stars burn bright across the system. Countless wonders 
span wide and far, waiting to be discovered by travellers with the 
courage to brave them. But however many wonders a galaxy might 
contain, most if not all of them are useless when the travellers are 
faced with extinction. _ 

"Jacobs! Take evasive manoeuvres!" 

"Yes sir." 

_Such was the case with humanity. Fighting a war for decades, losing 
planet after planet. Day after day millions of innocents are being 
slaughtered, burned from above or murdered by overwhelming 
enemies 

"Sir! Enemy Carrier is releasing a squadron of Seraph fighters, 
together with a dozena€| make that two dozen troop 
transports ! " 



_Humanity was at war. A relentless, religious enemy was 
systematically hunting them down and murdering them. Multiple dozens 
of worlds had died in flames, molten slags of glass was all that 
would be left of them. So many had died, most species would have 
given up hope of surviving. _ 

"Spin up the autocannons and target those boats. I want the troop 
transports dead ASAP." 

"Firing guns." 

_But not humanity. Not Mankind. They were born survivors, doing 
everything to ensure their survival as a species. Never would their 
soldiers give up hope, never would they allow their families and 
loved ones to be harmed. _ 

Jacobs, the only AI onboard, was a so-called dumb AI . He could never 
reach the full-blown personalities of smart AI ' s neither could his 
imagination reach infinity. He was, however, very good at doing his 
job. Which was ship navigation and repelling single-ship 
fighters 

'This is all going to hella€| ' Captain Spenser thought. Ryan Spenser 
was a middle-aged man, smart with navigation and fair to his crew. 
When his ship jumped to a random slipspace trajectory to escape 
destruction at the hands of the Covenant, he had not expected to find 
himself in Covenant controlled space. His ship was a Destroyer, 500 
meters long and in possession of two meters thick armour plating, two 
MAC-cannons and more than 30 oversized Archer-Missile pods. It was a 
beauty, as deadly as it was efficient. And it still wasn't enough to 
prevent the Covenant from burning Aegis III. The alien bastards had 
found their planet purely by chance, which was all the more cruel. 

One would think that humanity would get a bit relieve from fate, that 
they would get a stroke of luck now and then? 

Hell no. 

"Sir, enemy fighters are targeting our autocannons! They are trying 
to punch through a hole to get their transports to board us!" 
Navigational officer Jones yelled. 

'Why would they waste troops trying to tale our ship when they could 
simply have their carrier blast us to hell?' The captain 
thought . 

Their ship had stumbled into Covenant held space by accident, their 
only saving grace was the fact that they were only facing one enemy 
vessel. Even so, the UNSC only won battles in space when they 
outnumbered the enemy three to one. This was not a fight they could 
win . 

"Adams!" Captain Ryan yelled. "Warm up the MAC cannon and prepare to 
fire at coordinates three-two-zero by eight-five 
three . " 

"Sir! " 

_Humanity's warriors were fierce and brave, never fearing death. 
However, not even such bravery would save them from overwhelming 
odds . 



Captain Spenser and his crew were- strictly speaking- not in this 
sector of space. They were not even on a mission. They didn't exist, 
strictly speaking. They were a black operations skeleton crew, just 
enough to pilot the ship to its destination- which was 
classified . 

They originated from the Office of Naval Intelligence, ONI for short. 
The organisation that protected mankind, developed technologies and 
what not. At least that was what the civilian population thought. 
Almost everyone knew that ONI was hardcore in its plight for 
humanity, the cruel deeds it would commit. 

The most prominent project that ONI created- with the help of 
Catherine Halsey- was the SPARTAN-II program. Actually designed to 
counter the growing amount of rebellion activity, the SPARTAN program 
was the real tide-turner in the war. Wherever a Spartan appeared, 
soldiers would rally and fight with renewed vigour. They inspired 
hope in everyone they met- while at the same time being avoided and 
shunned when the rare occasion arose that people would meet them 
outside of the battlefield. 

Because humans were like that. Fear that which is strange. Even 
though the majority of mankind loved the Spartans, they never knew 
what actually made them. How they came to be. As they damn well never 
should. Only a few knew of the truth behind the SPARTANS project. If 
they ever found out, people would frown upon the UNSC. Their main 
source of defence and recourses. 

The SPARTAN-II project wasn't the only project that ONI came up with 
to improve the war effort, oh no. 

"MAC cannon is ready to fire sir!" Adams yelled. 

"Fire at will ! " 

A shudder shot through the UNSC Platernus as two bolts of white-hot 
metal were launched from its sides. The two 600-ton MAC rounds raced 
through the vacuum, as if they were trying to best each other. The 
Covenant carrier saw the threat coming and tried to take evasive 
manoeuvres. Whoever was piloting that vessel wasn't smart- or fast- 
enough to move their ship in such short notice and the twin bolts 
smacked into its sides. 

The ship spun with momentum and for a moment, its underside floated 
up. The two MAC rounds had hit the shield while it still possessed 
its 100% strength. Their momentum got divided and spread alongside 
the sides as the shield tried to smoothen up the damage. But the two 
rounds had hit the ship almost at the same time, nearly at the same 
spot. MAC rounds weren't naturally that accurate, but Jacobs had the 
tendency to overcome that inaccuracy by adjusting the fire controls. 
He wasn't ordered to do so- a fact that might have disturbed Captain 
Spenser somewhat, had it not been for the AI ' s destructive results. 
Because of the sheer accuracy of the hit, the Carrier's shields were 
unable to smoothen up the damage without flickering- and than fading 
away . 

One or two crewmembers cheered or mumbled praises to their selves, 
but they were all chosen for this job for a reason and it was not 
unnecessary cheering that qualified them for it. 



The victory was short-lived however; as many seraph fighters scored a 
direct hit on the 50 cal autocannons. Without those guns protecting 
the Destroyer's sides, the troop transports had no problem slipping 
past the UNSC's defences and boarding the vessel. 

Alarms flared as the crew realised that some ships had managed to 
board them and they proceeded to take the necessary actions. 

Normally, the human defenders wouldn't have been a match for the 
Covenants troops. But there were to factions that played out to their 
chances. When the colony Aegis III was found by the Covenant, every 
available ship in slipspace was pulled to system defence duty. The 
Platernus was on its way with the valuable cargo to the mission-site 
when they received the planet's distress call and they were forced to 
stop halfway to come to the colony's aid. When it became apparent 
that the planet was doomed, every ship still in orbit took in as much 
humans as they could before jumping to random slipspace coordinates- 
as per Cole Protocol. Their destroyer had picked up two companies of 
marines- for a total of 328 soldiers- when their duty had come. 
Because of the presence of Zulu company and Foxtrot Company, the crew 
of the Platernus knew that they had to diverge from their route after 
they had emerged from their retreat. Because what good was a 
top-secret mission in outer space when you had more than three 
hundred men and women breathing down your neck? So they had to get 
rid of the soldiers before continuing their mission. But because of 
the fact that they immediately encountered Covenant ships after 
emerging from slipspace, these soldiers never got dropped off at a 
UNSC outpost. So when the covenant troops would board the Platernus, 
they would have to deal with 8 platoons of revenge-thirsty 
soldiers . 

1-0 for their destroyer. 

That being said, as soon as the enemy's shielding got breached, they 
had launched so many new fighters and troop transports that they 
could have put Earth's largest hornet's nest to shame many times 
over . 

1-1 for the covenant. 

But Zulu and Foxtrot Company weren't the only fighting force present 
on the Platernus. Every crewmember had received extensive combat 
training and there were two full platoons of battle-hardened Orbital 
Drop Shock Troopers present. That put the amount of soldiers on their 
ship to 400 combat ready soldiers. But besides that, there was one 
other warrior on board. A warrior that had spent the majority of the 
ride from Aegis III to wherever the hell they were now in cryo-sleep. 
A warrior so deadly, so powerful, that even the mighty Covenant 
feared him. He was a Spartan. While he wasn't exactly a SPARTAN-II- 
he also wasn't _not_ a SPARTAN-II. That was the main reason why all 
the secrecy was involved, because of his presence. 

But because of the alien bastards that were about to enter his house, 
there was no choice but to wake him. Not that it mattered; the 
soldiers on board the destroyer wouldn't be able to tell whether or 
not he was a SPARTAN-II anyway. He wore fully functional MJOLNIR 
armour . 

"Captain!" Jacobs said. Enemy transports have successfully penetrated 
our defences and are now unloading their troops. The Marines are 



engaging and Two-Sierra is fully active and ready for combat 
sir. " 

The AI looked like an old British soldier, complete with the 
fancy-ass moustache that adorned his upper-lip. Why AI ' s always had 
to choose sucha€ i weird appearances were beyond Ryan. 

The captain scraped his throat and took a look at the dumb AI . 

"Any idea why we weren't simply blown out of space the moment they 
encountered us?" 

"My guess, sir, would be that they are planning to capture our 
ship-board Intel. And me." 

"And by that, gain access to our most inner colonies. Like hell they 
will. Send a message to the Spartan. Tell him to head to engineering 
and greet our friends in person. The company leaders can decide where 
their marines can be the most effective. Tell the 35th to take up 
defensive formation to guard the bridge and the 58th to guard the 
barracks; we will need the equipment." 

"Yes sir. " 

As soon as the reports of the impending invasion forces had been 
spread amongst the Marine's officers, 2-Sierra was waked from cryo . 
The first thing that needed to be done though was to lead him through 
the mental tests to see if he was fully awake. After that was 
complete, he had received his orders. 

"Spartan!" He remembered Captain Spenser saying. "I need you to go to 
engineering and prevent hostile forces from taking it. On the 
double ! " 

A dull 'Yes sir.' Had been his response- his mission seemed to have 
been endangered by the Covenant presence and he was not too happy 
about it. First they burn another colony of theirs and then they have 
the nerve to fight them as they are leaving for their next stop? 
Stupid covenant . 

Judging tactical situations in space combat was something he usually 
left to the Captain of the ship, but this time he deemed it moreaC | 
well, smart to simply make a new trajectory in slipspace and get the 
hell out of there. Then again, it would take several minutes for the 
Shaw-Fu j ikawa Translight Engine- or the slipspace engine- to 
recharge. So whether they fought or not, they were still stuck there. 
And even if the engine recharged fast enough the covenant could still 
find it and destroy it, consuming the ship in the resulting 
explosion. No, the captain had made the right call. For now. What 
happened after the engine recharged would determine their fates. 

Until then, he would defend engineering until further notice. 

On his way past the various marines and ODST ' s running about he 
received a fair share of glares. He paid them no mind and made his 
way to the barracks. If he was to repel a covenant invasion force, he 
would need guns. A lot of guns. Big guns with a lot of ammo. 

"Sir!" One of the marine guards saluted him. "Follow me sir, the 
armoury is right this way." 



The Spartan simply nodded and followed the excruciatingly slow 
soldier to the barracks. Once he had finally arrived, he walked past 
the segments containing the side-arms and stopped by the grenades. An 
explosion at the wrong moment or place could rupture the ship and 
blast everyone into vacuum. To counter that, the destroyer had lots 
of bulkheads- more so than the standard Destroyer had- to contain a 
breach to no more than half a dozen meters. 

So he picked up four fragmentation grenades and two packs of C12 
explosives; enough to blast a wraith tank two times over into 
oblivion . 

After that he grabbed a fully loaded MA5C Assault rifle plus an m90 
Shotgun for the really close work. Grabbing enough ammunition for 
multiple engagements he walked up to the heavy weapons segments. He 
suppressed the urge to grab a Jackhammer rocket launcher and moved 
on, knowing that the weapon was too heavy and cumbersome to carry 
with him all the time. It didn't really matter though; once this 
engagement was over he wouldn't even need it. 

The clattering of automatic weapons discharging sounded in the 
distance and he knew that the conflict had begun. While the marines 
defended the key regions of the ship that got assigned to their 
squads, he would march onwards to the engineering part of the ship 
and dig in. 

"Move it soldier!" 

"Yes sergeant!" 

"Get to cover men!" 

Various cries and shouts filled the air as the Spartan passed various 
conflicts. The sight of him simply appearing at the firefights- clad 
in his snow white MJOLNIR armour and the EVA helmet that rested on 
his head- was enough to invoke new courage into the soldiers. Even 
though he only stopped to take down an Elite that was about to shoot 
one of the soldiers, or deliver the killing blow to a downed enemy 
about to draw a sidearm, he continued moving and never lingered 
longer than a few seconds. 

He must have looked like an angel of death to them, he realised. He 
only showed up to save someone's life and then he moved on. Meh . It 
mattered little. 

When he arrived at the intersection Engineering/Cargo-bay 1, he 
almost ran headfirst into an Elite clad in crimson armor. 

'Damnit!' He thought as he backed up while firing his assault rifle. 
Why didn't his motion tracker warn him? Was it defect or 
something? 

The alien warrior looked equally surprised. The fact that he had been 
stomping around the ship and encountered a Spartan at only two feet 
distance must have been a confusing situation for the bastard. 
Whatever the alien thought, it ceased as soon as the armor-piercing 
rounds fired by the Super-soldier whittled down his personal 
shielding and penetrated his brain. 


As soon as the Elite toppled, the Spartan walked over and polished 



the alien's plasma rifle. Even though he had his own equipment at the 
ready, he had standing orders from Section Seven at ONI to obtain as 
much technology of the covenant as possible, so the engineers might 
be able to reverse-engineer them. At the very least that piece of 
alien hardware was more efficient at blasting down shielding. And 
armour. And flesh. Everything he encountered really. 

He moved up to the entrance to the engineering department and was 
surprised to see that the covenant had already established a complete 
outpost in there. In the split-second that occurred after the door 
slit open he saw that the covenant had lugged two powerful shade 
turrets onboard and had set them up on the two catwalks that lined 
the far left and right walls. There were at least a dozen grunts- 
four of them veterans as their armour was crimson red- and five 
Elites. Three of them were blue-armoured rookies, one of them was a 
veteran like the one he had encountered on the intersection. 

The last one wore golden armour and was armed with an energy 
sword . 

Great . 

When the doors opened some of the warriors turned, perhaps expecting 
to see the Elite that lay dead twenty feet back. What they obviously 
not expected was the white-armoured soldier that immediately opened 
fire and killed their two shade-gunners. After that the warrior 
shifted fire and fired a long burst into the head of the Elite that 
was the closest, overloading his shield and killing him 
instantly . 

After the one-second time-lapse between the door opening and the 
weird soldier killing their turret support and one of their 
commanders, several grunts panicked and turned. 

The golden Elite barked a few commands at them and then stabbed one 
of the fleeing grunts in his side, killing the cowardly 
creature . 

Thankfully the little grunts had served their purpose all too well, 
as the Spartan used that brief moment of confusion to throw a grenade 
between the remaining pack of grunts and charged of to the consoles 
to his right, seeking cover from the barrage of plasma that was 
undoubtedly to follow. The grenade went of with a bang and blew five 
grunts to hell, together with red-coloured Elite. Another blue one 
was wounded by the explosion and, shocked and dazed as he was, 
clutched the stump where his left arm used to hang. 

By the time the Spartan had reached his cover, the remaining forced 
returned fire. Plasma burned through layer after layer of metal and 
soon the console had enough holes for five ODST ' s to be able to fire 
through all at once, had they been there. The though was amusing to 
the soldier as he unslung his shotgun. He feigned to the right and 
then dashed from the left side of the console, jumping in the air and 
twisting to avoid the plasma fired. He pulled the trigger as fast as 
he could without tearing the gun apart and the slugs fired from the 
gun were enough to topple multiple grunts and finish off the wounded 
Elite. The Spartan landed in the midst of the confused covenant horde 
and dealt a powerful blow to a grunt in front of him, sending the 
alien sailing through the air and landing a dozen feet away. Like a 
blur he moved his limbs and fired his weapon until it was empty. By 



then the golden Elite had closed the distance and swung his blade at 
him, burning hotter than the sun and causing his internal temperature 
to spike. 

The super-soldier remembered many moves to disarm and kill an 
opponent with a bladed weapon and one of those was the best suited, 
because it would deal with the two rookie elites that still stood as 
well. He stepped closer just as the Elite was about to swing again 
and sidestepped to his opponents' bladearm and spun around. He now 
stood next to the elite and had his left hand on his enemy's right. 
Then he placed his hind leg a step away and turned his body a few 
degrees more to his right, while at the same time assuming a lower 
stance. The sudden shift in movement and orientation point played 
hell with the Golden bastard's ability to stay upright. As the 
Spartan moved, the Elite went down and in a last desperate attempt to 
cleave the human in halve he swung his sword. 

Having predicted that move, the human in question then spun to his 
left and delivered a powerful uppercut to the Alien's head. After 
that he spun his wrist around and ducked underneath the warrior's 
right arm, preventing himself from being swished in half. Because he 
still had some control over the Elite's wrist, the alien jerked from 
his movement and the blade swung to its side- causing a nasty cut in 
its side. 

>The Commander roared in pain and anger, being unable to murder the 
lightning quick human. His frustration was short lived, as the 
Spartan brought his hand down on the Elite's neck and broke it with 
the powerful swipe. It went limp and- before the sword could clatter 
to the ground- the human spun around again, slicing the nearest Elite 
in half. Plasma fire hit him square in his chest and his shielding 
dropped dangerously low. Now he dropped the golden alien and jumped 
away, before the remaining few grunts and their only commander could 
kill him. Brandishing his assault rifle, he jumped to his right and 
squeezed off a few shots, toppling the grunts. The Elite roared with 
frustration and charged at the Spartan, firing his plasma rifle until 
it overheated . <p> 

His shielding now depleted and the suit temperature dangerously high, 
the human would be in serious trouble had his enemy still be able to 
fire at him. But now, as the Elite's weapon overheated, the Spartan 
closed in within a second and delivered a few crushing blows to the 
Alien's chest. Then he twisted on his leg and roundhouse kicked the 
bastard in his four mandibles, breaking its skull and its neck. 

When the soldier had come to a still, he waited to see if any more 
threats arrived. They didn't. So he snatched a few plasma grenades 
from his fallen enemies and scanned his surroundings. The next wave 
of enemies would undoubtedly arrive soon and he was 
prepared . 

Prepared with two shade turrets, multiple grenades and plasma to 
spare . 

Time to go to work. 

Captain Spenser swore underneath his breath as he issued order after 
order. Two more frigates had appeared out of slipspace. They would be 
within weapons range in less than four minutes and their destroyer 
still had five minutes to go. This was absolutely nerve-wrecking to 
his crewmen- some of which had suggested undergoing an underpowered 



jump. When Ryan had inquired whether that had ever happened, the AI 
told him that it had been attempted twice. And twice the ships had 
been completely annihilated. 

So that left him with two options: one, remain there while the 
Shaw-Fu j ikawa engine recharged, repel borders and wait to see whether 
they would survive being a minute under covenant guns. 

Two, take the jump without sufficient power and risk being completely 
destroyed. They couldn't risk it; the Spartan still had a job to 
do . 

He had received some reports from both the Marines and the Spartan 
self, the first telling him that they managed to repel the enemy but 
that they had almost failed to do so. 

The second telling him "enemy neutralised" before going silent 
again . 

The whole situation could only get worse if the Spartan contacted him 
with the message that he had been unable to protect the engine. But 
that would never happen, as he told his crew. What he didn't tell 
them was that it would never happen, because the Spartan would fight 
to the death rather than confirm failure. 

"Sir?" Jacobs inquired. 

"Tell me some good news please!" Spenser asked the AI . 

"The good news is that the soldiers are still preventing Covenant 
forces from destroying our vessel and that the enemy carrier is dead 
in space." The AI replied. 

Spenser had heard that 'the good news is' tone before and he knew 
that it always had to be followed by a 'but the bad news is' 
remark . 

"But the bad newsa€|?" The captain began. 

"The bad news is that the enemy frigates have begun charging their 
weapons. It would seem that the covenant changed their minds about 
not killing us." 

"Which they normally never do." One of his crewmembers said. 

"So they have seen fit in the situation to change their 
strategiesaC | " Another one replied. 

His crew raised a valid point. Why would the covenant refrain from 
killing them before trying to kill them? 

The seconds ticked away and soon Jacobs spoke the dreaded 
words . 

"Enemy within optimal range in 30 seconds." 

Damnit . He was out of time. The slipspace engine still had to 
recharge for more than a minute; by then they would all be dead. 


So it was die a certain death within a minute trying to fight or 



dying a less certain fight while trying to run- no, this wasn't 
running. They had to complete a very important objective. This would 
be advancing in the opposite direction. 

"JacobsaCi answer my questions ASAP and as simple as you can! 
Calculate what the charge of our Shaw-Fu j ikawa engine will be when 
those frigates open fire." 

"Sir, one moment." Two seconds ticked by, valuable and safe. "93% 
sir. " 

"What is the chance of survival when we jump at 93% 
charge? " 

"Without proper tests to compare and base my assumptions on I cannot 
tell whether it would be fifty or zero point zero fifty." 

"Tell me ! " 

"Chances of success are at the most ten percent. At the very 
leastaC i " 

"Do it ! " The captain interrupted the AI . 

"Do what sir?" It asked. 

"We are jumping to slipspace, as per Cole Protocol it has to be a 
randomised jump. Get to it people!" The crew jumped to 
attention . 

"Five seconds until enemy weapons range!" Jacobs said. 

Ryan grabbed the com unit and activated it with a bash of his 
f ist . 

"This is Captain Spenser! Brace for slipspace jump!" As he spoke, he 
could see the enemy frigates firing their weapons at his tactical 
map. They each fired two plasma bolts and then two more. That salvo 
was more than enough to completely destroy their ship. 

"God speed sira€|" The AI spoke with a voice that- for the very first 
time in his career- sounded apprehensive, if not downright sad. The 
AI probably knew that this would be the last time they worked 
together. "a€|it was an honour to serve with you." 

"The honour has been all mineaC | " Ryan replied to the AI . After 
having exhausted every strategic option available to get them this 
fara€ | they would die without ever having completed their newest 
objective. It had to end like this some day; the Spartan had 
completed at least a few dozen of such high-risk high-reward missions 
in top secrecy. Captain Spenser and his crew got to serve with him 
for only seven missions and they hadn't even gotten to know the 
Spartan. Not that it mattered much; no one ever gets to know a 
Spartan. And Ryan knew his crew- every single one of them. He could 
name them by their front names, name their families and sometimes 
children and their hobbies and fears. He couldn't have asked for a 
finer crew. 


He had to let them know that! He suddenly realised. He had to let his 
crew realise that he cared for them if this wad truly to be their 



last moment together! 


_Only a true wonder could save them now. And even though most wonders 
were useless when faced with ext inct iona€ | __ 

The plasma raced towards them and the ship surged with energy not 
normally there when jumping to slipspace. The captain reached for the 
button and activated the comms unit. He had seconds to make his 
announcement . 

"To everyone that can hear this: we are jumping to slipspace without 
having the power to normally do this. If we are to go down, let us 
choose our fate with two results: successful destruction or 
successful escape. It has been an honour serving with you 
all." 

a€|_some wonders might have some use._ 

The Spartan gazed up at the engine he was supposed to defend as it 
produced the loudest and most alien sounds that he had ever heard. A 
bright purple field slowly extended from the Shaw-Fu j ikawa engine and 
then- suddenly- it expanded with a speed impossible to comprehend The 
Spartan had barely enough time to realise what was happening. After 
the captains ridiculously melancholic and feely message he knew that 
something might happen, but he never could have predicted this. 

The field expanded with speed equal to a MAC cannon firing and surged 
through him. His shielding flared and dropped substantially, and he 
felt his skin simultaneously tickle and burn. His shielding dropped 
to zero and he felt an discharge echo through his neural interface 
and completely through his body. His veins were on fire, pain unlike 
he had ever felt since the Augmentation process. An involentury groan 
escaped his lips as his knees buckled and he fell forwards, weird 
flashes and images appearing and disappearing in front of his eyes. 
His mind faded in and out of consciousness and he lost all awareness 
of where he was. 

Captain Ryan Spenser didn't realise what had happened, within one 
second his screen had turned black and every single system on the 
ship was shutting down. Then, what appeared to be a purple 
flashaC | happened and he ceased to be. His body went limp and tumbled 
to the floor, as did the bodies of every single human and alien 
onboard the ship. 

The last remaining monitor in the bridge showed the vital signs of 
hundreds of humans' flatlining before it shortened out and 
exploded . 

As the captains ' body hit the ground, the Shipmaster of the Covenant 
frigate Holy Cleansing of Fate ordered his ship to approach the 
humans' vessel. He witnessed the ugly gray things' hull popping with 
a barely visible purple field, before the destroyer jumped to 
slipspace. Many radiation counters went of, but the shipmaster paid 
them no heed. His troops were perfectly safe, with the shielding of 
the frigates still active. However, the carrier Soft Solace had 
failed to capture the human ship and got destroyed for its troubles. 
Now, the ship vessel known as 'Pleatirnos' had disappeared together 
with the demon onboard, of which he had received multiple reports and 
confirmations. The particular demon that had been send on a most 
threatening goal, one that could possibly undermine the future 



operations of the holy covenant. 


With a frustrated growl he slammed his hand on the console and opened 
the communication broadcaster to his sister ship. 

"Prepare to return home..." He growled. We are done here my 
brothers . " 

_The UNSC- or United Nations Space Command is the military, 
exploratory, and scientific agency of Earth. The UNSC was formed 
halfway through the 22nd century when Earth began massively 
militarizing its off-world colonies via propaganda and then defeated 
communist and fascist forces in the "Interplanetary War" which 
consisted of several side-battles that took place on Mars, the Jovian 
Moons, and the South American rainforests. Although the 
Interplanetary War brought wrought great suffering and death unto 
Earth and its colonies, it united humanity's militaries into a 
common, armed force by the end of the 22nd century. Not everyone 
loves the UNSC tough, as a resilient and heavily dug in Rebellion 
called The Insurrectionists began terrorizing the UNSC and its 
civilians, somewhere in the late 25h century. _ 

_-The source of the UNSC simplified, part 1_ 


2 . Original touchdown 

**Chapter two of the story people! Please rate and comment and stuff. 
* * 


_The year is 2552. The covenant has been excessively active lately, 
as have we been. I have no idea what those alien bastards are 
planningaC | but I doubt it is as well thought as we are planning. We 
have just linked up with 2-Sierra zero-one-one and I've got to saya€ | 
he looks like the real deal. Probably his armor, although I'm not too 
fond of his helmet. It's like a biga€|well, sniper's target. This is 
Ryan, signing off._ 

_-Captain Ryan Spenser- Officer's log 17_ 

The faint sounds of metal scraping over metal echoed through the 
hall, the only thing penetrating the thick silence that now filled 
the ship. With slow, a slow, exaggerate movement a blue console 
tilted over and hit the ground. The sounds it produced sounded 
hollow, like it wasn't really making any sounds. 

An armoured glove appeared from underneath its edge. Flexing and 
pushing, the cumbersome console got shoved away- revealing the shape 
of a Spartan. The white armor was covered in small burns and 
scratches. The occasional yellow spark that ran along its sided was 
the only indication that the shielding was currently 
inactivated . 

The figure rose and surveyed its surroundings. The floor was littered 
with discarded and empty weapons, magazines and broken pieces of 
equipment. Underneath that all were many hundreds of empty bullet 
casings, bras and shells alike. The walls and ceiling were covered 
with plasma burns and bullet-holes and scattered across many corners 
and holes were dozens upon dozens of bodies. It would appear that the 
Covenant had tried very hard to take engineering. 



"This is Two-Sierra zero-one-one, does anyone read?" The Spartan 
spoke in his comm. No one answered; something that couldn't be very 
good. After he had recovered from the anomaly surrounding the 
slipspace engine he had immediately tried to get up and get a view on 
the situation. 

That was when he had felt the big console lying on his chest. Not 
exactly a good sign either. But when the area proved to be clear of 
hostiles he relaxed. A bit. 

"I repeat, this is Spartan zero-one-one, does anyone copy? 

Over ! " 

Silence . 

Damnit . 

He grabbed the nearest weapon- a covenant plasma rifle- and slowly 
moved towards the exit of the engineering room. While he scanned his 
surroundings, trying to get a bead on whatever had happened he 
thought of what was going on. 

Why weren't there any fighting noises? Who had won the raging 
battles, why hadn't anybody tried to contact him? 

As soon as he exited the door, it hit him like a Brute gravity hammer 
against the balls. He was right by the Destroyer's engines and he 
didn't hear a thing. No engines, no static and least of all any sort 
of presence of human beings. The ship was dead in space. Had the 
covenant captured them? No, that can't be it. Otherwise the ship 
would have been destroyed after their intel-scavenging . Maybe they 
were still capturing the ship? 

Yes, that had to be it. They had eradicated all humans on the ship 
and were busy or nearly done with stealing humanity's secrets! 

The Spartan began to sprint down the hallways. Left right left right 
one down left left right and straight up the ladder. Within two 
minutes he found himself near the bridge. He was right about his 
presumptions, every single marine or ODST he had encountered was 
dead. So he had ignored all the bodies and made his way to the 
captain's chair ASAP. There he found the old man, slumped to the 
ground in front of the primary console. 

Lowering his weapon he kneeled down and checked Spenser's vital 
signs . 

Nothing. The captain was dead- as was everyone else on the 
ship . 

That led him to a few newa€ | conundrums . If everyone had died then 
where was the covenant? There was no shortage of their bodies- but 
their bodies only. All the living ones were gonea€ i dead? They hadn't 
managed to steal the location of earth, or else the Platernus would 
have been reduced to molten slag already. So what was it? Did the 
crew jump to slipspace in time to escape the covenant? 


With a flash he remembered the Captain's last message, about the 
underpowered slipspace jump. It must have worked- but why was 



everybody dead? 


He checked the bodies on the ground and found no signs of wounds, 

plasma or bullet. Had the covenant choked them? Poisoned 

them? 

Unlikely . 

He tried a few buttons on the command console, but nothing happened. 
Great. He was stuck inside of a dead ship. 

That and everybody one board was dead. Over four hundred good willing 
men and women were gone, killed while fighting the covenant. How was 
he supposed to reach any form of civilisation whilst onboard a 
drifting ship? He turned and walked away from the captain's body, 
looking for anything useful. 

Nothing. Not a single glowing screen, flaring button or sound existed 
on the ship. How much rations did he have? Air food and water? 

His foot hit a piece of broken metal and it rolled across the ground, 
stopping when it hit a wall. 

So gravity was still online? That meant that the ship's still got 
some power. It he could find that source of powera€ | then maybe he 
could extrapolate it? He would have to try whatever he could if it 
meant getting back to the UNSC alive. 

He looked around the bridge once more and then left. On his way to 
the artificial gravity-segment of the Platernus he passed even more 
dead bodies. Covenant and human alike. He didn't have time to pull 
all the bodies to a morgue of some sort, but he did kick each and 
every single covenant soldier in the head. Simply because he wanted 
to be sure that they were dead- mostly. 

Eventually he arrived at Hangar bay 6, the bay where the crew had 
stored all the Spartan's equipment. A pelican dropship- modified with 
extra armor plating and armaments- stood there waiting for him. If 
necessary, he could blow the hangar bay door and ride that bird to a 
nearby planet. If it still had the power. 

Whatever had happened had simultaneously wiped out the organic and 
electronic presence on the ship, frying both humans and computers 
alike. Was it some sort of powerful EMP bolt sent out by the 
underpowered jump? That was the most likely to have happened. He was 
protected inside his armour and the rest of the crew wasn't. 

He ran past the hangar and stopped when he arrived at the gravity 
segment. The door was locked, however, so he wouldn't be able to get 
inside by normal mean. The door was just like an elevator's door: two 
plates of metal pushed against each other that slid into the 
wall . 

He drew back his fist and smacked place where the two plates of metal 
met and created a large dent. Then he pried his fingers in between 
the doors. That took him half a minute, but by then he had gotten 
himself a decent grip. 

Normal means? Fuck that, he was a Spartan. 



Flexing his shoulders, he pulled the two doors open until the gap was 
large enough for him to pass through it. Once he did, he saw that he 
had reached what was perhaps the only part of the ship that still had 
power . 

"Anyone home?" He asked over his comm, on a tight-beam broadcast. He 
didn't dare risk an open broadcast because of who might be listening 
in . 

"Jacobs, is that you?" 

A hologram appeared on a pedestal some meters away. Or rather, what a 
hologram would look like underwater on minimum power. Even with his 
augmented vision he could not clearly see what the little AI looked 
like now. 

"S-s-s-s-s-sie-rrrr-rra?" A weird hollow voice responded on his 
transmission . 

"It's me Jacobs, status report." 

The moment captain Spenser had sent the ship into slipspace, Jacobs 
knew that he had to make a back-up of his most recent actions. 
Whatever happened, if anyone survived they would need his help to get 
the ship underway. So when the slow-thinking humans died by the 
dozens, he quickly transported his primary matrix over the 
contra-band signal to the gravity room. If anyone survived and the 
gravity was still one, they would realise that he would be 
there . 

What Jacobs didn't calculate for, however, was the destructive effect 
that the slipspace jump would have on him. As the wave of radiation 
passed through the ship he was still sending parts of himself over. 

At least half of him had gotten corrupted as a result. And he stayed 
like that four what felt like hours. Real-time timekeeping told him 
that he had been waiting for survivors for exactly three minutes. 
Seventeen seconds and then microseconds. Which might as well have 
been an eternity for a mind like Jacobs. Even though he was a dumb 
AI, he was still a military special operations unit. That meant his 
capabilities were many times better than that of many other dumb 
AI ' s . So for a mind that could make more than a million calculations 
and battle strategies per second, that time had actually been an 
eternity . 

But then the motion trackers sensed something and Jacobs was able to 
make out the faint outlines of a figure clad in MJOLNIR armor form 
the electronic information. He-could he still call himself a 'he'? 
Half of him had gotten corrupted or destroyed; wouldn't that make him 
a collective of f ragment sa€ i a hive mind? 

Very well then. 

It willed itself to form coherent thoughts, to send the right codes 
and information to the speakers so that it might communicate with 
thea€ | what was its name again? Something that started with the 
Sa€ | just circumfuse it. 

"S-s-s-s-s-sie-rrrr-rra?" 

>Close enough . <br>" It ' s me Jacobs, status report." 



So the cold-blooded jerk wanted his status reports? Why did he even 
care? Why? 

>Wrong. The Sierra was trained to place his mission at the very front 
of his thoughts. The entity that had once been Jacobs was also 
created like that. To place the mission at the most significant 
value . <p> 

Was that why it could still think like it had a consciousness? The 
pieces of Jacobs could still do some good then, if the core 
programming was just that good. 

With a dull, robotic voice the collective spoke: "Primary systems 
compromised, life forms terminated. Power level at seven percent, 
deactivation of Shaw-Fu j ikawa engine five minutes ago-" 

"Wait! The slipspace engine did deactivate? Where are we now?" 

The robotic voice broke and throughout the speakers, multiple 
different voices spoke. Eventually one hollow voice broke 
through . 

"Nearest human sett lementa€ i system unknown. S-s-s-s-star unknown. 
T-t-third planet on rrrrrrrrright riggggggg- noncopy." 

The last few words were garbled like nonsense, but the Spartan had 
heard enough. Human life forms? In an unknown system? Perhaps the 
UNSC colonised this planet some time ago. The only thing that 
mattered was contacting his superiors and tell them of the 
compromised Platernus. After that he could continue on with his 
mission. But in order to get to the planet he would need to get a 
ship that was rated for atmospheric insertions. While the Platernus 
had many Pelican dropships and Longsword interceptors alike, it was 
still in lockdown. So he had to blast the ship open- which could 
cause a lethal blowout. He knew that the ship would have emergency 
bulkheads that could seal off a lot of passages, but without shipwide 
power they would not activate. So even if he could blast his way to 
freedom he would still leave the ship to be sucked empty by the 
resulting breach. 

Would he risk it? There were bound to be doors or bulkheads already 
sealed because of the covenant attack. And the crew was already 
deada€ | so that wouldn't make much of a difference right? When the 
UNSC came they could always salvage the bodies. 

But stilla€| there had to be a way without desecrating the bodies of 
the crewmembers. They weren't even supposed to be there, they had in 
important mission to finish. 

Then again, the UNSC presence wouldn't be able to tell. Everyone was 
dead and he would just be another Spartan on board of an evacuated 
vessel. This was all irrelevant. His duty decided what he needed to 
do: get out, find the UNSC, provide Intel and get back in the fight. 
So would blow the hangar bay open and decompress the vessel, so what? 
The crew was dead anyway. 

He turned from the door and- without a second glance at the speaker 
where Jacob's disembodied voice had come from- walked away. His goal 
was simple, the means simpler. In order to survive on the planet he 
needed some survival gear and- when the humans proved to be hostile 
or worse, innies- he would need guns. Weapons for all sorts of 



encounters. So his goal now included a trip to the armoury, 
again . 

As he walked back and forth across the ship, carrying weaponry and 
explosives to hangar bay 6. He had thought out many plans and 
strategies involving his next few steps and his mind was clear and 
sharp. The Pelican dropship- armoured, fuelled and armed to the 
teeth- would get him planetside. There he would try conventional 
radios and broadcast beams. If that didn't work he'd worry about it 
later. Right now he needed off the Platernus and contact the humans 
down on the planet. 

He carried seven MA5C assault rifles and secured them inside 
duffel-packs, which could be wedged inside certain clams in the ship. 
He did the same with four M90 Shotguns and seven BR85 Heavy Barrel 
Service Rifles- or battle rifles. Those would be the backbone of his 
armed presence down on that planet. If he should run into heavy 
resistance he could still annihilate his enemies with guerrilla 
warfare. Should he run into enemy armour? Then the two Jackhammer 
rocket launchers should suffice. He took as much ammunition as he 
could carry- for every single gun. The Pelican was so incredibly 
loaded with weapons and ammunition by the point he was done that he 
doubted that it could carry Marines into battle with that load. Had 
there still been marines alive at that point anyway. 

He walked up to the main blast doors that separated the hangar bay 
and the cold vacuum of space. In order to blast that thing open, he 
would have to use up all of his C12 explosives. And a couple of 
grenades of things didn't work out that well. The doors were armoured 
with up to 60 centimetres of titanium grade A battle armour. It could 
withstand a lot of punishment. So how would be blast it open? The 
power was still out, so the doors were nothing but dead weight. He 
could try to burn a hole using the plasma ordnance he had jammed in 
the holes left in the Dropship, but that would cause a single hole. 
Could he then pry the doors open? That would take too long and he 
would still get sucked out by the vacuum of space. No, he needed 
something substantially powerful to blast the hell out of the hangar 
bay door without damaging the ordnance inside: him. He could use the 
pelican's missile pods to destroy the doors, but they would have to 
be weakened first. 

The Spartan glanced to his left; all the C-12 that he could find in 
the armoury: a 4x4x4 inch cube of paste. That wouldn't do the 
job . 

Wait a minute! The Hangar bay 6 was outfitted with all the gear he 
would need. He looked around the compartment and tried to spot the 
little black boxes that contained what he needed. The crew saw him as 
a Spartan; the living embodiment of blowing shit up. Following that 
line of thought, the crew would have guessed that one day he might 
need enough explosives to blow up a covenant cruiser. A likely 
thought . 

And when he finally found the little box of fun and opened it, he was 
pleased to find that the crew had seen fit to grant him not one but 
two damage packs of C-12 explosive paste: enough to blow paste three 
meters of titanium grade A armour. More than enough to do the 
job . 


He sat the charges on a spread out, hexagon pattern and walked up to 



the pelican. He was just about to hit the button when he realised 
that- over the course of the perhaps countless battles to come- he 
might get injured. It was an insulting thought, but personal pride 
meant nothing if you were dead. He would need to heal himself and- 
even though the pelican contained more than enough health kits and 
his MJOLNIR would supplement him everything he needed- long-term 
injuries could prove fatal when not treated. The UNSC might take 
weeks to arrive and some wounds needed no more than a few days to 
kill- even for a Spartan such as himself. 

>So, fully knowing that he would regret the decision, he decided to 
make one final trip before embarking on the unknown. He would need to 
get to the armoury and open up the Emergency Experimental Technology 
Department- the EETD. It was a decision made by the brass higher up, 
his so-called superior officers back at ONI . As a special operations 
field agent he would need the best of the best. That was the sole 
reason that the Platernus contained such an EETD compartment: because 
of the experimental tech that the UNSC had managed to create (or 
reverse-engineer) over the course of the war.<p> 

While he made the trip to the armoury he opened the instruction 
Manuel in his HUD. Multitasking proved to be no problem as he 
navigated his way through the body-littered hallways and debris 
filled halls. The item he sought was the Prototype Field 
Deconstruction System Mk III. It was a stripped down version of the 
machine technicians used when they stripped a Spartan of their 
armour. Because of its small size he could take it with him on his 
journey to the planet. But the removal of his armour had to happen in 
an absolute safe zone- not only because the machine would be 
stripping him of his armour, but also because of the fact that that 
he would have to remain stationary for over fifteen minutes. However, 
the pros outweighed the cons as they said. If he was to remain active 
for multiple weeks he could not risk getting an injury that might 
compromise him. Some injuries- rare as they were- could only be 
treated when the armour was stripped and he was many things but not 
lucky. He was sure to crash with the pelican or something and that 
would cause internal damage. 

He did not want to remind himself that the machine would also be 
broken during the crash- thereby rendered useless. 

The Spartan had secured every single piece of equipment he would 
need- including the hated stripping machine- he walked through the 
cargo way and made his way to the cockpit . There he strapped himself 
in the chair and brought up the Pelican's display in his HUD. A 
stroke of luck, the bird was still online. He should have checked 
that first but, he had things to do. 

He brought up the detonator and pressed the button. As quick as his 
body would allow him to, he activated the pelican's thrusters and 
rear jets. 

The explosion rattled his teeth and the Pelican trembled. A giant 
hole had appeared in the heavy doors and even as he moved his hands 
back and forth trying activate the Pelican, air was ventilated out of 
the room. It was as if heavy tornado was pulling at the ship, crates 
and boxes were mercilessly sucked out of the hangar and the pelican 
was slowly being pulled out too. But that didn't really matter, as 
soon as the engines activated he could steer the bird towards the 
planet. The dropship cleared its hold and shot past the ragged hole 
into cold vacuum. He was actually a bit pleased. He had successfully 



cleared the destroyer and escaped its cold hold. He would reunite 
with the surface population of humans and link up with the UNSC. Then 
he would continue fighting the war against the Covenant, one mission 
at a time. 

A shadow loomed over his ship as he sailed underneath the hull of the 
Platernus, which still looked formidable despite its apparent 
decommissioning. Too soon he hit the planet's gravity well, getting 
caught in its gyrating mass. 

The Pelican dropship descended down the atmosphere, its nose caught 
in burning flames as the friction between the two rose to unbearable 
intensity. It was a good thing that he had reinforced the hull with 
starship grade armor plating. Even though the plating was no thicker 
than 2 inches it still gave the Pelican the touch it needed. The bird 
was rated for atmospheric insertion, but there were still some 
catastrophic malfunctions that could happen to this type of dropship. 
Ones that could prove fatal to the Spartan's effort to get planet 
side in one piece, at least. 

The dark and starry night that was space had disappeared the moment 
he had hit the planet ' s atmosphere and he was aware of the fact that 
the A 'Human presenceA' down there might see his descending ship as a 
threat. The cockpit ' s view was dominated by blazing heat so not even 
the most skilled pilot could navigate so high on view alone. Not that 
there was much to see out there anyway. The attitude counter one of 
the screens showed him that he had still a dozen kilometers to 
go . 

He remembered a mission that he had completed with the crew of the 
Platernus, several weeks back. It had been the second one that they 
undertook together and he still busy getting accustomed to having 
living beings around him that didn't needed to get shot. At least not 
because of orders. 

**Flashback** 

They had received confirmation of insurrectionist presence on a UNSC 
outpost that had gone dark a few days before. With no Intel in the 
situation, the Spartan had been forced to go in blind. It was that, 
or wait for the crewmembers to get some readings on the planet. There 
simply wasn't time for them to stick around longer, especially not 
when they had received word of a surf ace-to-space missile launcher a 
day later. 

So when he went down to the shuttle bay to grab a pelican dropship, 
he was stopped by a young lieutenant. She couldn't have been older 
than her late twenties, but he had seen the determination burning in 
her eyes that only the most die-hard specialized personnel 
possessed . 

And he had been right. She was the dropship 's pilot- the bird that he 
was about to take down the planet with the large missile launcher 
aimed at space on it- and she was not very happy about his plans. 

Even though she was technically his superior, he had Section seven 
from ONI backing him up. They sent him on his missions and he 
completed them whatever the cost. When on the battlefield fighting 
the covenant he obeyed orders from his superiors. When on a specific 
mission however, no one could tell him what to do. And this was such 
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"Are you insane?" The woman had asked him. "You are planning to take 
that bird down there with that giant cannon ready to fire? You'll be 
blown out of the sky before you could even begin your descend!" 

He didn't know how to react to Marines during his missions. 
Technically he had no superior officers, so he was free to do 
whatever he deemed necessary. But that didn't mean he had no rank, he 
was still military personnel and she had the rank- and probably 
experience- to tell him what was the smart thing to do. 

He missed the days when it was simply obey your officer, help your 
fellow soldiers and neutralize hostiles. That was the way understood 
and liked, without having complicated social matters 
interfering . 

"My orders are to get down there and investigate the Insurrectionist 
presence . " 

That should have been enough for her to back off, but she hadn't. 
Instead, she walked past him to the Pelican and stepped 
inside . 

"Well Spartan, they don't know were here yet. But as soon as we 
launch from the ship they will find out and they will try to blow our 
asses out of the sky." 

'She isn't trying to protect the pelican', he thought. So what was 

she doing? He needed that ship and she wouldn't get in her way. If he 

had to, he'd pull rank on her. 

But before he could do anything she spoke again. "You'll need an 
experienced pilot flying that ship sir and I'm the best this tub has 
got to offer . " 

She wanted to be his pilot? Didn't she know that, as a Spartan, he 

received extensive training in the handling of any and all UNSC 

equipment including Pelican dropships? 

Of course she didn't, no one knew a thing about the Spartans. ONI had 
kept his presence a well-kept secret to anyone that didn't have to 
work with him. All the soldiers on the field saw him as a Spartan and 
they were usually too busy to check him on the battlenet 

But he wasn't a pilot exclusively, he was a Spartan. A 
ground-pounder, so to say. He might need her to get him on that 
planet. Besides, if he went alone then he would have to find a place 
to land that ship. When he had a pilot, he could use the morea€ 
tactical way of insertion. Very well. 

So with someone piloting the Pelican he had descended down the 
Insurrectionist planet. Their missile launcher had tried to shoot 
them out of the sky many times, but the lieutenant had proved capable 
enough to evade it time after time. The moment he had jumped out of 
the dropship and got to work, fate decided that a safe landing wasn't 
compensating enough. His comm had jumped to life and Captain 
Spenser's voice radioed through his helmet. 


"The covenant are here! Get some information and then get the hell 
out of there! We'll buy you some time." 



A minute later the sky had been swarming with covenant Banshees and 
Spirit dropships . 


**Flashback end** 

The edges of his mouth curved upwards as he allowed a sly smile to 
come over his features. He had rampaged through the base, killing 
rebel and covenant soldiers alike until he had found the HQ. There he 
had identified several rebels trying to fight off two hunters. One of 
them wore the insignia that signaled him as a Major. So the Spartan 
had decided to snatch the man in the middle of the combat, leaving 
the others to fend off the covenant. After that, he had rendezvoused 
with the lieutenant and the three of them- Spartan, pilot and rebel- 
had made it back to the Platernus. Mission accomplished and valuable 
Intel received. That had been the very first time he had actively 
cooperated with the crewmembers onboard the ship, even though it was 
only one. 

Then he frowned. She was most likely dead now, along with everyone 
else onboard the Platernus. He had worked with them for a total of 
four months- he had even gotten to know several other people. Their 
deathsa€ | were unfortunate. They had been good peoplea€ i that had 
gotten him to his destinations save and sound. 

He was feeling negative about their deaths, as he felt about every 
human death. But normally the death count from one covenant attack 
after another meant nothing to him but statistics. Just so many more 
humans killed by the covenant. 

But was he feeling bad about the Platernus' crew because of their 
strategic value? Or because of some other, yet unknown reason? He 
couldn't tell. He had been pushing his emotions away for so long- 
eradicating every feeling that could negatively affect his missions- 
that he didn't even recognize what he felt anymore. 

He was musing too much. He shouldn't be, he still had a mission to 
accomplish. He needed to return to the fight, to be useful. He was 
wasting time that could be better spent. The people down there would 
better have a working communications centre. 

Eventually the intense flames that covered the cockpit disappeared 
and he was able to make out some features of the landscape below. 
There were multiple towns and villages scattered across the place and 
from what he could see there were lights. So these people had 
electricity- that meant he could find a way to get home. But he 
didn't want to scare them to death when he suddenly came down the sky 
with his ship, neither did he want to risk his ship and supplies when 
they proved to be hostile. So he would park his ship far away from 
civilization and slowly make his way to the community's. There was no 
doubt that some people might have seen him, but if he hid his 
dropship where only he could find it then it would be relatively 
safe . 

The Pelican was rapidly descending and he could see the ground 
getting closer and closer. There wasn't any form of armed response, 
but he still didn't risk it. He aimed for a large open forest at the 
foot of a very large mountainside. He would climb that mountain and 
head for the nearest outpost. 



He was losing attitude fast. 
600 meters. 


500 meters. 200 meters. 

At the last moment he hit some other buttons and activated the 
reverse thrusters, bringing the ship to a jarring halt roughly ten 
meters above the ground. His motion sensor- which still didn't work 
for some weird reason- flashed to life for two seconds, showing many 
dozens of neutral targets moving across the ground. 

Animal wildlife? 

Human travelers? 

Maybe both. 

He searched for a clearing and was soon rewarded with an excellent 
point, just underneath a shallow rock outcropping on the mountain and 
above the forest, providing him with an excellent vantage point. 

He carefully steered the Dropship towards the rock. When his ship was 
ten meters away from the landing site, he turned the ship around. He 
should be able to make a quick getaway if things went south and he 
couldn't do that with a ship that faced a wall. 

He felt the soft vibrations as the waves from the engines bounced off 
of the wall and hit the hull again; a sign that he was nearing his 
parking spot. Slowly reducing power he turned off the reverse 
thrusters and was rewarded with a soft 'THUD' as the pelican hit the 
ground . 

As smooth a landing as any, he supposed. 

When he exited the Pelican he noticed that the forest was teeming 
with activity. Multiple swarms of birds exited the trees and foreign 
sounds and cries of alien animals assaulted his ears. 

What is this place? He mused to himself. He grabbed an assault rifle 
and a battle rifle and mounted them on his back. Upgrades to his 
MJOLNIR amour made it possible for up to two large weapons to be 
strategically mounted on certain places on his back. He grabbed a 
side-arm from the cockpit and frowned, noticing that he didn't take 
any ammo for a pistol. He would have to improvise should he burn 
through all his ammo- something that would ask for a less subtle 
response should it happen. 

His helmet's audio systems enhanced his hearing by many times; he 
could hear every bird screaming as they left the trees and flew away. 
He heard the busy chattering of animals living their lives and even 
some cries of distress, probably as some animal got attacked by 
another . 

The wildlife couldn't harm him, but all of these sounds were unknown 
to him and there might be some hostile elements playing these sounds 
as audio tracks, trying to lure him closer. The primary color of his 
armor wasn't exactly subtle. He would have to cover himself in dirt 
and leaves as he traveled, lest his white tint give him away. He 
could polarize his visor to some degree so he needn't worry about 



that . 


As the heavily armored figure climbed down the mountain side with 
ease, some of the birds flying overhead cried again. One of them had 
to be at least five times bigger than the others and was cruising 
ahead of them. As the leader of the flock descended, so did the rest 
of them. They hit the tree line and started screaming like mad, the 
big one at the very front. Had someone been observing them they might 
have realized that the birds were busy attacking a ground target. It 
was still nothing new; these things were nothing new 

The yellow flash of lightning that appeared from the ground and 
struck the lead avian however, was new. 

The bird was scorched from the intense blast and retreated. Smoke, 
feathers and several other birds trailing behind it. 

"_ONI- the Office of Naval Intelligence. The greatest collection of 
devious bastards and evil SOB's that the UNSC had to offer. 

Officially the department for intelligence, research and propaganda, 
ONI has developed to be far morea€ i act ive in the war effort. They 
were the spionage and counter-spionage department, cyberwarfare 
developers and special operations centre at the same time. It is them 
who are responsible for our black operations missions, or more 
specifically it is Section Seven of ONI that unleashes Two-Sierra 
zero-one-one upon the covenant and rebels alike. They are not to be 
trusted . 

"_Everyone that is in the right set of mind knows that ONI shouldn't 
be trusted, sir . 

_ - Captain Ryan Spenser to Crewmember Adams, before the battle of 
Aegis III_ 

**I have been working hard lately and I hope that I got some stuff 
right. Next chapter should be up within the week, were our Spartan 
gets introduced to a world the likes have never seen 
before ! * * 

**That being said, there aren't many characters that I can use 
besides the default Kanto characters. So if any of you faithful 
readers would be so kind as to create one for me? I would be very 
happy and give you cookies and mention your character in the intro as 
the character appears and give you cookies.** 

**0h yes, I do not own Halo or pokemon or any products associated 
with the two. I do own any self created plot contend and created 
characters . * * 

* *R&R ! * * 


3 . An unexpected encounter 

**This is Masterwil with Chapter three of Broken demons and angels. I 
am desperate for reviews, so even if you are Anonymous just tell me 
how amazing I am or how much I suck. Any kind of actual feedback will 
do, I just need to know whether my writing style is good or 
bad. ** 



**Special thanks to **Lay Down Hunter **as my first reviewer! Thank 
you : ) * * 

**Then I want to say thanks to the people that liked/f ollowed . Your 
support is noted: 3** 

**That being said, I still need some side characters or OC ' s so could 
you all please make up some good characters that could get the story 
rolling even harder?** 

***Don't blame me for updating too frequently; I have a lot of spare 
time for writing with the long trip to the campus. ** 

**That was all I had to say for the moment, let us be off! *Walks 
away embarrassed.** 

"Speech" a€"human speech 

"**Speech"** a€" PokAOmon speech 

_'Speech'_- PokAOmon speech to humans 

"_After the victory we had at Sigma Octanus IV, Mankind got a much 
desired piece of emotion they hadn't thought possible this late in 
the war: hope. Hope that heroes, such as yourself Captain Keyes, will 
rise up and protect them. To guide them through these hard times and 
give them the motivation needed to defeat the covenant. Would you 
deny them that?"_ 

"_No sir, but the battle at Sigma Octanus IV and its resulting 
victory' came at a high price. I just wanted to let them know that 
sir ._ 

- Conversation between Vice Admiral Stanforth and Captain Jacob 
Keyes, after the battle of Sigma Octanus IV on July 18, 2552 

The damn forest was teeming with life, movements and sounds were like 
water dropping from a crane; without end and annoying when things had 
to be silent. Most people that waged war and fought battles in 
forests hated the noises, simply because every single sound could be 
a potential threat. 

The Spartan didn't mind the noises at all, though. He had stalked his 
enemies many times though many different environments. He knew how to 
hide himself, how to mask his sounds and movements. The cries of his 
environment were merely distractions to the unfocused and 
undisciplined . 

Although he was normally the master stalker everywhere he went, he 
was unsure of his position as hunter in this place. He didn't know 
what the alien fauna and flora was capable of. Even though he was 
sure that his armor and shielding could protect him from almost any 
threat save covenant plasma, he was still cautious of everything that 
looked odd. 

"Trusting in your equipment to keep you save is one of the easier 
ways of dying a quick death. Machines fail and humans don't," one of 
his instructors had told him when he was young. One of the many 
lessons that he had to keep in mind when fighting. Even in this 
strange environment, one mistake or moment of overconfidence could 



well cost him his head. 


So when he heard strange growling and yapping, he instantly blended 
away in his surroundings, thinking that maybe the covenant already 
had a foothold on this planet and that he had run into a pack of 
brutes . 

He had run into the ugly beasts on numerous encounters. They were 
big, more than eight-and-a-half feet tall. Their muscles were as 
prominent as their ugly faces. The UNSC had not encountered the 
brutes in a lot of fights, but the Spartan had been send on numerous 
high-reward missions and had fought the Brutes as bodyguards, 
assassins, foot soldiers and as high priority targets. They were no 
easy opponents, as their strength surpassed that of both Elites and 
Spartans alike. 

So when he thought that he had encountered them on a world were a 
human population was supposed to reside he grew apprehensive. Was 
Jacobs' data corrupted as badly as he was? Or had the covenant simply 
found this planet? 

He hadn't seen any big ships in orbit, but it was better to be safe 
than sorry. 

He would have to terminate the dumb apes. Not a very attractive 
thought, but it was necessary to do so anyway. He would not have any 
covenant on this planet without any nice holes in them, oh no. 

He put his assault rifle away and pulled out his shotgun. Normally he 
would have tried to target the brutes from a distance- preferably 
something around a mile or so. But seeing as he did not take a battle 
rifle with him and the thick forest area wouldn't allow long ranged 
combat anyway. He would creep closer to the brutes and- when he was 
right on top of them- ambush them with a few quick shotgun 
shells . 

He rose from his near-crouch a bit and proceeded to travel further 
into the jungle, taking a wide bead as to flank the covenant 
patrol . 

The growling and barking intensified, but it was way too soon. He 
hadn't crossed that much distance yet and the brutes should have 
moved farther away. They couldn't be laying a trap for him, because 
they were making sounds. So what were they doing? Were they even 
brutes, or was it some native animal that was making those 
noises ? 

And then he heard another noise, soft and faint. It almost He hadn't 
heard it earlier because of the background noises. He redoubled his 
speed, not caring whether he made the bushes or trees move when he 
rushed past them. After a minute of running and sneaking through the 
thick forest, the foliage became less compact and more spread out. 

The trees became larger and wider- but also scattered across the 
area. In a small open area he soon spotted the culprits. 

What looked like two small, grey dogs with black faces were jumping 
around the area, clearly attacking something else. He couldn't see 
what it was and he didn't care. He didn't come here to play ranger 
and protect weird alien animals. He had a mission to complete, a duty 
to fulfil. 



And then he saw what was going on and he stopped in his tracks. The 
two dogs were attacking a creature unlike the Spartan had ever seen 
before. It was bipedal, as white as his armour was and stood smaller 
than the two canines that attacked it- not even half a meter tall. 

Its body looked a bit like a white dress; the legs were obscured and 
thus hard to make out. The head could only be described as a green 
bowl cut hat obscured its face. It might have passed as an infant 
wearing a white bodysuit from a distance. But the weird, flat and 
clearly red horn on both the front and back of its head gave it away 
as nonhuman. 

The super-soldier needed to know what the local fauna behaved like. 
There might be a tactical advantage hidden away there and he would 
grasp any kind of Intel he could. 

He stopped at the edge of the clearing, roughly thirty feet away from 
the fight. If he analyzed the way the local fauna moved and behaved 
then he might be able to predict their movements and possibly avoid 
any more of them. He didn't want to get too involved in the fight and 
he was content to simply stand by and watch, but then he felt 
something. It was a faint tinkling at the base of his skull, a weird 
sensation that he couldn't quite place. He reviewed situation before 
him again and thought about his options. The white animal looked like 
a human in a weird, twisted way. 

No matter what he did, in the end his duty was to protect mankind. He 
was a protector, a figure that people normally liked and looked up 
at . 

He could simply step into the clearing and chase the two dogs away- 
he would save the little creature and he wouldn't have even diverted 
from his route. Just walk straight past them and let them run 
away . 

He sighed and rose from his half crouch. The instant he moved, the 
two grey dogs turned around and began sniffing the air. Their eyes 
grew big and their hair stood upright. Both of the predators turned 
and fled in the opposite direction of the Spartan with their tails 
between their hind legs. 

He wasn't an anthropologist but he did know that canines were usually 
very scared when their tail fell between their legs. He couldn't 
blame them for it. He probably smelled like the seven gates of hell 
to those sensitive noses. 

The little white creature lay on the ground, panting and shaking. It 
had to be safe now, so he could simply walk past it. He couldn't help 
looking down at its head as he walked by and as he did the tingling 
at the back of his head intensified. The white animal gazed up at his 
visor and gave a loud squeal. It tried to shuffle backwards, but it 
must have been too injured to move effectively. 

For some reason the Spartan stopped. The weird tingling in the back 
of his skull was still present, but less intense now. Nevertheless he 
still felt a weird urge to defend this little creature- which was too 
injured to defend itself when it was attacked again. If he left it 
now it would surely die. 


He shook his head. Since when had he cared about wildlife? He had 



been fighting to protect humans for so long now that it hardly seemed 
possible to fight for anything else. But still, if he didn't hurry up 
and reunite with the UNSC to continue fighting and humanity would 
become extinct, then all animal life would die too. And while he knew 
that animals couldn't contribute to war- so did the majority of the 
people he strove to protect. 

That thought always raised the conundrum in his head of why he 
fought. Why did he need to protect mankind? 

Because it was his duty. 

And why was it his duty? 

He was trained to do this. And he was trained because he was needed; 
because people would die if he didn't act. 

That was the little circle that he had thought up for himself some 
time ago. It was the first time that someone he knew had actually 
died when near him. The mere thought of questioning your own motives 
disgusted him. Duty drove him and he acted by it. Never would he 
question his duty or abandon his mission. 

So the moral puzzle pieces never stuck in his head longer than a 
second- which was still an unusually long time to ponder for a 
Spartan . 

And now, as he was facing the little creature, he felt the strange 
urge to keep protecting it. He could simply pick it up and take it 
with him until he reached village. It wouldn't weigh him or slow him 
down at all and he could continue marching onwards to 
civilisation . 

Right ? 

The little creature was still shaking after its encounter, even when 
they had been walking for at least fifteen minutes now. Because of 
its small size and its relatively weak body structure, it would have 
fallen behind instantly if it was to walk with him. So- seeing as the 
Spartan had already decided to take it with him- it wouldn't do if it 
fell behind now. 

So he decided to carry it . He had reached out and the white thing had 
instantly covered up its head with its arms and began shaking. It 
wasn't a surprise that it didn't trust the Spartan but at the very 
least it could try to act normally? 

Ignoring the display of fear he had simply reached out and plucked 
the animal from the ground. 

And now the small thing was clinging to his right shoulder plate as 
if its life depended on it. Funny how privy it was to changing its 
mind. Perhaps it had realized that the Super-soldier meant it no 
harm? 

Or was it simply scared for falling off? It mattered little. The 
weird sensation that he had felt earlier hadn't disappeared. He still 
felt a weird tingling at the base of his skill- almost next to his 
Neural implant. Did it even happen because of the slipspace engine? 

Or was it something else that he felt? And why had he felt compelled 



to take the animal with him at all? It would have been simple enough 
for him to simply leave it behind and move on. He should have done 
so. Hell, he had left useful supplies and even weapons behind in the 
past to avoid having something that slowed him down. So why would he 
waste his time a€" and speed- to take some silly native fauna with 
him? 

The creature still hadn't budged and it squealed with fear when the 
Spartan tried to touch it with his index finger. If it feared him so 
much then why didn't it leave? Find something else to cling to? 

But he couldn't bring himself to actually pry the little thing from 
his shoulder to leave it behind, so instead he started talking to it. 
Rhetorically at least, because who in his right mind would talk to 
animals? Especially when said person had an important duty to fulfill 
and a war to fight ASAP? 

"If you don't want to be with me then why are you still here?" He 
asked out loud. His voice sounded heavy and grave. A bit like gravel, 
with a hard tone peeking around the edge. He didn't like talking much 
and his voice needed a lot of training. Every time he had to issue a 
series of orders or explain a strategy his throat ached and his voice 
sounded ever morea€ | off. Even so the animal didn't respond overly 
negative to the new noise around it. It lifted its head and looked at 
him, as if it was wondering what the meaning was of the weird 
grinding noises that came from its ride. 

Funny, that's the second time that it had displayed an above-average 
level of intelligence. Maybe these animals were akin to the primates 
and dolphins back on earth; the highest level of intelligence besides 
humans. It that was the case then this creature was even more like 
humans than primates were- seeing as it displayed open emotions and 
could difference between friend and foe. To a limited degree at 
least . 

"_**Ralts**_?" It said with a sweet voice that was mildly disturbed 
by the creatures fear. 

The frowned slightly. That voice left a weird impression on him; it 
pressed on his thoughts and he focused them even more on the 
creature. This world seemed truly alien. 

"Yes I'm talking to you," he responded. His throat began to strain in 
protest a little. But the 'animal' that was clinging on to his armor 
inspired an odd feeling in him; the feeling that it realized that its 
carrier was trying to communicate. Different species never knew that 
they were communicating as far as the Spartan was aware. At least not 
the less intelligent ones. Perhaps this thing was an individual of a 
species that possessed intelligence equal to human beings? Could they 
even be sentient, like the AI ' s were? 

"Do you have a name?" 

The creature didn't answer, but it still looked at him weird and the 
Spartan could have sworn that the weird tingling in his neck had just 
moved a little bit. 

There was one more way to prove his theory that the being on his 
shoulder was sentient. He would have to try and communicate on a 
primal level; to start gesturing and flailing with his arms. 



The prospect wasn't too enticing, but he needed Intel and he could 
both travel to the nearest town and learn about this world. 

He cautiously looked around him to see if there were any living 
beings beside them in the vicinity. There weren't. 

Great . 

The most basic way of communicating with another sentient being was 
to exchange names. You would have to point at yourself and exclaim 
your name. Then- if you were lucky- the other creature would point at 
itself in an imitation of the gesture and repeat you. That or it 
would say its own name. 

But that only worked with foreigners. And alien POW's of course. So 
even if the little white thing was intelligent enough to understand 
the concept of communication by sounds, would it understand the 
concept of a name? Or would it simply get scared to death by the 
sudden new noises? 

If his instructors could see him now they would have wet their pants 
laughing. But he had to try something didn't he? He still had the 
weird impression that he should keep the creature with him- to keep 
it safe. He didn't want to get attached to anything, but his mind and 
his body wanted two different things. 

He pointed his other arm at his chest and said: 

"Math. " 

He then pointed at the creature's chest and waited for a response. It 
didn't come. Instead it continued watching him with uncanny 
attention. Whether it didn't want to communicate with him or just 
couldn't wasn't clear and he had no way of telling. 

Soon the sun set and the last remaining light slowly faded away, 
leaving the forest in darkness. The animal on his shoulder felt 
increasingly tense as it saw the sun set. Eventually it reached up 
over the Spartan's shoulder and gazed at the place where his visor 
was supposed to be. 

"_**Ralts**_?" It said. Math had heard that little sound before and 
he still didn't know what it meant. His enhanced vision allowed him 
to see his surroundings with almost night-vision levels of accuracy. 
He wouldn't anything to ambush them. But even though he felt secure, 
he could not help but wonder what the little white individual that he 
carried with him had to say about the situation. 

"Fear of the dark?" He asked it. He waited for a response of any 
kind, but it never came. Curious. He glanced down to see if 
everything was alright. Perhaps it had gotten too scared to move or 
speak? In that case he had to comfort it a little bit. Just a little, 
not too much. 

He almost stopped dead in his tracks when he realized just what was 
wrong with it and tilted his head a little bit in surprise. 

It was sleeping. Curled up in his armpit and with its arms wrapped 
around itself. It would seem that this little animal's feelings 



fluctuated even more than those of a covenant hunter. He had seen of 
one those tear its enemies apart and then- when it thought it was 
save and alone with is bond brother- stop and grumble in what had to 
be a form of poesy. And after that, when the Spartan had come by and 
blew its bond brother apart, the hunter had flown in an 
uncontrollable rage. 

Then again, maybe this one was a night creature. Simply waiting for 
the sun to set and then scrambling up and about. When he was young he 
had learned that some animals liked to wait until it was dark to hunt 
their prey. It was a fine strategy- one that seemed to work 
particularly well on covenant. Those cocky bastards almost never 
changed their strategy and they never seemed to try and think like 
their enemies. That had cost them severely every single time that he 
had engaged them during dusk, night and dawn. 

He marched onwards like that for another hour when a different 
thought crept into his mind. 

"Maybe the animal was sick? Maybe it had been so severely wounded 
that it had run a fever, or gotten an infection of some sort? He 
didn't know anything about this world and its pathogens. 

He then decided that he needed to get to a civilized area and fast. 

He hadn't even considered the fact that his little companion had been 
wounded in the battle. That should have been his first thought. 

He increased the tempo of his feet as he broke into a run. He darted 
across the forest like a white ghost, the ground shaking with quakes 
as his heavy boots hit the ground time and time again- yet he made no 
more noise than a bird flying across the area would have made. He 
dodged many trees and rocks and simply busted through the bushes 
lying in his path. At the same time he covered the white animal with 
his other arm to prevent projectiles from hitting it and then quickly 
programmed a Navigational Marker in his HUD to where he had last seen 
the lights of a village. His armor calculated his speed and the 
distance to his target and came up with an ETA of approximately three 
minutes . 

Acceptable . 

While he ran he wondered about the strange creature that he had 
found. How he had felt compelled to take it with him and care for it. 
Was it some strange effect that a strange kind of radiation was 
having on him? Could it be the aftereffects of the slipspace engine 
discharging with him so close; that he was misinterpreting his own 
body? 

Possible . 

In the distance he could see the faint outlines of buildings and 
lights; he had reached his destination. By that time it was 
completely dark, leaving no other sources of light as explanation. It 
had to be the village. 

He wasn't completely sure on how to proceed now; the human population 
on this planet could either be rebels or simply civilians. If he 
simply knocked on the door and there were insurrectionist sa€ | the 
resulting firefight would most likely result in the death of his 
little white passenger. That wasn't acceptable. He couldn't fight 



with it anywhere near him and neither was he going to waste time 
trying to use fancy new tactics when he could be much more effective 
on his own. There were lines to cross here. No fighting with animal 
wildlife clinging to your shoulder and no wasting time because of 
animal wildlife. 

Buta€ | if he put it somewhere safe and then returned for it after he 
had cleared the area thena€ i he would still have to fight his way to 
a communication device- most likely a large radar dish several miles 
away. And he didn't want to both protect a wild animal he found while 
at the same time engaging a more numerous force. 

In a split-second before deciding he went over the tactical options: 
the number of houses, their sizes and capacities for people. Any 
vantage points and possible places for ambushes. Then he came up with 
a battle-plan and position for the little creature. 

Quietly he strode to the nearest tree and jumped at the nearest 
branch that was more than 10 inches thick. He had no delusions that 
the meager wood could support half a ton of armor and warrior, but if 
the timed it right- his hand brushed against the branch and he 
quickly pushed himself away. The branch bent and splintered like a 
match but he had achieved what he wanted. He brought his leg up and 
pushed himself off- more gently this time, without letting his full 
weight hit the branch. It still came apart like the other one, but by 
that time the Spartan was already two meters up in the air. He 
grasped the thickest branch he could reach and- before it could break 
underneath his weight- scooped the sleeping animal from his shoulder 
and placed it on the branch, as close to the center as possible. It 
didn't wake up nor had it any reason to. The Spartan's movements had 
been so fluid and graceful that it couldn't have possibly felt a 
change in its environment. 

His initial jump had brought him nearly seven feet in the air and the 
next ones had enabled him to reach a height of at least fifteen feet. 
It would be safe there. 

When the fighting had passed and he had cleared the village he would 
find a safe and dry spot in one of the houses for the animal and then 
it would have to fend for itself. Until then, the safe height of the 
tree would protect it from any wildlife. 

Or at least from any nonclimbing wildlife. 

He pushed these thoughts and all other thoughts out of his mind 
without effort and moved to the village. He saw the large building to 
the right, the 'Lab'. Making no sounds whatsoever he moved to the 
nearest window and peeked in- for no more than half a second. HE had 
spotted a bed with someone sleeping on it and some weird machinery. 
Some other beds were scattered across its inside and two more people 
slept on those. 

A laboratory with only three people inside? Too easy. 

He pulled out his combat knife and slid it between the door and the 
lock. Moving downwards, he determined where the lock would precisely 
be and how the mechanism worked. He then pulled his knife back out 
and used his finger to tear out the outer half of the lock. 


He was lucky or the rebels hadn't felt any need to protect 



themselves; the lock was so simple that any burglar could have picked 
it let alone a Spartan. 


He opened the door as quietly as he could and moved inside, his knife 
at the ready and his weapons safely tucked away on his back. This 
operation required stealth and it wouldn't do him any good if he 
alerted every village in the radius of three miles with his 
gunshots . 

As quiet as an owl in midflight he searched the building. It had only 
one floor and two big rooms, with a weird machine at the end of it. 
There didn't seem to be any kind of ordnance or weapon inside this 
lab but that was only to be expected. IT was a place for research and 
learning and- if the Spartan guessed right- weird experiments. 

After he had cleared the building and determined that it posed him no 
threat, he moved on to the rest of the village. Over the course of an 
hour he broke into every building and searched for any signs that it 
contained rebels. 

He found none. Which was weird. 

There were only two logical conclusions: either these weren't rebels 
or they were a simple research outpost without combat capabilities, 
not expecting to be flanked from the dense forest. A huge mistake and 
highly unlikely but still, perhaps this was splinter group without 
proper command. 

But the whole idea that these people were rebels was getting more and 
more unlikely. They didn't even carry identification tags for their 
own people and they possessed literary no military ordnance. These 
people were noncombatants. Not a threat to him or the little animal. 
Perhaps they could help him in his search and perhaps they could find 
a proper place for the white animal that he had taken from the 
forest . 

But it was dark now and he had no idea when it would become light 
again. IT had been light when he had crashed, but that was around two 
hours ago. The sun had been close to setting, but maybe the day and 
night cycles differed from each other. 

IF only it had been possible to take the AI from the Platernus with 
him. It would have most likely known. 

The Spartan kept pondering about his current situation while he 
sneaked back to the edge of the forest where he had hidden the 
creature. It was still up in its tree, but it looked awake now. 

And no surprise, it was scared again. 

"Don't worry about it, I'm on it." He growled and stopped at the base 
of the tree. 

"Just scouting ahead." 

It was looking down at him from its branch and still quivering. 
Perhaps it was cold? OR hungry? Thirsty? Maybe a bit of everything? 

It didn't matter much, he guessed. Soon it would be safe and sound, 
in the village where the people most likely knew how to take care of 
it . 



The Spartan quietly and carefully climbed the tree. He was balancing 
500 kilograms on top of a bit of wood and he didn't trust it very 
much. The white animal was waiting for him up there, clearly not 
entertained by its current situation. It was shaking, that much was 
obvious, but it for some reason it didn't look very scared. More 
apprehensive, as if something was going to happen to it that it 
couldn't avert. 

The Spartan grew a bit uneasy and checked his motion tracker again. 

It was still offline. 

Animals often possessed the uncanny capabilities of predicting when 
or where danger was going to strike and he was not so stupid as to 
ignore the age-old instincts of nature. He had more often than not 
been warned by animals suddenly shifting in moods or simply moving to 
another area just because they sensed something- which would later 
proof to be a covenant patrol on the ground or in the air. 

Like the time on Aegis III before that went sour. He had landed in 
the jungle, because the covenant had captured the major cities in the 
surrounding areas. Any closer was too dangerous for the lieutenant- 
his pilot- to land. So he had to cross a mile of compact jungle to 
cross before he could get to the first city on his schedule. He had 
taken notice of the animal presence in the area and was soon rewarded 
by his caution when a group of birds had suddenly taken off- several 
dozen meters in front of him. His motion tracker was useless in the 
thick jungle because everything moved. Were it not for his attention 
to the animal movements in the area, he would not have noticed the 
patrol of half a dozen grunts and three elites searching the 
area . 

So when the little white creature grew apprehensive, so did 
he . 

"What's wrong?" he quietly asked it. Of course he got no response, 
but he had hoped that the animal would point out where it thought 
danger was coming from. 

He gestured to the dark forest in a questioning way. 

"What do you see?" he said. 

"_Ralts_! " It said and then crawled closer to the Spartan; no easy 
task because of the animal's anatomy. That was the third time that he 
had heard that sound and he still didn't know what it meant; what 
kind of indication it was. 

So when the frightened thing was close enough to the Spartan 
crouching there to touch him and it simply looked up at him, he began 
to doubt that the animal had felt danger in the vicinity. Perhaps it 
was still scared from its encounter with the dogs and was it simply 
seeking protection. 

Or it though that the super-soldier could protect it from the coming 
danger. It was never simple. 

His armor would protect him from every animal that could possibly 
reach that high up in the tree, but the same did not go for his 
companion. So he reached down and gently picked up the animal. If it 



had any idea of the crushing power that was his gauntlet, it didn't 
show. For some reason it seemed happy to be touched, even if it was 
by cold unyielding armor- for he had deactivated his energy shield 
enough that he could actually touch it. He slowly lowered himself so 
that he could sit with his back to the trunk of the tree. If he was 
to spend the night waiting, he could just as easily grab some sleep. 
The last time he slept had been several weeks ago; he had spent the 
majority of his time either fighting or in cryo-chamber . While the 
latter was still some form of rest, it had hardly been the kind of 
rest he needed. 

And he kept having weird dreams. 

At any rate. He could keep scouting ahead to see if there was any 
indication of hostile activity but that meant delaying his journey. 

Or he could wait until the sun had come up to see if the village was 
indeed nonhostile. For now that last option seemed wiser. He would 
ask the people where to go and then dump the animal that had been 
traveling with him in one of the houses. 

>After he had determined whether it would be safe or not, of 
course . <p> 

The human that she had been traveling with was very weird. When the 
snapping dogs had come after her and she couldn't get away in safety, 
she thought that she would die for sure. But then she felt the faint 
presence of a€ i something . It didn't feel like the other humans that 
she had encountered in her brief life. 

Not that she could describe how they felt anyway; she had been too 
young and the humans had been too far away for her to probably sense 
them. The only reason why she knew of humans because he parents had 
told her about them- shortly before they both disappeared. She did 
not know where they had gone, but she wanted them back! Traveling for 
some time she tried to find them, but whenever found them. And then 
one fateful day she had found herself cornered but the dark 
creatures, trying to hurt her. 

It was then that she sensed the haunting-half presence of a human. 

But that human was impossible, it couldn't be here. It felt too 
distant for her to sense and yet there it stood. The mere scent of 
the creature had chased the dogs away. While her smell wasn't as 
sophisticated as the dark creatures' she had an uncanny ability to 
feel the emotions and feelings around her. And what she felt had 
terrified her. The 'human' that had come to her aid felt devoid of 
every emotion. It was driven by the base need to do and she did not 
know what is that it wanted to do. 

Perhaps it was broken? Every creature in existence had feelings; they 
all hated, loved and cared. The fact that she did not feel anything 
from it scared her so much that she could barely move. 

Which could have also been because of her fatigue and many small 
wounds wrought by the dogs . 

And the human had walked over to hera€ | and it looked down at. Its 
face was like a mirror, reflecting everything that it hit yet seeing 
all. It was then that she thought that it was no human at all. Its 
very presence felt bad, it hurt her to even think about it. Its 
appearance was so unsettling for her, so very unnatural that she 
instantly knew that his not a human. 



It had to be a Demon. 


But a demon would have hurt her, it would have taken her away and 
never allow her to see the sunlight again. And while it did take her 
away- even though she had fought and struggled to stay there, a feat 
of which she was proud- it never hurt her. It even allowed her to sit 
on him as he walked for both of them. The demon that didn't want to 
hurt her! What a story that would make. She could still not feel its 
emotions, but the longer she stayed with him the better she was able 
to understand his presence. She knew it had to be a 'him' because at 
some point it had tried to communicate with her 

It had asked her whether she wanted to bea€| there? What it meant was 
beyond her, but the underlying voice had been undoubtedly male. Did 
demons even have a difference between male and female? Or were they 
all male? 

She was too tired to ponder much and her wounds throbbed, clouding 
her mind. She simply replied that she didn't understand. There wasn't 
much interaction after that. The demon had talked to her some more 
and once she had respond in kind to a question that she didn't 
understand . 

'Math'? What was a 'Math'? 

She had the feeling that it was trying to say something to her but 
she was too tired to respond. Soon she fell asleep on top if the 
Demon's shoulder. While her mind rested her sub consciousness 
continued to wonder about her companion's intentions and- more 
importantly- his feelings and emotions. 

Every single member of her species was able to feel the emotions and 
intentions of nearby creatures and humans. So why didn't she feel 
what her protector was feeling? What did he want of her? 

Eventually she started to grasp some of his underlying feelings and 
intentions. It was seeking something, something that was so important 
to him that he would literally stop at nothing to get it. He was also 
planninga€ | planning something concerning a place somewhere. And 
thena€ | he woulda€ | leave her there? 

a€|what? That couldn't be true! Why would he leave her behind just 
when he had saved her, just as she was beginning to adept to his 
presence! She didn't understand it. But she was mad. Mad at the 
stupid demon-human for wanting to leave her behind. 

And with an angry gasp she woke. 

The gold-faced demon was gone, he had left her behind! Why would he 
do that? Did he not save her? Had he thought that she was safe now? 
Well she wasn't safe; she was alone, cold, tired, wounded hungry and 
very, very upset! 

After she had been shivering there for what felt like hours, the 
demon returned. He had actually returned to her! Why would he move 
away if he would return? It didn't make any kind of sense! She gazed 
at the place where someone's face usually rested- and realized that 
there was a sudden height difference. How weird. Had the demon made 
himself smaller? Had she suddenly grown? Maybe he was standing in a 



hole, had he somehow trapped himself. 


It took her brain a few seconds to register the fact that everything 
else was still in proportion. She also felt her underside resting on 
a surface that f elta€ ! different from usual. 

She was higher in the aira€|she was sitting in a tree! 

But how? Had she accidently teleported there in her dreams, is that 
why the demon was gone? Because he had been searching for her? That 
seemed highly unlikely. She had never done so on purpose so why would 
she randomly teleport as she slept? It didn't make sense. Little did 
since her parents disappeared. 

"Don't worry about it, I'm on it." 

What? What was he on? Why did he insist on using that weird vocal 
language that she didn't understand? The demon-human climbed up the 
tree, which he did quite gracefully for something so big... and heavy 
no doubt. Ah, there it was again! That weird sensation that she had 
managed to make out of him- the feeling that he would leave her 
behind! She hadn't been wrong before. No doubt about it now; he had 
placed her in the tree to get rid of her! 

a€ | 

No, something was wrong with that line of thought. It didn't remove 
her uneasiness however, it only increased it. She didn't want to be 
alone she wanted to be with her parents! Her father and mother those 
were the creatures that she wanted around her! 

Suddenly the demon seemed to tense- in a manner of speaking of 
course. His appearance did not change but his thoughts did. They 
changed from passive wondering to active alert. What was it? What had 
he seen? 

"What's wrong?" The demon asked her. Silly thing, he was wrong! He 
was thinking about leaving her and now he was leaking alert ! How was 
she alright when she was about to be alone, in the presence of only 
the danger that her ex-companion had sensed! 

He moved his arm to the scary darkness of the forest filled with 
monsters and said something. She didn't get what it was and she 
didn't care. 

"_Ralts!"_ She yelled. **How could you leave me! I don't want to be 
alone ! ** 

She wouldn't allow it to leave. It hadn't done anything to hurt her 
and it had saved her from the monsters attacking her. So she would 
cling to its tough hide until it realised that it would have to take 
her with it. Demon or not. She looked up at its head and kept him in 
her sight. He would not escape her. 

The demon-human kept her gaze for a little while before breaking 
their eye-contact. Or head-eye contact, because she wasn't even sure 
if it had eyes somewhere. She could feel its mind growing still as it 
fell asleep and guessed that it was alright for now. She crawled over 
to his legs and snuggled against the place where his thighs would be. 
The place between his legs should have been nice and warm, but it was 



cold and hard, unyielding and- to her mind- indestructible. She 
wouldn't have want to trade her place for anywhere else she knew safe 
for her mother's loving embrace. 

Which she knew would come again. 


><em>"The SPARTAN-I I ' s are too spread thin. However capable they are, 
they cannot be everywhere at once. Neither are the SPARTAN-I I I ' s the 
ones that we would choose for this. <em> 

"_There are too many possibilities for missions and operations in 
this war. And we cannot allow the Ill's to get tangled in other kind 
of missions, neither do we have enough II 's to participate in 
thea€ | missions you are talking about . 

"_That is why I propose anothera€ i idea . We do not need many II 's and 
the Ill's are not capable enough, we need something in-between. How 
many orphans did the covenant create at? Gallyfrey?" 


"_Thousandsa€ i thousands ColonelaC i 

"_We shall do the same as we did with the Ill's but this time, doing 
the same program as the II 's underwent . 

"_You ant to create more SPARTAN-I I ' s ? How much do you think this 
will cost?"_ 

"_I want to create no more than twenty Spartans at the same time. And 
they shall not operate as teams, but as lone agents. I have sent you 
the reports. 

-Conversation between Colonel Ackerson and ERROR-DATA- CORRUPTED, 
after the destruction of Gallyfrey-II on 18 December, 

2536 

**Describing the thought progress of a baby PokA©mon- for it was 
indeed a PokA©mon that appeared- was harder than I guessed. I hope I 
pulled it off. If any of you can guess Which PokA©mon! Then you shall 
receive a cookie.** 

**Rate and Review ladies and gentlemen! It was my pleasure.** 


4 . A new world 

**Hello people, back with another chapter. I was actually joking with 
the 'guess which one' joke, but **Lay Down Hunter **still wins my 
very first internet cookie!** 

* *Not very much to say for now, except a thank you to a new review 
and new followers/f avers . I hope that I can keep entertaining you 
all! ** 

**Any and all forms of feedback are welcome and 
appreciated. ** 


"Speech" a€"human speech 



"**Speech"** a€" PokAOmon speech 
_'Speech'_- PokAOmon speech to humans 
Ralts lvl 7 

_Significant moves: teleport_ 

"_How about this one?"_ 

"_Have you read his psych-profile? No way that we are going to pick 
one of those . " _ 

"_The trainees won't have to worry about other humans and teammates. 
They will operate on their own, without any form of social contact to 
worry about . 

"_I still don't-"_ 

"_Fine, I hereby pull rank on you. Make it happen girl!"_ 

"_Yes sira€ | 

_-_Conversat ion between Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield 
and Colonel Ackerson- 29 December 2536 

The Spartan woke and immediately reached for the assault rifle on his 
back. The dark cloak of night had been lifted as the first rays of 
sunlight warmed the forest. Everything came back to life, sounds and 
cries of many animals filled the air and his trained eyes tracked 
movement everywhere. That was probably what woke him up; increased 
movement in the area. 

A muffled cry sounded the instant he raised from his slumber and he 
looked around, searching for the cause of the weird sound. Then he 
realised that he had nearly knocked the white animal that he had 
taken with him off the branch. It had been sleeping on his arm for 
some reason and when he moved, so had she. 

But in a less controlled way. 

And now it was hanging on for dear life on a twig. Funny how the 
creature was so petite that it could hang on a twig only thick enough 
to normally support a leaf. 

"_Ralts ralts_! " It cried. Whoops. He reached over and carefully 
grabbed the little thing with his hand. Then he opened his hand, so 
that the animal stood could stand on his hand palm. He slowly reached 
out with his other hand and covered the creature up, 

"Hang tight." He said. He knew that it couldn't really understand him 
and that it would probably panic because of his restriction, but he 
still talked to it merely because he felt like he was 
doinga€ | something. 

With his hands covering the delicate animal he jumped out of the tree 
and landed on the ground- four meters down- bending his knees 
slightly to dissipate the force of his landing. The ground shook a 
little as half a ton of human landed and he could hear many small 
animals scurrying away over the leaves. He spotted what looked like a 



big, purple rodent running across the area. Perhaps a descendant from 
earth's native animals, just like the canines were? Perhaps. 


He realised he would need to keep his guard up, even this close to 
the village. 

Which he was going to visit without keeping his weapon at the ready. 
Because he completely trusted the signs that he found and knew that 
they weren't hostiles. 

He sighed and realised that he would rather face an entire country 
run by Innies than face a small village run by civilians. His social 
skills werea€ | severely lacking. To say in the least. 

But still, he needed to know directions and information. And he 
needed it fast. 

So when he walked up to the laboratory, practicing complete 
conversations all the while, he found himself still a bit hesitant to 
knock on the door. Was he forgetting something? 

Faint and muffled cries coming from his hands provided him with the 
answer. He was still holding his companion in his hands; not the most 
comfortable position. He quickly removed his upper hand and allowed 
the creature to move freely once again. 

"You know what," he said, "why don't you walk for a while? It might 
be good for you, some movement." 

He brought his glove down to the ground as he spoke and to his 
surprise, the creature nodded. 

It actually provided him with a valid response, something that he 
still couldn't do when having to response to conversations that 
didn't involve him getting orders. 

Could it still be coincidence? He thought as he gently knocked on the 
door . 

"it's open!" A male voice responded from the inside. The Spartan 
gazed at the white creature at his feet for a little while longer 
before opening the door. He had to bend a little bit to prevent his 
helmet from scraping the doorpost as he entered. He held the door 
open long enough for the creature to follow him inside and then he 
closed it behind it. 

"Hello?" The Spartan said, not knowing what to expect. He recognised 
two people in simple clothing and one older man with a white lab 
coat. He suspected that this man would be the most valid source of 
information for his presence and he took a step forward. 

On of the two males turned around to see who was entering, as if 
people entering their laboratory happened on a daily basis- and grew 
white as he beheld the sight before him. He slowly reached out and 
touched his colleague on the shoulder, who then turned around too and 
responded in the same kind. 

Great. It was the kind of response he got from everyone he met, safe 
for the most battle-hardened officers. He wasn't even that imposing 
here! The people didn't know him if everything was in order and he 



wasn't even covered in blood, entrails or burn marks. He had cleaned 
his armour after the disastrous battle for Aegis III, so why were 
they gazing like that. 

"Professor?" One of the males said, leading the Spartan to suspect 
that they might be assistants or aides for the elderly 
person . 

"Yes?" The man said and turned around. His facial expression- as far 
as the Spartan could read those darn things- changed from annoyed to 
shock and then to disbelief. 

"What..." he said and his mouth fell open a bit- although not as far 
as those of the aides. To his credit, the professor quickly recovered 
and waved to the two men. "Back to work you two!" he said distracted 
and then gestured for the Spartan to come over. 

"I don't think I have every seen you here before, might I ask who you 
are ? " 


The man was clearly impressed by the Spartan's appearance but he had 
managed to recover quickly and was even speaking to him formally. 

This mana€ | impressive, to some degree. 

Then, his little white companion slowly walked out from behind his 
legs and showed itself to the old man. His eyes grew big and his 
tight face relaxed, delight and pleasure obviously radiating from his 
face . 

Did this man just relax in the presence of a Spartan? He grew a 
little suspicious, but kept his doubt to himself. This situation 
required diplomacy. And he was content to let the creature do the 
talking . 

"Hello there!" The professor said and kneeled in front of the little 
thing. "And who might you be?" 

The old man's enthusiasm to local wildlife was a bit weird. Perhaps 
this was a rare specimen? Of an endangered species? 

"I found it in the woods, after I landed a few miles west from here." 
The Spartan said. 

The old man frowned slightly and stood back up. Then he extended his 
hand to the newcomer in his lab. That was him. 

Dumbstruck by the professor's gesture, the Spartan took his hand and 
shook it. If the old man had any trouble pressing his hand in an 
unyielding gauntlet that could completely crush his hand, he didn't 
give any indication of it. 

"I am professor Oak!" He said. 

The Spartan wanted to respond with his serial number, but that would 
either reveal his presence as military or alienate the villagers. He 
needed neither of those options. 


"You can call me Spartan," he said. The professor's eyebrows rose as 
he mentioned that name, but he didn't otherwise respond to it. 



"You said you landed here?" Oak then asked him. His eyes ran over the 
Spartan's armor again and this time his eyes rested on the weapons 
that adorned his back. "You are a soldier." It wasn't a question and 
the old man didn't sound too happy about it. "What are you doing here 
now? The war is over!" 

Had there been a war here? Was he talking about the Human-Covenant 
war or some silly civil war? Perhaps a world war? He decided he would 
have to trust this professor and tell him the truth. 

"I do not come from this world, I came from another world." He paused 
and gestured to the ceiling. "From up there. Is this a UNSC 
colony? " 

The professor scratched his head and looked confused. The Spartan 
felt a gaze lingering on him and he concluded that the aides felt 
more interested in him than in their work. 

"You came from another planet?" Which one!" The professor seemed to 
be getting interested; temporarily forgetting the fact that he didn't 
like soldiers. "Which system, from where did you come?" 

So these people didn't know about the UNSC or the colonies? That 
didn't make any sense. He decided to play along for a little 
while . 

"This world isn't the only one with humans on it. Back in our system, 
the solar system, humanity evolved on a planet called Earth They 
spread amongst the stars and started settling other planets." He 
paused and thought about how to form his next sentence. "Some people 
didn't like what happened and formed the terrorist rebel group called 
the Insurrectionists. I need to get back to the UNSC- the United 
Nations Space Command- to continue fighting." 

"Thisa€|"Oak muttered. "This is unbelievable. If what you say and are 
is truea€|then why are you here? Why did you land here?" 

The Spartan winced inwardly as he realised that he would have to 
continue talking. His throat already started to hurt. The only thing 
that kept him talking was the subject. He could take formally about 
this without having to resort to social skills. 

"Humanity has the technology to travel throughaC | " he stopped himself 
as he realised that he couldn't explain Slipspace technology to this 
man; even he didn't fully grasp the process. 

"a€| through holes in space that we temporarily create. Our ship had a 
malfunction and it ended up here." 

"So where is the rest of your crew?" Oak asked. This was the part 
where the Spartan would have to start manipulating the truth to 
prevent potential conflicts. 

"Our ship was disabled; it can't travel anymore. I don't know what 
happened to the crew." It wasn't exactly a lie; he didn't know what 
happened to the crew. Only that they had died because of it." 

"And how did you land here? Did your ship crash? You said that it 
didn't work anymore, so I take that you had to land here to get 
help? " 



All this talking was getting on his nerves, so he had to end this 
quickly. "All I know is that I have no idea in what star system I am. 
Have your people developed to a way to chart the nearby stars?" 

"Uh? Professor?" One of the aides quietly said. "Oura€ | guesta€ | can 
watch the maps on the nearby pc if he wants to?" 

The old man clapped in his hands en exclaimed a loud 'Ah! ' 

"Of course! I completely forgota€|we can watch the local starsystems 
on the pc ! " 

Somehow it didn't surprise the super-soldier that the people here had 
already developed a certain amount of technology. Humanity has always 
been rather innovative- as opposed to the Covenant. 

As he switched through the localised star maps, a growing sense of 
unease came over him. He had watched plenty of maps in his rare spare 
time onboard UNSC ships and he had always tried to remember the 
charts he saw. 

These ones were completely unknown. 

Was it because the people on this planet didn't know how to chart 
stars? Or could it be that he had stumbled across a completely new 
star system? 

Then why were there already people here? It didn't make any 
sense . 

And then it occurred to him that the Platernus had made an 
underpowered slipspace jump. It had somehow killed off the entire 
crew, so could it have had other side effects? Like their random 
trajectory being completely scrambled? He didn't know how long he had 
been out. The laws of physics rarely applied to slipspace and theirs 
had been no easy one. For all he knew he could be at the edge of the 
universe. But to find humans there? 

The professor seemed equally taken aback by the whole situation. In 
the minute that the Spartan spend watching the star charts and 
forming conclusions. Oak was busy watching the little white creature 
that sat against the soldier's leg. 

"Were did you find that Ralts?" he asked while the Spartan was 
reading . 

"The what?" he responded, not understanding what the professor had 
just said. 

Oak frowned and realised that the newcomer must have never seen a 
pokemon in his life. That was sad, really. 

"This world is inhabited by creatures that we have come to name 
PokAOmon. These creatures inhabit an extremely diverse range of 
habitats, ranging from the driest deserts to the thickest jungles, 
the deepest oceans to the highest mountains. There are many pokemon 
species and they play a very important role in our lives. You see, 
humans and pokemon have coexisted together for many years Some people 
even capture Pokemon and train them, becoming pokemon trainers. Their 



ultimate goal is to become the pokemon Master by challenging the 
League . " 

The Spartan was thankful for the new information, as it could keep 
his mind off the horrible discovery that his mind had yet to 
understand. "Pokemon? Are they the local wildlife?" 

"Yes . " 

He pondered that for a while before responding. "What do you mean by 
train them?" 

The professor grinned and grabbed a red and white ball. He pressed a 
button in the middle of the object in it became twice as big, 
advanced technology not quiet unlike the UNSC's. Oak then aimed to 
ball at the ground and pressed the button again. It opened up and a 
reda€ |beam shot out of it. A white outline was visible for a 
split-second before something else appeared. 

The Spartan frowned. A small light-blue turtle stood on its hind legs 
between him and the professor. It had a red-brown shell and light 
plates that covered its stomach. It possessed three digits on each 
limb and- surprisingly- had a long tail that ended in a 
curl . 

"Squirt squirtle?" It said with a voice that sounded weirdly human 
and yet still very animal like. 

This professor had technology that could disassemble and reassemble 
organic matter? That was beyond even the Covenant. Whoever these 
humans were, they were most certainly not with the UNSC. 

So who were they? 

"How did you do that!" The Spartan demanded. He would have pulled out 
his weapon before but he did not want to engage these people without 
knowing exactly what they could do. 

"It is called a poke ball. The exact workings are stilla€|not quite 
as known to us as we would like to but I shall go ahead and explain 
to the best I can. But before thata€ i " 

He pressed a button again and the same red laser that he saw earlier 
shot out of the ball and hit the turtle. The instance it hit, the 
pokemon lit up red and disappeared in a reda€ | form of energy? 

"Take a guess! How do you think this works?" The professor said with 
a smirk. While he was talking he took bowl and filled it with weird 
brown chunks of what looked like food. He then set it to the ground 
and presented it to the 'Ralts' that was sitting next to the Spartan, 
dozing a bit. It immediately sprung to attention and took a step 
backward . 

Without hesitation the Spartan looked down at the Pokemon and said: 
"Don't worry, no one will hurt you in here." 

The little thing gazed up at his helmet and then took a tentative 
step forwards. Then another. 


Before soon it was chewing on the food that Oak had put down for it 



as the Spartan tried his best to explain what he saw. 


"It seems like a laser hit the turtle-" 

"-Squirtle- " 

"and proceeded to miniaturise it, but not compress. The ball weighed 
little seeing as you held it with one hand and a relaxed wrist- so 
the creature must have been somehow converted to energy. Seeing as 
how the ball then attracts the pokemon until is has been folded into 
it, the energy must be magnetic and the ball is sensitive to the 
properties of the pokemon it captured. Once converted, the ball gets 
tailored to that specific pokemon so that none other may be captured 
with it . " 

This Oak possessed a quality that the Spartan felt comfortable with. 
He was able to talk to him without any kind of pressure weighing down 
on his chest- as long as they were talking about scientific subjects. 
He had received extensive schooling in both physics and chemistry 
while undergoing the training and he had a fair amount of knowledge 
of those subjects. 

The professor seemed equally comfortable around the Spartan, but that 
could have been for different reasons. He still seemed impressed with 
the knowledge that he possessed and was not shy and telling him 
so . 

'You have got it almost completely right!" He exclaimed and clapped 
in his hands. There are a few more technical riffraff's that I will 
not discuss right now." 

The two aides had left half an hour ago and the Spartan was now alone 
with the Ralts and oak. He had enjoyed the conversation, but more 
urgent matters were now pressing down on his thoughts. The Covenant. 
The religious alien collection had nearly defeated the UNSC over 
Sigma Octanus IV and the Spartan had no idea what had happened in the 
time since they had escaped the glassing of Aegis III. 

"Even tough I have no idea where I ama€ | " he started, "a€|I still 
have a duty to fulfil. I need to find a communications outpost and 
try and contact the UNSC. Even if it might take them weeks to find 
me." He winced as he realised that within weeks, humanity might have 
fallen . 

Oak seemed distracted for a while, looking at the Ralts that was 
sitting on the floor and back to the Spartan. 

"I believe that Saffron city might have a radar dish installedaC | but 
we haven't heard from them in a while. It is a long journey but I 
believea€| with the right companions it you should reach it within a 
week . " 

"A week? This man didn't seem to know just what a Spartan was capable 
off. Besides, he could just march to the place where he had landed 
the Pelican and fly to this saffron city! 

"I have a ship parked only a day's walk away. I will take it and 
search for this saffron city. Is there anything I should 
know? " 



Professor Oak seemed troubled by the statement. "This planet has its 
troublesa€ | but both the Pokemon and the humans function together. If 
your government were to find usa€ to find the Pokemona€ | " 

"Don't worry. They have more pressing thoughts on their minds than 
some animals." 

"No!" Oak said, his voice suddenly more powerful and commanding that 
he had sounded the whole day. "That is exactly what I worry about! I 
don't know exactly how the creatures on your planets function, but 
from what you've told me they have no more potential than a 
non-evolving Magikarp might have!" 

The Spartan didn't know what a Magikarp was and he didn't care. What 
he did care for was the potential that the professor's words 
carried . 

"What can these pokemon do that makes them so special?" He asked, 
gazing down at the Ralts. He thought about the many coincidences that 
had happened during the journey to this village and slowly started to 
think that perhaps this world was completely unlike any other he had 
encountered thus far. 

"For starters, almost every single pokemon can understand human 
speech. They are all very intelligent, most of them as intelligent as 
you or me. Besides thata€ | " He reached to his desk and the Spartan 
tensed, ready to disarm the professor if he were to pull a 
weapon . 

That didn't happen. Oak had pulled out a chart with fifteen names on 
it and presented it to him as a teacher might present his class with 
a picture. The Spartan took note of the fact that the professor said 
pokemon trainer and pokemon master. What did he mean by that? 

He asked the old man about the training of pokemon and challenging 
other people with them and the professor told him. He spoke about 
using the creatures to fight against each other and let them grow; to 
train them and eventually grow strong enough to challenge a 
gymleader. The whole concept of using the animals to fight with other 
people wasa€ | rather foreign. But Oak assured him that these fights 
were not barbaric as they never ever resulted in death or serious 
injuries . 

"These are the fifteen pokemon types that we have discovered until 
now. As you can see, they are mosta€ | differing from your animal 
experiences. He pulled out his ball again and the blue turtle 
reappeared . 

"Squirtle, use water gun on that wall!" Oak instructed. The Squirtle 
nodded and turned to his left. He then inhaled and literally spewed a 
thick beam of water, nearly causing the Spartan to once again pull 
his gun. The mere fact that these humans- on the other side of the 
galaxy and their companions that defied physics- existed here, now 
and like that manner caused the Spartan to think back about the 
lectures he had visited one month ago. 

What Humanity knew of the forerunners. 

The covenant had believed them to be gods, humanity had discovered 
the ancient race's artifacts. More than that ONI had not managed to 



puzzle together, only that the forerunners must have existed long ago 
and possessed incredible technology. Had they visited this planet? Or 
had these people simply crashed here because of a similar slipspace 
incident and then thrived, developing awesome technology from the 
planet's resources? He couldn't quite wrap his head around it. 

These creaturesa€ | these PokemonaC i if they were indeed as developed 
as the professor told hima€ | then they could be used in the war. They 
UNSC could sue every advantage they could get against the 
covenant . 

He turned and looked at the little Ralts. It was had been staring at 
him this whole time, the little horns on its head were quivering ever 
so slightly and it looked disturbed again. 

"These creatures are so uniqueaC i wouldn't you agree? As a man 
fighting for what he believes is right, don't you think these pokemon 
are worth fighting for?" Oak asked him, recalling the squirtle to his 
ball . 

"I don't know." The Spartan replied. "I need some time to digest 
everything I learned here." 

"Take your time!" Oak said and smiled. "There is a place called 
Viridian city around a mile to the north from here. If you follow 
route 1 then there won't be a problem. Take your time to get used to 
living here and-" 

"Living here?" The Spartan interrupted him. "Who says that I will 
live here?" 

Oak frowned and placed his hands in his pockets. "Well, seeing as 
your ship was destroyed and you still have no means of contacting 
your people, I presumed that you would be staying here? Even if you 
could manage to contact thisa€| UNSC, was that it? You said it would 
still take weeks before they found you." His tone adopted some 
undertone the Spartan could not understand and the old man softly 
added: "I'm sorry, for whatever it is worth." 

The armoured figure was silent for several seconds before responding- 
and when he did, the little Ralts sitting by its legs seemed to 
straighten up a bit. "It doesn't matter what it will take; I will get 
back in the fight." 

The professor frowned and seemed thoughtful for a few seconds. "You 
can still go to viridian city. The journey will get your mind sorted 
a bit and you can train your Ralts a bit too." 

The Spartan nodded before responding. "I would rather get to my 
dropship and find my way to this Saffron city myself, if it is all 
the same with you." 

"Very well." 

The super-soldier turned and was about to leave when the professor 
called out to him." 

"Spartan wait, you forgot your Pokemon!" 

The soldier turned around and his gaze rested on the Ralts. He 



recalled the professor's explanation about pokemon fights and 
challenging gymleaders to fight the 'league'. One plus onea€ 

"Do you want me to keep that Ralts?" He saw the facial expression on 
Oak's face change once again. Damn, he hated how emotions could 
change the faces of everyone he met. He never quite saw what they 
actually meant. If her were to guess, he'd say that he had said 
something that the old professor didn't agree with. 

He was right . 

"Some people see pokemon as nothing more than tools to achieve their 
goals. Whilst I do not think I can make you change your mind, I can 
only implore you to realise that Pokemon are deserving of the same 
respect and dignity as another human being would be. They can be your 
friends, not your possessions!" 

The Spartan thought back to the crew of the Platernus. He had seen 
them as tools to complete his mission too. Only the last two missions 
had slightly changed his opinion of them and only their deaths had 
fully made him realise that they were more than that. And now they 
were gone. 

Just like everyone he actually knew. 

He could make amends; he could take this weird course and train 
together with the Ralts. Oak had said that every Pokemon possessed 
qualities that made them unique. But his duties were all too clear. 

He needed to continue fighting and protect mankind. He could not 
allow himself to indulge in self-pitying or other silly little 
emotional feelings that other people felt. Why? 

Screw why. 

The faint tingling at the back of his skull returned and for the 
first time he immediately came up with a valid explanation for it: It 
was stress. Stress unlike he had ever endured, for something was 
preventing him from doing what he needed to do. That had never 
happened before. 

Alright, he would take the Ralts with him on the trip back to the 
Pelican dropship and keep it with him until he reached the 
Communications dish in Saffron city. But when the UNSC showed up to 
take him away he would leave the little Pokemon with Oak. 

"I understand. I will take care of the Ralts until my people come to 
pick me up. Will you care for it afterwards?" 

Oak sighed and he stared at his feet for a few seconds. Then he 
looked at the Ralts that was still standing between them, not knowing 
what to do, and he decided. 

"Very well. Good luck on your journey, both of you." 

And with that, the Spartan beckoned for the Ralts to come over. If he 
would have to wait for weeks to get the UNSC to find him, he might as 
well make it some good weeks. Not that he would need good weeks; he 
could operate without them as well. 


"Come one little one, time for you to take some crash courses." The 



last thing he wanted was for the little creature- that was as smart 
and understanding as other humans, according to the pokemon 
professor- to get hurt again. So he would teach it as much as he 
could so ensure its survival. 

The two of them walked for some time in the same direction as they 
had come from and it became apparent that the Ralts wasn't happy. Why 
that would be was completely unknown to the Spartan. 

"So, you could understand me all this time?" He said, not completely 
believing the power of Pokemon. 

The Ralts looked at his legs before turning its head away, not 
amused . 

That caused the Spartan to stop. If the two of them were to stay 
together for the coming time, they would need to perform in optimal 
capacity. They couldn't allow their grievances to interfere with the 
objective and they would have to be able to trust each other. That 
was the theory behind working in a team according to his 
instructors . 

He kneeled down in front of the pokemon. "What's wrong?" he asked 
it . 

"_Ral ralts_! " It said with an agitated voice. He wasn't able to 
determine what was troubling it; it should have been happy to stay 
with him for the time to come! 

Or didn't it want to? He would determine what troubled it when they 
would arrive at the pelican. 

"Come on, let's keep moving. Do you know the principles behind 
guerrilla warfare? Perhaps I can make a decent soldier out of 
youa€ | " 

Oh that stupid, thick headed demon! When he had taken her to the 
house of well-aged-human she had half expected to be attacked again. 
There was always some form of risk when she was with the big creature 
and it was always her that would get the trouble. 

Like that one time when he had nearly thrown her out of the big tree. 
She had been sleeping, as she should when it was dark, when suddenly 
the demon had moved and pulled a big stick from his back. He had been 
so sudden and quick about his movement that he had completely caught 
her unaware ! 

Of course she had been sleeping but that didn't count. 

The sudden shift of his leg had thrown her through the air and she 
had barely managed to grab hold of a little branch before falling to 
her death. 

Of course the nearest branch where she would have landed on was like 
twenty inches down, but that didn't take away the fact that she had 
almost fallen! 

"**Help!" **She had yelled at him. **"I don't want to fall! Please 
help me ! " * * 



But before she could slip, a strong hand had wrapped around her and 
she had been pulled up by the powerful demon. It was obvious that he 
didn't want her to get hurt or he wouldn't have rescued her. But 
still, he had been the one to put her in danger! 

She felt herself rising as the demon-human stood. He couldn't 
understand anything she said, she was sure. Any attempts to mentally 
interact with him had only shown her garbled and confused feelings. 
She still couldn't feel any of his emotions save for the occasional 
twang of certainty that seemed to lighten his entire being- if only 
for a split-second before it disappeared between his reinforced 
mind . 

"Hang tight." He spoke and she felt his hand wafer as it took another 
position. Before she could say anything else, his other hand had 
covered her entire body up and the branch groaned when the weight on 
it disappeared. A sense of weightlessness nearly overcame her as the 
demon flew through the air. When he landed, she thought for sure that 
she had died. 

But she hadn't died. 

Instead she had felt the first real sense of joy that she had known 
in a long time, ever since her parents left her even. The sudden move 
that the demon made had lightened her mood and she was happy for a 
while. She sat in his hand for a long time, slightly bouncing up and 
down as her carrier walked. It was so fast, she could barely believe 
it. By the time they had arrived at the human-nest-group she had 
began to feel a bit sore from all the bouncing, so she had cried out 
for the demon to stop moving and let her out. The hand covering her 
up lifted and once again she felt the glare of sunlight on her 
head . 

"You know what," She suddenly heard. "Why don't you walk for a while? 
It might be good for you, some movement." And then his hand had moved 
downwards and again she felt the weightlessness she had come to 
enjoy. But this lasted no longer than a second before she had arrived 
at the ground. She understood the meaning of the words spoken to her. 
She was supposed to walk on her own now? That wouldn't be a big 
problem, but why all of a sudden? Why now? 

It didn't matter. She nodded at him to let him know that she 
understood . 

From that point onwards, things seemed like a blur to her. The 
well-aged-man had spoken to the demon- which could understand the old 
human without trouble so he had to be human as well- and they had 
spoken of many things. During that time the well-aged-man had opened 
up the Resting-ball of which her father had told her and a large, 
blue Pokemon had come out of it. Its emotions were almost the exact 
opposite of the demon's ; they were happy and sure, not having a 
single thing to worry about. 

If only she could have felt like that during the conversation. Now, 
as the well-aged-man had given her something to finally ease her 
stomach on, she had felt the same feelings from the demon that had 
caused her distress before: he still wanted to leave her behind. 

>well-aged-man, also going by the name of Tree, had told the demon 
many things. <p> 



The demon was mean and didn't tell Tree the things that he originally 
wanted to tell him. Why did it have to be so difficult? Why couldn't 
it simply tell Tree what it wanted? 

She nearly doze off after the blue-turtle had been summoned a second 
time when she felt a sudden change in the feelings of the demon. For 
a short time it felt uneasy, with a little mixture of feeling 
abandoned thrown with it . Then he turned around and was about to 
leave her behind when Tree called him back and snapped at him for not 
understanding something he had said. After that, the demon had 
finally called her species' name correctly and gestured for her to 
follow him 

A small thought of content radiated from him. It was pleased about 
things; the world began to make sense to him again. 

She knew what he felt, if only for a fraction of time and not even 
completely. What she was able to feel from him was that he could stay 
with her for some time, before his fellow humans would pick him up. 
After that, she was to stay with Tree. 

It wasn't something she liked, but she knew that the demon didn't 
belong here. As they walked back to the forest where they came from, 
the demon slightly turned his head to her and spoke with a sense of 
direction. Now that he knew that she could understand him- the 
stupid, thick headed male that he was- he actually spoke to her like 
he expected a long conversation. 

"So, you could understand me all this time?" 

Whatever, he was still planning to leave her. With a sense of doubt 
to gaze at his powerful legs before turned her head away. She would 
show him how unhappy she was with his decision! Either leave her 
behind now or stay with her to the end, but do not leave after a set 
amount of time you big leaver! 

He suddenly stopped in front of her and dropped to her height, aiming 
his scary mirror-like head at hers. She thought for sure that she had 
insulted him and that he was about to punish her for it, because even 
Tree had sensed that the demon was not like other humans. 

And than he asked her whether she was all right or not! 

Silly demon, of course she wasn't! 

"**You want to leave me behind! I want to stay, don't threaten me 
with loneliness!" **She cried at it. It didn't move an inch, but she 
felt his feelings concealing his thoughts. They were moving and 
fluctuating with a speed that only her mother could have matched. The 
thought of her mother saddened her and she had to bite back a cry of 
anguish. Why did her parents leave here? Where had they gone? Didn't 
they- 

"Come on, let's keep moving." The demon-human said and rose, shaking 
her out of her little cocoon of sadness. "Do you know the principles 
behind guerrilla warfare? Perhaps I can make a decent soldier out of 
youa€ | " 



What ? 


"_The training is proceeding excellently sir, the trainees are 
learning at a pace fast enough for our schedule. Of course there are 
a few problems here and there. The one I wish to address is the 
trainee zero-one-one. Math. He is-"_ 

"_Dif f erent ? 

"_Yes ma'am. He is not like the other kids. Some of our methods don't 
work with him and other methods work only with him. Are you sure of 
his place? I have read his psych profile, but-"_ 

"_If you read his profile, you should know how to act. Or don't you 
people know how to place these kind of children?"_ 

"_No ma'am, only mothers do . 

- conversation between specialist Jennifer Sunfield and drill 
sergeant Mcgonnary- 15 January 2537 

**And that was chapter four. I have been working hard lately, as I 
enjoy writing in my spare time. So our Spartan tries desperately to 
escape the path that fate has set out for him! Will he be successful? 
Will he fail? 

>Will he finally learn how to correctly read facia expressions? Stay 
tuned for chapter f ive ! <strong> 

**Don't forget to post feedback and stuff.** 


5. New challenges arise 

**I was kind of amazed by the new amount of reviews that people left 
me. It brought happiness to my heart : , ) ** 

**Stay Down Hunter: ****I am glad that I managed to get you to stay 
with me, you won't regret it! ** 

**Our only * * * *Guest : * * * * I kind of share your feelings there; I'd 
also like this story to have more reviews and chapters. And while I 
cannot make the first thing happen, I can most certainly act up and 
give you some more chapters!** 

a€ | **In any case, thanks for the nice words!** 

**Primordial Soul****: I don't know how to respond to the amount of 
great feedback you provide me with. I can only express my gratitude 
and quickly move on to the next reviewer, before I have to make up 
excuses of getting something in my eye ; ) ** 

* * To both ****Siphon 117 **** and * * * *thestaradder ****I can only say 
that you will have to see :D** 

* *Lol I am so cryptic.** 

**And last but certainly not least ****Spartan 262**: **I'm glad I 
have supplied you with both entertainment and some curiosity. But 

don't worry; I've yet to explain why he took the Raltsa€|** 



**Keep the reviews coming!** 


0 


"_Even though we have been living here for a long time; there are 
still many things we don't know yet. But there are a few things that 
we do know for sure. And one of them is the terrorist organisation 
that runs by the name of Team Rocket. TheseaC i peopleaC i range from 
common thugs to borderline murderers and they are organised. They 
have been organising for months now and they are planning something 
big . 

"_I share your suspicions concerning Team Rocket but there is nothing 
we can do for now. They are too wide spread and dug in for us to take 
them down. 

"_I pray that you are wronga€ | 

- Conversation between Professor Samuel Oak and an unknown Gym 
leader . 

~ 0 ~ 

Ralts: Lvl 7, significant moves: teleport 
~ 0 ~ 

For some reason, the Ralts didn't enjoy the workouts that he had 
planned for it. During their trip to the cliff side where the Pelican 
was parked, he had started the exercise and training regime to get 
the Pokemon in a good enough shape to defend itself if necessary. 
After the UNSC would come and pick him up, the Pokemon would be left 
alone with Oak. And while he trusted the old professor in his 
caretaking of Pokemon; he didn't trust anyone else on the planet. So 
the Ralts would eventually need to fight its enemies all by 
itself . 

And until the Spartan found out exactly what the Ralts could do- 
seeing as the pokemon professor told him that every Pokemon had 
unique abilities- physical training would have to suffice. 

But as it turned out, that proved to be harder than he initially 
thought . 

"Come on, let's get you moving. You had a break last time we 
stopped . " 

During one of their break-times, he decided that he would try and 
explain the concept of push-ups. It was one of the most effective 
ways he knew to train a human body and the Pokemon seemed slightly 
humanoid. It could be privy to human exercise. 

"You lie down on your stomach, on the ground." 

"Ralts?" 

"Yes, like that." Why did Pokemon speech comprise mostly out of their 
own names? It didn't make sense. He didn't hear the Professor say 
'Oak Oak' when talking so why should these creatures? 



Then he remembered that the Grunts he fought in the war spoke in such 
garbled nonsense that they might as well have been yelling 'Grunt! 
GRUNT! ' when they fought. Maybe it was a universal thing? 

"And now you extend your arms to your side, a bit wider than your 
legs. Good, now you push yourself up." 

And he watched with amusement as the little Ralts tried to push 
itself up from the floor. Its thin arms quivered and it pushed with 
all its might. Eventually, it succeeded in lifting itself from the 
ground . 

"_Ralts_! " It exclaimed when it did, apparently very proud of 
itself . 

The Spartan considered telling the Pokemon that a€" for a push-up to 
be effective- it would have to do at least twenty a day. But that 
would most likely destroy whatever confidence this creature had. And 
the anatomy of Pokemon probably varied more than the personalities of 
the every ODST ever. 

Yes, that was an insult to the soldiers. 

"Good enough, " he said as the Ralts let itself fall back on the 
ground, tired and worn out by its achievement. "Can you try 
again? " 


The Ralts squealed and covered its head with its arms. It was 
somewhat funny, to see it cowering before the concept of physical 
exhaustion. As if the small arms covering its head could protect it 
from having to work hard. 

"One more time, it won't-" He stopped midsentence as he felt a weird 
tingle in his neck. It wasn't the tingle that he was used to getting 
every now and then since the Slipspace accident, but this was 
something he was used to his entire life. Something that had saved 
him many times over and always signalled imminent death one way or 
another . 

It was the feeling of someone about to attack. 

He spun around- grabbing his assault rifle in the process- just in 
time to see a large, brown avian flying towards them with incredible 
speed. It had a birdlike body covered with brown-red feathers and a 
vulture-like neck. The Spartan's trained eyes could see the powerful 
muscles contracting in the bird's wings as they moved up and down, 
trapping and moving the air underneath. It possessed a long, pointed 
pink beak and a large, decorative comb on its head. The eyes gleamed 
with predatory satisfaction and the Spartan had no doubt about the 
fact that the thing wanted him dead. He was probably trespassing on 
its territory or something, but he had no intention of ending up 
dead . 

He didn't know much about the local Pokemon, but if the vultures back 
on earth told him anything then it was that this bird's beak should 
not be underestimated- even tough his armor would protect him from 
most likely everything the bird could throw at him. 


The Pokemon- for this had to be one- screamed and dove at them, its 



speed ever increasing and its wings tucked tightly against its body 
to minimize friction. 


He could open fire now and kill the bird. It would cost him nothing 
but a bullet. 

But he had the feeling that the strange community of humans and 
pokemon living together would not appreciate any killed individuals, 
even though this creature was attacking him. It only acted on 
instinct and had made the mistake of thinking that it could take 
him. 

Then again there was nobody in the area and the sound of his shot 
could easily be misinterpreted for another pokemon doinga€ | whatever 
it was that they did. It would be so easya€ i 

His finger rested on the trigger and he suppressed the urge to pull 
it . 

No, he would not spend his weeks here killing everything that 
attacked him. He would kill everything that attacked him with a gun 
or a knife, but he would not punish local wildlife just for acting on 
their impulses. Besides, the people here would not take kindly to any 
murder of a Pokemon- of that he was sure. Because he would still 
leave a body if he pulled the trigger or dispatched the creature in 
close-combat. He would have to fend it off the hard way. 

Damnit he was getting soft already. 

The wild Pokemon approached him with a speed that only a Spartan 
could be able to dodge. He waited for the last possible second and 
then sidestepped; the bird completely missing him and continuing in 
its momentum. That was easy. 

But it was moving too fast and it didn't do anything to correct its 
course. And then Math realised what the bird was doing and he cursed 
underneath his breath for not noticing. The creature wasn't after 
him ! 

It was after his little companion resting on the ground. 

Time simultaneously sped up and slowed to a crawl; a feat that was to 
be contributed to his augmented nerve system. He turned around as 
fast as he could and extended his arm in a desperate attempt to grab 

the bird's tail. Too slow, he was too slow. 

The creature's beak extended and the Spartan had no doubts about what 
that monstrous thing could do to the terrified Ralts. It didn't have 
any time to get up or seek cover, it happened way too fast. Why 
hadn't it run or moved as soon as it spotted the bird? That was the 

sole reason that it refused to do any more exercise, because it saw 

the bird and got scared. 

Why hadn't it moved! 

The Spartan willed himself to move faster, to act quicker. His right 
arm pivoted and he realised that his left arm had left the barrel of 
the rifle in his misguided attempt to grab the bird. He was now 
wielding his weapon with only one hand and it would have to do. 



He pulled the trigger and at the same time his legs had finally 
turned to face the bird, together with the rest of his body. Even as 
the bullet left the barrel he began to move, taking one step after 
another in a world that seemed stuck in honey. 

The first shot went wide- but even a shot that went wide was deadly 
when fired by a Spartan. The bullet raced towards the bird and grazed 
the birds comb, leaving a red trail as it tore off the first few 
millimetres in its trail. The second shot should have entered the 
creatures left flank in the back and exited from the front, but for 
some reason there was no trail of blood. 

Damn thing must have a thick layer of feathers to protect it, because 
the way it reacted was by giving a loud shriek and continued on its 
way. Still, the two grazing shots were enough to affect it in such a 
way that it lifted its head and allowed its claws to come into 
play . 

Even as the Spartan dumped his rifle and reached full sprinting 
speed, the claws closed around his Pokemon and the bird lifted off. 

It was so incredibly fast that if he didn't reach it within a few 
seconds it would completely disappear in the air. 

He pushed one leg in front of another, moving at speeds impossible to 
a human being. The only things that limited his burst of speed were 
the tendons stretching and relaxing in his ankles. 

He had promised Ralts that he would protect it- even as he had sworn 
to himself that he would leave in a few weeks, with the Pokemon being 
able to live its life without further troubles. 

The bird had now reached the point in its dive where it would have to 
climb in order to effectively get away. 

>A moment of weakness, just as the Spartan had his. He wished he 
hadn't thrown his rifle to the side. It seemed like he couldn't risk 
any more shots without hitting his Pokemon, but now he was getting 
closer and closer and it seemed like he could take out the bird 
without having a stray shot... hurt Ralts. But the dead weight of the 
bird would have probably crushed his Pokemon on impact and he 
couldn't risk that either. <p> 

He was so close now, he could barely reach them! In the final few 
meters of his sprint he jumped; the momentum of his sprint, combined 
with the power-enhancing features of his MJOLNIR armor allowed him to 
get a good fifteen feet in the air. He was so close to the avian now- 
he could see the scales on its powerful legs, the texture of its 
feathers and the clenched tendons in the claw where it held his 
Ralts . 

His Pokemon was surprisingly unhurt. The bird probably wanted to take 
it to a place where it could enjoy dinner without having seven feet 
tall armoured super soldiers running around. 

Silly thing, there wasn't a place on this planet where it would be 
safe from a Spartan. 

The time-dilation had reached its apex now. Soon, the ultra-boosted 
adrenal hormones that run through his circuitries would dissipate and 
normal adrenaline would follow. His perception of time would run ever 
faster until he had reached the normal view of time- which was still 



slower than any normal human's would be, but not enough to rescue his 
Pokemon . 

It was now or never. 

He chose which leg he would grab hold of; of course the free one to 
reduce risk to his companion. 

The bird cocked its head in surprise as it noticed the metal man 
suddenly next to it . 

To its prey, the bird always signalled death. His claws were deadly 
and his beak ruthless. Its prey only had to take o look at his eyes 
to realise that they were lost; that were going to die and that there 
was no escape. To his prey, he was a god, ending their lives when his 
body demanded food. 

And as it gazed into the weird face of the creature that had jumped 
many distances into the air to reach him, it realised that there 
could be one thing that was worse than staring into the death-dealing 
eyes of a hunter. 

And that was to stare in the coldA j immoral mirror that this faceless 
creature possessed. It looked like a human, but it wasn't. It 
couldn't be. 

And even as the bird realised that it had made a grave, fatal 
mistake, the monster grabbed hold of his paw. Its grip was as iron, 
unyielding and unforgiving. The touch of the gauntlet was unworldly, 
cold and monstrous. It couldn't be real; this had to be a nightmare 
conjured up by a roosting mind. 

And as the metal gauntlet closed around his ankle, he felt a weight 
unlike any prey he had ever carried with him weigh him down. He 
refused to give up and flapped his wings as hard as he could, but to 
no avail. The creature that was hanging in him was pulling him down 
as easy as a snorlax could tear down a tree to reach the juicy 
fruit . 

He was going down and he couldn't help it. 

The Spartan's in his armor weighed at least 500 kilograms and that 
were more than sufficient to let the bird crash. While they were 
crashing to the ground, he pried open the avian's claw and pulled the 
Ralts out. He released his vice grip on the bird's leg and allowed 
himself to fall to the ground, only spinning himself around to 
prevent his Pokemon from getting obliterated by his weight. 

But then, much to his surprise, the Ralts suddenly glowed with a 
faint green outline. A strange layer of light surrounded it; enough 
to make it glimmer with green rays but not enough to obscure the 
creature's outline. It gestured with one arm and the Spartan felt a 
weird sensation in the back of his skull. It felt like a drop of 
freezing-cold water spreading across his skin and suddenly, without 
him actually remembering willing to, he opened the hand in which he 
held the Ralts. 

With a loud 'Thud' he hit the ground. His shielding dropped a few 
percent, but it wasn't enough to notice. He scrambled to his feet and 
searched the area for Ralts. He had no idea why he had just let it 



go, it simply happened. Thankfully he didn't have to search 
long . 

The little glowing Pokemon was actually levitating in the air, about 
two meters above the ground. Even as it was slowly lowering itself, 
the Spartan knew that it had done something the likes of which were 
never seen before. 

"What are you doing?" He said and extended his hand- palm faced 
upwards- to let the little creature land. 

"_Ralts ralts_! " It said and was enthusiastically jumping up and down 
on his hand. Had it just suspended itself in the air? How did it do 
that ? 

The Spartan immediately thought about the implications of what Ralts 
had just done. Somehow it had prevented itself from falling, keeping 
its entire weight in the air. 

For some reason, he imagined that the little Pokemon was happy. 
Judging by how it was jumping up and down, sounding almost like it 
was cheering, it was happy with what it had done. 

Then it stiffened and started to collapse, but he quickly placed his 
other hand behind Ralts and prevented it from falling down. Whether 
it collapsed because of being exhausted from the physical training 
that it had done that day or because of the sudden newfound power 
wasn't clear. 

But still, for such a frail and small creature to somehow stop itself 
from falling was to be commended. 

"You did well." He said and softly ran his thumb down the pokAOmon ' s 
head. People did that when they wanted to let the other person know 
that they were satisfied with their behaviour. He hoped that he had 
done the gesture right and that the Ralts felt that he was satisfied 
through the contact. 

"_Ral ralts_a€|" It crooned softly, before letting its head rest on 
the Spartan's glove. 

The Super-soldier looked around, hoping to spot the bird that had 
nearly taken the Pokemon from him. He might learn something from the 
creature and he didn't want this experience to be useless. 

But to his disappointment, the large avian had disappeared. He 
thought that he noticed the flapping of wings in the distance, but he 
might have imagined it . 

Water-spewing turtles, energy-converting balls and levitating 
creaturesa€ i it all seemed soa€ unreal to him. How could he trust 
his senses when everything he knew was no longer what it seemed? His 
entire world was twisted upside down and he had barely any control 
over the situation. 

He found his discarded assault rifle and picked it up. After having 
carefully examined it for any kind of damage, he mounted it on his 
back . 


Even the weight of heavy ordnance had not been enough to tip the 



situation to his favour, for he couldn't even shoot his way out. The 
local wildlife was so special that every death was probably 
considered tragic and there weren't any kind of real hostiles here. 

He would have to talk his way to the communication dish and than wait 
in this weird community for another few weeks. What would he do 
during that time? Simply go ahead and train Ralts, teaching it the 
arts of combat and warfare? 

That might work. 

And then? Would he stay in one place or keep moving scouting the area 
and learning everything there was to learn? He might as well 
challenge the 'league'. 

He frowned and shook his head disapprovingly. Even when jokingly 
referring to the situation, it was not funny. 

His legs automatically carried him in the direction he needed to go 
and he quickly programmed a new navigation marker in his HUD to 
display the distance to the dropship. 

Thankfully he still had the Pelican dropship, or he would have been 
forced to walk all the way to this Saffron city. He grew impatient as 
he realised that he was wasting time thinking about the situation 
that he found himself in. There would be plenty of time for him to 
think AFTER he had contacted the UNSC. 

If the broadcast sent from the communications dish ever reached UNSC 
space . 

Damnit ! Stop thinking about it already, focus on the mission! 

He was still carrying Ralts in his hands during his journey to the 
cliff and he hoped that she didn't mind his bumpy movements. Moving 
at an average of twenty miles per hour wasn't something that you 
could do without a little shaking. 

The poor thing was still sleeping. It was no wonder; it had almost 
been devoured by a hungry bird. Talking about bad luck; first the 
thing with the two dogs and now this. That was exactly why he didn't 
want to leave it behind without having taught it the necessary 
techniques to survive. 

900 meters to go. 

He looked down at the little Ralts when he noticed it stir a little. 
"Morning . " 

It raised its head weakly and than yawned. It was ratheraC | nice to 
watch it yawn. Math felt something move in his stomach region and he 
decided that it wasn't negative. It was like the little yawn was 
funny to him, and at the same time inspired a need to protect. What 
was the word that people used to describe that? 

Well, he didn't care what people thought what it meant. He thought it 
was cute. 

"How are you feeling?" He asked. 

"_Ralts_a€|" it softly said and than looked up at the Spartan. It 



seemed like a habit of the creature to gaze up at his helmet. He 
wondered why. 


"Feel like showing me what you can?" 

"_Ralts ralts_! " It nodded its head- proving the professors point 
about pokemon understanding human speech. It turned and looked around 
the area as if searching for something. Then it brought its 'hands' 
together and- much to the Spartan's dismay- vanished in a green 
flash . 

He immediately grabbed his assault rifle and scanned the area. Where 
had it gone? Had someone captured it with a poke ball? 

Unlikely; there wasn't any indication of any activation 
whatsoever . 

Had it been flash-vaporised by a plasma weapon? 

Impossible; the heat would have lowered his shielding and he would 
have noticed any covenant activity here. He also hadn't heard the 
distinct whining of plasma weaponry discharging. 

He heard a soft tapping noise, as if someone was banging two frying 
pans together. Ignore. 

So what had happened? He had asked the Ralts to show him what it 
could do and it had vanished. Did he insult the Pokemon? 

That was possible, seeing as he didn't know how to NOT insult a 
person. But he had saved it two times and they had been travelling 
together for some time now. So why would it feel insulted and leave 
just because the Spartan asked it to show off some moves? 

The weird tapping noise was back. Leave it. 

"_Ralts_! " He heard the feminine voice of his companion, very close 
to his head. So where was it? He turned around and scanned the 
ground, hoping to see any indication of where the white creature 
could be. 

A third time he heard the tapping- this time it echoed through his 
helmet. Wait, what? How was that possible? 

He crosschecked his HUD and his armor systems and verified that his 
shielding was still active. How coulda€ | ? 

"_RALTS!_" He heard once again, this time even louder than before. It 
occurred to him that the Pokemon might havea€ | somehowa€ | teleported 
itself? 

He reached for his helmet and was surprised to feel resistance. 

Weird. It felt soft, organic even. And then it hit him. He felt for 
his helmet again and plucked the little Ralts off- which had 
teleported onto his helmet and had been tapping on it the whole 
time . 

He held it up in his hand and let it dangle for a second while he 
examined it. "So you can teleport can't you, sneaky little thing!" He 
wasn't angry at it. He was amused and frankly- a bit impressed. Sure 



she hadn't jumped at a spirit-dropship and torn the canopy open to 
murder the helpless covenant soldiers inside but who had? 

Apart from him. 

The Ralts brought its hands up to its head and giggled. It actually 
giggled. Why would it? 

It seemed that every time that he was feeling even the faintest touch 
of something positive, Ralts would act up. A weird thought entered 
his mind and he set the Ralts down on the ground. 

"You teleported." He stated. "That's what you do? That weird turtle 
can spit water while you rearrange your entire molecular structure in 
a completely different place?" 

The Ralts seemed puzzled by his words, as indicated by the left hand 
that it placed by its mouth. Then it nodded and waved with its 
arms . 

"_Ralts ral ralts_! " It yelled and pointed to the left. 

"What's the matter?" He asked, taking notice of how it pointed to the 
exact place as were they were heading, 500 meters away. "What do you 


The Pokemon didn't speak anymore nor would it have mattered. But for 
some reason the Spartan suspected that it couldn't be good. So he 
picked his Pokemon up again and placed it on his shoulder. And 
together they moved. He ran through the thick foliage, taking care 
not to accidently skewer his companion on one of the branches and 
Ralts in turn worked hard in not getting knocked off of his shoulder. 
Eventually, he smelled smoke. 

Smoke? How could that be possible? Was something burning? 

If there were water pokemon, could there be fire pokemon as well? 

He rushed to the cliff side and looked up. He could barely see the 
crevice from down there but he did see the columns of smoke that 
originated from it. 

Damnit ! Had something fragged the pelican? How? Why! 

The Ralts on his shoulder gave a soft mournful sound, as if it 
noticed his distress. 

He pried to pokemon from his shoulder again and held it in his 
hands . 

"I am going to climb up there!" He said and pointed at the smoke 
filled crevice. "Do you want to stay here or come with me?" 

The pokemon responded by grabbing his index finger with its hands and 
pressing its green head against the Spartan's hand palm. 

'Probably a yesa€ | ' the latter thought and looked up again. 


0 



The demon-human's strong hands picked her up again and placed her on 
his back, right on top of his two thunder-sticks. He had told her 
that he meant to climb the cliff, but surely she misunderstood. No 
human was able to climb that cliff. And seeing as her demon was still 
too much formed like a human, he woulda€ i 

Wait a minute, her demon? Since when did she start thinking of him as 
important to her? He had tried to abandon her once, remember? 

But he came back. 

His feelings kept making her feel depressed! On the rare occasion 
that something positive crossed his mind he immediately poisoned it 
with his negative instincts and feelings, completely ruining her 
mood. Why did she have to be so sensitive to his state of mind? 

But he had complimented her on her physic abilities after he had 
rescued her again. 

She had to admit that the large demon-human had style. She had felt 
completely terrified when the Fearow had grabbed her. She could sense 
its desire to eat her and to experience such a thing wasn't 
exact lya€ | pleasant . It had the potential to develop into a traumatic 
experience. Many things had to her. 

And then, just when she thought that the demon wouldn't come to her 
aid anymorea€ | he had appeared. Just as he had promised her some time 
ago; he came to protect her. 

Like an angel he leaped in the air and grabbed hold of the Fearow. 

And like the mighty demon he was he had pulled it right out of the 
sky. They fell to the ground together, demon and her and even as they 
fell she had realised that they had become partners. Even though he 
hadn't captured her in the humans' powerful capturing balls they had 
become partners. And that realisation, together with seeing her 
demon's unbelievable bravery and will to protect, had unlocked a 
hidden potential within her. 

The thoughts and feelings of distant creatures had become sharper to 
her, more pronounced in her mind. She was able to comprehend the 
emotions that she had never been able to. 

And yet the demon remained a mystery to her. 

No matter. As opposed to the Pokemon around her, he would remain at 
her side. He had promised her so, right? 

And of course, the main reason for her happiness was the availability 
of her teleportation abilities. When the demon had hit the ground, 
she had wanted to demonstrate her newfound ability so bad that she 

had actually asked him to release her. How she did it was beyond her, 

but somehow the demon had opened up his hand and she had been free. 
Free to glide through the air and be released from gravity. 

Even if she only levitated to the ground at a slower pace of normal 

gravity . 

And during their trip to ... whatever it was he wanted to be? They had 
actually had a conversation. Like in two Pokemon conversing with each 
other! Only he was a demon and she was the only one that understood 



the other but still! 


Oh and she passed out from mental exhaustion. That didn't count! 

In the end, the demon-human had asked her if she wanted to show him 
what she could do. She had channelled her inner power- the little 
knob of energy that now existed in her head- and she had vanished in 
a flash of brilliant light. But one thing went amiss and that was 
because she had been aiming at the nearby tree- and had landed 
directly on the demon's head. 

Oh good times. The glorious sound his head made as she had tapped 
against it. It had sounded weirdly echoing though, but who was she to 
challenge the body of a demon right? 

And now it wanted to climb the cliff. She doubted that he could do it 
but hey; maybe he would surprise her. Again. 

"I am going to climb up there!" He said and pointed to the crevice 
where the weird foul-smelling-dark air was exiting. 

She already knew that silly! Why would he tell her twice? 

Or had he? Sometimes she mixed up his decisions and his words. A 
normal human had little decisions and many words. But this one? He 
had to be weird and different. This one had many decisions and little 
words. Perhaps it was shy to speak? Was it ashamed of its voice or 
something? 

"Do you want to stay here or come with me?" 

Silly demon. Of course she would stay with him! He was the one that 
wanted to leave her and not the other way around. He wouldn't 
understand her if she decided to answer him and he needed some firm 
confirmation that she would stick around. So did the only thing that 
she knew he would understand: she grabbed one of his fingers and then 
pressed her head against the middle of his hand. 

>This was called a cuddling. Cuddlings were nice; her parents always 
her some. No doubt of it! He would understand now!<p> 

He simply looked at her before talking again, a faint sense of 
confusion lingering behind his decisions. 

'Probably a yesa€ | ' 

What ? 

~ 0 ~ 

He walked to the base of the cliff and looked up. Within a second he 
had analyzed every possible way of entry to the crevice and all the 
different paths he could take while climbing there. He had placed the 
Pokemon safely between the butt's of his guns and the only thing that 
was left was finding out why the hell his ship was smoking. 

He hoped it wasn't as complicated as what had taken the Platernus 
out. He didn't think he could take another incomprehensible journey 
to someplace he didn't know. 

He grabbed a hold of a ledge and without trouble, lifted himself up 



and placed his feet on some outcroppings. Moving quicker than the 
most experienced climber would climb a hill he raced up the stone 
wall. Sometimes simply climbing and other times pulling so hard that 
he actually flew up a few feet every time he did. Within two minutes 
he had climbed the two hundred meter high wall- 

-and almost wished he hadn't. 

There was the pelican dropship alright- or what was left of it. The 
entire ship was covered in burning marks and it was most definitely 
destroyed. Its cockpit had been reduced to some burning pieces of 
metal and wires, while the engines had been burned through with 
precision . 

Uncanny precision. Whatever did this hadn't done so incidentally- it 
had actually wanted to destroy it. And it had known how to do so- it 
had aimed for the cockpit and engines, wanting to destroy the craft 
with minimal effort. 

At first the sight of the burns had caused an ice-cold clarity to 
replace the Spartan's mind. The covenant was here! The planet was in 
danger; he needed to contact the UNSC now! 

Time slowed and he moved towards the smoking hull, assault rifle at 
the ready. He didn't notice that Ralts had jumped off before it could 
fall and step for step he walked forwards. The more he let his eyes 
glide over the ruined ship the more he began to notice the little 
details . \ 

Like how the air didn't smell like it usually smelled after a vehicle 
had been destroyed by plasma. 

And how the burns on the hull didn't match the plasma burns he 
knew . 

Actually the whole scene didn't make enough sense to be a Covenant 
attack. There hadn't been any sign of dropships or drop-pods and the 
sky was completely devoid of any shade of purple. 

The more he thought about it the more he realised how the situation 
couldn't be covenant-made. 

So what happened? 

The people on this world obviously had access to advanced technology. 
The poke balls and the computers were evident of this. So a human had 
done this- seeing as a pokemon could not possibly know enough of 
technology to systematically annihilate a military vehicle. 

But a human could not have enough firepower to do this. So a human 
had to be working together with a f ire-pokemon . A trainer had done 
this . 

"Ralts?" He asked, suddenly realising that he had forgotten the 
pokemon . 

It was silent for a few secondsaC | but then- 

"_Ral ral ralts!" _ The familiar voice of his companion rang through 
the cavern. It was still with him. 



What to do? There was only one option now. 


"Let's get as many armaments as we can carry and then let's see if we 
can't find our way back to the lab." 

Ralts nodded and- when it thought that the Spartan wasn't looking- 
slapped its forehead with its palm. 

Great, the physic Pokemon that could levitate made fun of him. This 
couldn't get any worse. 

~ 0 ~ 

With a heavy sigh, the Spartan knocked on the laboratory's door. His 
plan to fly straight to Saffron city had been completely blown away 
and he found himself unable to continue without proper instructions 
as where to go. 

"The door is open!" The familiar voice of professor Oak said, 
sounding oddly muffled by the wooden door in-between them. 

He nodded at Ralts and then opened the door. The first thing he 
noticed was that the two aides were back again; working hard at 
whatever it was that they did. Oak was standing in the back of the 
room, fondling with some machinery. He turned around to see who had 
entered and exclaimed a surprised 'Ah!' as he beheld the Spartan's 
return . 

"So you changed your mind? Or were you unable to find the city from 
the air?" 

He didn't sound condescending or sneering; he spoke with genuine 
surprise and that annoyed the Spartan for some reason. His ship had 
been rendered useless, half of his stockpiled weapons had been 
reduced to molten slag and he had to march a long distance though an 
area inhabited by civvies. The only thing that could possibly be 
positive in his presence here was his Ralts and he didn't even know 
what its sex was, let alone understand it. 

"There has beena€| a change of plans. Flying is no option and I need 
to know how to proceed, " he said with a voice completely devoid of 
emotion. Even though he was royally annoyed by the recent turn of 
events he had to keep his head. Anger and frustration only impaired 
one's capability to reason and if there was one thing he could never 
ever afford for himself then it was being controlled by 
emotions . 

The professor frowned and seemed thoughtful for a few moments before 
resuming his normal stance. 

"That is most unfortunate. But still; a possibility arises for you 
and Ralts to train together now." 

"I just need to get to the communicat ions dish." 

"The road is long and littered with trainers and wild PokAOmon." 

"I don't need to fight them I just need to get to saffron city- that 
is the priority." 



"Harming PokAOmon is by law forbidden." 

Damnit . So he couldn't ignore wild pokemon without probably fending 
them off with a pokemon of his own? And his pokemon could hurt them 
but he couldn't? What the hell kind of reasoning was that? 

Fine. If he had to spend the next weeks on this weird planet then he 
would abide by its laws- occasionally. 

"And to be able to properly defend both yourself and your pokemon you 
will have to train Ralts. Perhaps you could even visit some gyms 
seeing as you are trainer." 

When did he become a 'trainer' all of a sudden? Come to think about 
it, this Oak had made some pretty big decisions for him. Yes he 
wanted to take care of the Ralts for whatever reason and yes he 
accepted the fact that he would be stranded here for a while, but who 
was to say that he would integrate himself in this world? 

He hadn't even integrated himself properly in the Platernus and he 
had been with its crew for even longer than a few weeks. 

But there he didn't have anyone to take care for and here he did. 
Didn't he? 

"I haven't even captured this Ralts," he objected, "shouldn't a 
trainer have to carry his Pokemon with him?" 

Oak smiled. "If you are to take this road to Saffron city and use the 
radar dish there, then you will need to train your Ralts. And it is 
too dangerous to only take one pokemon with you; you will need 
more . " 


"More?" The super-soldier frowned and thought about it. He already 
felt burdened by the one creature that he had to take care of let 
alone a whole team. 

"Wouldn't they only slow me down?" He asked, hoping that he didn't 
need to take care of an entire group of animals. He wouldn't do that- 
he had a priority and a duty. He wasn't here to play games with 
animals; he was here because he crashed during an incident that had 
killed of hundreds of good people. It wouldn't do to just leave that 
thought ! 

Bu he was stuck here. That the UNSC would ever find him was doubtful 
at best. 

Hopeless at worst. 

So in the weeks to come, would it be wise to bond with eventual 
intelligent creatures? Wouldn't it be smart to just prevent any ties 
in this world and hope for the best? 

"_Ralts?"_ His companion said. While he didn't exactly understand its 
words, he did realize the underlying message. 

What about me? 


Yes. That was what worried him the most; that he had already 



partially bonded with an inhabitant of this world. It possessed the 
intelligence and understanding of a human being. And he had already 
decided to let it stick around until he would leave so what the 
hell? 

What was the worst thing that could happen if he decided to learn a 
bit about this world? He had repeated those arguments to himself many 
times and he had finally decided on what his thoughts were. 

Don't bond too much and don't be left in the dark. 

AKA: interaction with other life forms? Bad. 

Travel a bit around the region? Good. 

So he would take Ralts and travel some with it while at the same time 
sticking around civilized areas until the UNSC would come and pick 
him up. 

"Why would I need more?" He asked the professor- and almost wished he 
hadn't. Oak spend the next ten minutes explaining the concept of 
pokemon battles to him, along with the many types and advantages that 
different species held against each other. 

Why the hell certain types beat other ones was completely beyond him. 
But still, this was a form of warfare and he learned quickly. 
Frighteningly quickly for someone completely new to the concept of 
trainer battles, according to the old professor. 

Spartans had a tendency to learn extremely quickly about new types of 
warfare. Seeing as there wasn't a single form that he didn't 
understand and master, learning a new one was a piece of cake. 

"You have mastered concept that have taken even seasoned trainers 
months to understand!" Professor Oak exclaimed after he was done 
schooling the Spartan. 

Yes he did. What was the problem with that? 

The Spartan did find a problem himself though. Every single battle 
would be thought out and planned by him but he wouldn't do any 
fighting. He would let other creatures fight each other while he sat 
back and watched. 

'Is this what being an officer is about?' He briefly wondered. If so, 
he never wanted to become a colonel or a general. 

Still, even a simple kind of fighting and planning was fighting 
nonetheless. He would hone his tactical skills whilst moving, 
training both his mind and his body during his trip to saffron city. 
While still not acceptable- for he felt like he had to get in the 
fight against the covenant ASAP- he could bear it. 

"I'll do ita€ i " he said and felt like he had forsaken his own 
believes as soon as he spoke the words. Never did he have to chance 
the rules like that and he somehow felt like they had been changed 
for him. 

Oak smiled and presented the Spartan with five red balls. Were these 
filled with pokemon already? He thought that he would have to capture 



the creatures after having fought them himself. Why would Oak then 
proceed to give him the pokemon? 

"You will need these to capture any pokemon you encounter. You can 
buy ones at local poke-markets with money that you win by fighting 
trainers . 

The Spartan raided an eyebrow at that. He would receive money after 
beating some kid's pokemon? That didn't sound entity right. He had 
never even used money in his life, how did it even work? 

That didn't matter. He would pick that up soon enough. 

"And you will need this!" Oak continued, now handing him some sort of 
red- taccom unit. It was roughly the size of his hand and had one 
screen in the middle. Underneath the screen was a pair of speakers. 
Was this some sort of communication device? Probably not strong 
enough to reach the UNSC or Oak would have given it him long ago. A 
walkie-talkie for the professor to see if the Spartan made some funny 
discoveries ? 

"This is my pokedex ! " The professor said proudly. With this you can 
observe a pokemon for as little as one second before it stores and 
than displays any information about the specific pokemon you aimed it 
at!" 

Really? That was kind of useful actually. 

"What like a digital encyclopedia?" The Spartan responded, beginning 
to feel the numbing irritation that meant he was getting really tired 
really fast from all the interaction. He needed to move out and take 
action instead of being schooled by some old animal-lover. 

"Yes. I can spend days explaining the fine mechanics of our world but 
I think I will let you try it out yourself. Just don't break it and 
be careful. 

"Me?" 


"No, the people that you are going to fight. Remember! Let the 
pokemon do the fighting!" 

Yeah yeah he knew. He wasn't a kid to be scolded. 

"After I find that disha€|" he started, but lacked the will to finish 
the goodbye-sentence. Instead he gestured at Ralts and said: "let's 
go. For real this time." 

And with that the Spartan turned around and left the laboratory, 
leaving professor Oak to rub his head. 

So he was actually going to do this? Make his way to Saffron city on 
foot, fending of attacks without killing things? It hardly seemed 
possible . 

He was positive he would hate every second of it. 


"Ralts ralts!" His little white Pokemon cheered and happily bounced 
up and down, displaying its uncanny happiness. 



"Speak for yourselfa€|" Math responded and suppressed a sigh. The 
journey ahead would be a boring, annoying experience. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The situation in Mt moon is getting out of hand ma'am! They won't 
even allow trainers to get in and they are actually threatening 
anyone foolish enough to try and leave Pewter city! You have to do 
something ! 

"_I wish I could Brock, but my hands are tied. We don't have enough 
forces in town and I want to avoid any bloodshed if at all possible. 
Remember! There are pokemon in there ! "_ 

"_How come they are so strong? They only have a few men in there and 
their Pokemon have always been weak . 

"_Calm yourself! Even though my Pokemon are far stronger than theirs, 
they have somehow gotten their hands on a firearm. What do you want 
me to do?"_ 

"_Damn ita€ i 

Conversation between gym leader Brock and anonymous police officer. 
Pewter city. 

~ 0 ~ 

**And that was chapter fivea€| meh, I am somehow not completely 
satisfied with this. It was really harda€ | harder than the previous 
ones. But the major roadblock is crushed beneath my mighty boot! Our 
Spartan and his trustworthy little ally are officially on their way 
out of Pallet town and will head to Saffron city on 
foot . ** 

**Speaking of which, does anyone have an idea for a good Team Rocket 
officer to run the Mount moon operation? ** 

**Anyway, rate and review and above all: enjoy 
yourself ! * * 

**Masterwil out.** 


6. Rules of engagement 

* *To ****Siphon 117:** **I technically never concluded that a pokemon 
destroyed it, that was your own sub consciousness trying to trick you 
**** I do take your point about the fact that a Spartan can plough 
his way through the entire region without trouble though, but what 
training would there be in it for Ralts? Never mind that, the story 
would be over awfully quick if he were to do that :0** 

**But don't worry; I have many levels and feats of awesome-kickass to 
work out and not every pokemon will be as lucky as the ones that have 
to fight Ralts. Oh yes there will be action :)** 

**And ****Spartan 262****a€| that is a crap-load of feedback you gave 

me there! If you don't mind I will not address everything you said 

here but don't worry, I take feedback seriously. First of all, thanks 



for pointing out some mistakes here and there. No excuses for size 
difference mistakes and faults- but the metric system sucks ** 

**Our little Spartan was only able to take a few weapons with him- 
apologies if that wasn't apparent. I do plan to get back on the 
Crash-site in later chapters, so don't worry about a lack of 
ordnance. ** 

a€ | 

**Goddamnit Spartan you made me spoil! EeehmaC | forget what I just 
said! ** 

**In all seriousness, thanks for the feedback man, I really 
appreciate it. English is not my first language and sometimes phrases 
just sound way off in my weird way of typing it.** 

**Anyway, on to the story!** 

~ 0 ~ 


"_For some reason armories all around the region are getting 
plundered and emptied! Who is responsible for this and why isn't 
anyone doing something! 

"_The culprits are extremely well organised- they have been dormant 
for years now, nobody saw it coming! Nobody can justify that a 
criminal organisation would just become active again, 
ma ' am ! 

Conversation between unknown police-officer and her superior officer, 
two days before Slipspace event. 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" a€"human speech 
"**Speech"** a€" PokAOmon speech 
_'Speech'__- PokAOmon speech to humans 
"SPEECH" pokedex wannabe-speech. 

~ 0 ~ 

Ralts: Lvl 9, significant moves: teleport 
~ 0 ~ 

Don’t go into the tall grass. That's what it said right there, on 
that sign. It warned him away from the tall grass. Why would it do 
that ? 

"Smell anything?" The Spartan asked his short companion. He didn't 
trust it- there could be mines hidden throughout the grass, or 
sentries just waiting to pick them off once they entered the 
grass . 

He looked from his left- a thick line of trees- to his right- a thick 
line of trees. Oak had told him to follow Route 1. And the sign a 



couple meters back clearly stated that he was 'now entering Route 

1 ' . 

Do not into the tall grassa€| he pulled his assault rifle from his 
back and carefully swept from left to right, his eyes taking in every 
detail from ground to sky, tree to tree. 

Nothing . 

And since his motion-tracker was still dead he had to rely on his 
senses alone. So far he had seen no indication to gunpowder or other 
forms of weaponry, but that didn't mean anything. For all he knew, 
the little village called Pallet town could be a religious cult, 
worshipping Pokemon or seeing them as holy or something. Even though 
Oak had seemed perfectly reasonable and he had never lied up to 
now . 

"Stay back!" He told his companion and slowly walked forwards, still 
expecting to be the target of some sort of airstrike. His amour and 
shielding would protect him from the possible trap, after which he 
could retaliate with deadly force. 

The grass wasn't even that tall; even though it reached up to Ralts' 
neck it only covered his boots. 

"_Ralts ralts!" _ His companion suddenly yelled and it ran up to join 
the Spartan- which frowned and came up with some new 
disciple-building exercises. 

He had to prevent it from springing the trap, he could take whatever 
this world could dish out but the little Pokemon couldn't. He lunged 
forwards and tried to build as much distance between him and Ralts so 
that the resulting explosion would only harm him. 

But after he had dashed into the grass-covered road for two dozen 
meters and still nothing happened, he began to grow 
apprehensive . 

They hadn't seen fit to engage him? So what was the warning for. Why 
would they even warn him if they wanted to ambush them, whoever they 
were ? 

Ralts stood in the back, leaning against the sign and obviously 
laughing at him. It had pressed one hand against its mouth to prevent 
any stray sounds from betraying its feelings, but the Spartan noticed 
the slight shaking of the shoulders and the relaxed stance of the 
legs . 

Why was it seeing fit to laugh at him? 

The super-soldier walked up to the little thing and looked down at 
it. It must have been the most intimidating sight for many covenant 
warriors that faced him in battle, but the Ralts didn't even flinch. 
It did stop laughing, however and pointed at the sign. 

"_Ralts ral ralts ! "_ It said. The Spartan frowned at that sudden 
behaviour and once again checked out his surroundings. He saw nothing 
out of the ordinary. 


"What's wrong?" He asked. Ralts kept pointing at the sign and he had 



a feeling that maybe he had overlooked something. 

It still said 'Don't go into the tall grass'. So what had he 
missed? 

Frowning he knelt before the piece of wood and swept away the grass 
that had obscured its bottom halve. 

'If you do not posses any pokemon ! ' 

He was silent for about two seconds before mentally reprimanding 
himself for missing such a clichA© clue. 

He had a pokemon. And even if he didn't he had lots of ammo and 
MJOLNIR. Let the wild Pokemon come, there wouldn't be any 
trouble . 

"Lead the way." He said and thus dubbed the white Pokemon 'point 
man ' . 

~ 0 ~ 

It didn't take long for Ralts to notice some weird rustling in the 
bushes and trees around her. They were being watched, she was sure of 
it! Something was checking them out and it meant them harm. She could 
feel its emotions and feelings and there was no mistaking 
it . 


"**Something is following us!"** She said to the demon that was 
walking with her. It didn't respond to her- he never did- but he did 
keep an eye on their surroundings. At least she hoped he did; his big 
head never seemed to actually move around. Perhaps it didn't need to 
see? 

A sudden flash of emotions echoed through her mind as she felt 
whatever was stalking them decide on how to attack. She stopped in 
her tracks and took a few quick steps back when a monster as large as 
she was jumped out of the grass, baring its deadly fangs muscles 
legs. Its flanks rippled with power and she was sure that this 
creature was the one that had been stalking them for some time! She 
hoped her demon knew what he was doing and that he was not, NOT 
planning to let her fight this enemy on her own! 

~ 0 ~ 

The purple rat snarled at him, its large white front teeth shining 
brightly and its eyes radiating malicious intent. Its hackles were 
raised and its tail was quivering with buildup pressure- but the 
Spartan could not help but feel underwhelmed by its appearance. 

It was also barely a feet long. He had squashed animals that were 
bigger by simply running over them. It was a good thing he had 
spotted this one in the grass, he wouldn't want to clean his boots 
all over again. 

An idea rose in his mind as he pulled out his Pokedex. Holding it in 
front of him like he would a detonator, he pushed a button and the 
image of the rat appeared. 


"RATTATA, THE RAT POKEMON. A RATTATA'S TEETH WILL GRO CONTINOUSLY SO 



IT GNAWS ON HARD THINGS TO WEAR THEM DOWN. SPECIAL MOVES: TACKLE, 

BITE AND SANKD ATTACK" 

The little words 'saving data' appeared in the upper left corner. It 
was saving data? Hadn't Oak already programmed it to have everything 
it had on pokemon? 

Weird. So this little rat actually _was_ a rat? Bummer. After the 
past day he had actually expected to be able to fly. Nevertheless, 
Ralts needed training if it were to survive the weeks coming after 
his departure. 

"Go ahead." He said and gestured to the rat. 

Ralts stared at him and then cocked its head. The Rattata snarled and 
jumped at the Spartan, completely ignoring the small Pokemon that was 
standing at the side. With two fingers he could the stupid thing in 
the air and then tossed it back to the ground. 

"Just as I taught you, the basic rules of engagement." 

Ralts nodded and tentatively stepped forward. Good, even though it 
was lacking in courage it still knew what it had to do. 

The rat got on its feet again and this time it focused its gaze on 
the new white intruder. 

So wild Pokemon prioritized trained Pokemon instead of trainers? 
Interesting . 

The rat charged at Ralts and bared its teeth. 

"Roll to the right!" The Spartan calmly said. A small sense of 
satisfaction came over him as he saw that Ralts actually managed to 
roll to the right over its shoulder, like a marine would to dodge 
incoming projectiles. 

During their trip to the Route 1 he had spent at least an hour 
teaching the Ralts how to dodge both incoming enemies and potentially 
projectiles. Seeing as there were hostiles somewhere in this region, 
Ralts should be able to fight for itself even sooner than planned. 
Instead of training it in the weeks to come after their trip to 
Saffron city he would have to train it before they even arrived. When 
the Spartan met the one responsible for the destruction of their 
craft- and his valuable time- he would let him know that he wasn't 
too amused by the act . 

In his own way, of course. 

But now, as Ralts dodged the charging Rattata twice more, he was 
surprised that the sense of satisfaction didn't disappear within half 
a second, like other comparable feelings often did. 

Perhaps it was because the reason was still prominent? Either way, 
Ralts couldn't remain on the defense forever. Eventually it would 
make a mistake and the rat would take it out. 

When Ralts dodged the rat a third time, he quickly analyzed the 
tactical situation that Ralts found itself in and formulated a plan 
that would allow it to win. 



"Now jump on top of it!" he said and watched as Ralts jumped on the 
Rattata's back. Its physical prowess was no doubt way less than the 
rat's would be, but with the right movements that didn't matter. "Now 

place your hands on either side of its neck and find the nearest 

artery . 

He hoped that Ralts would know what an artery was, because if it 

didn't then the rat would shake it off and he would have to start all 

over again. 

But Ralts did know what the Spartan meant, and soon it pressed its 
hand against the neck of its enemy. "Good, now pinch the area around 
the vein and smack the Rattata on its neck with your other 
hand . " 

And while his Pokemon performed the required actions, he realized 
that he would have to talk even more in the coming days. Ralts needed 
to hear virtually everything it would need to do in a fight and the 
Spartan wasn't able to keep his throat up to date. 

That intrigued him a bit. So he needed training too? Even though it 
was a little useless thing that he needed to do, it would still be 
training . 

The wild rat squealed as it felt Ralts hand hit its neck and it 
collapsed to the ground, its senses temporarily stunned by the hit. 
The Spartan waited for a few seconds to see if it got back up, but 
the rat only whined softly as it lay there. No matter, Ralts hadn't 
done it permanent damage so it needed to be thankful. If he had felt 
like it, he could have let Ralts performed some even more painful 
moves . 

He briefly let his hand glide over the pouch where he kept the poke 
balls, but thought better about it. He didn't need a whiny little rat 
on his team. 

"Well done Ralts, come on." He walked away from the rat and pointed 
down the road." We still have a long way to go." 

The white PokAOmon's victory didn't come as a surprise. As the 
Spartan continued lecturing it on the principles of rules of 
engagement, the creature continued listening with a level of 
attention that many marines could not match. There were still many 
things he didn't understand about the Ralts- apart from the usual 
things that he never understood. Hell, he didn't even know if it was 
a girl or a guy. That could potentially influence their training, so 
he had to find out sometime. 

While he instructed the pokemon to look around for potential cover 
from enemy fire, he wondered how he would actually find out what race 
it was. He had been briefly instructed in the key differences between 
male and female hormone systems during his training, but that more 
focused on the implications of hormones during combat- like 
adrenaline . 

Come to think of it, he had learned every difference between male and 
female soldiers merely by observing them. They both acted the same 
and thought the same, but females looked morea€ i feminine . Males 
looked morea€ | rough . 



That, and females had breasts. That often gave someone away as being 
female . 

But Ralts didn't have breasts, so was it a male? 

Not necessarily. Mammals only possessed breasts to feed their young. 
Ralts wasn't human, not matter how much it looked like one. Adult 
ones might feed their young by entirely other ways. And Ralts wasn't 
even an adult, as it was still so small and acted soa€ i childish 
sometimes. Although that didn't mean much, compared to him even 
ship-captains acted childish. 

So what else set males and females apart if he couldn't tell by 
biology? A thought came to his mind but he quickly suppressed that 
one. It was a ridiculous thought, one that he should not even have 
come to in the first place. Surely that was the case back on his home 
planet or on Earth, but this place simply housed humans. They 
couldn't have possibly evolved here and the local wildlife might 
reproduce entirely different- like with spores, or insects. 

He silently cursed the fact that his biology sessions hadn't covered 
this possibility, what with alien life and all. How would someone 
that wasn't an egghead find differences between male and female 
aliens ? 

There was only one option that was even remotely plausible. Men had 
maleparts and women hada€ | ladiepart s . And while that didn't have to 
be the case on this planet, he couldn't overlook the 
possibility 

Buta€|that meant that he would have toa€ i check out Ralts' underside 
and that something he could not bring himself to do. He wasn't a very 
social person but even he knew that groping someone's reproductive 
parts was not commonly accepted. So he would just have to bear with 
calling his companion an 'it' in his mind. 

~ 0 ~ 

Half an hour and two more encounters with the Rattata's later, Ralts 
found herself tilting at the edge of exhaustion. She had fought and 
defeated a total of three- THREE enemies using only closet combat, as 
her demon called it. She never understood why it spoke so weird or 
why it acted like it did. Sometimes she felt that he was driven by 
the most basic needs and than she felt as if he was the most 
complicated thing on the world. 

To her, he actually was. 

But now, as a new opponent showed itself, she felt reluctant to 
attack. She hated hurting other creatures and she didn't want to 
fight them like that. It felt wrong; it felt as if she was doing 
something that went against her entire being. 

"Pidg Pidgey!" The wild Pokemon exclaimed when it flew over her head. 
The demon-human pulled out the weird device that Tree had given to 
him and she listened to its instruction. She listened to it because 
the demon had told her that information and knowledge were even more 
important than techniques and abilities- something which she had a 
hard time believing. But he was her master in a way now, like the 



bonds between Trainer and Pokemon. She had to obey him. 

"PIDGEY IS A FLYING POKEMON. TOGETHER WITH OTHER FLYING POKEMON, IT 
IS THE EASIEST AND GENTLEST TO CAPTURE. IS GUST ATTACK CREATES 
TORNADOES AND IT HAS DISPLAYED THE ABILITY TO KICK UP SAND IN ITS 
OPPONENTS EYES. SPECIAL MOVES: TACKLE, GUST AND SAND 
ATTACK" 

Tornadoes? Her parents had told her about those things. They were 
powerful winds that could take your entire home with it. Did she have 
to fight that? As tired as she was? 

"Ralts?" The demon said and pointed at the bird. "Can you think of a 
way to take it down?" 

Did she have to pull it to the ground like he had done with the 
Fearow? Or was he speaking in riddles again, that he actually meant 
for her to simply beat the bird? 

She didn't want to. Her body felt so tired that she didn't think it 
possible for her to even swing her arms around- let alone beat a 
flying pokemon. 

The Pidgey crooned and attacked, flying low and fast. The demon said 
something about dodging it, but she was too slow and the bird slammed 
into her with power enough to make her cringe. 

She fell to the ground and stayed there as the Pidgey flew around, 
intending to strike again. 

She couldn't move; she was too tired. Her body didn't want to- but at 
the same time she felt her trainer's rockhard confidence. Was it 
confidence in the situation or in her? She slowly reached out with 
her mind and touched his, immediately retracting and retreating back 
to her body. Every time she did that her mind felt even more tired- 
it was the price of attempting to understand the demon. She still 
didn't, but she did found out something else. 

His confidence was in her. He believed her to be capable enough to do 
this! She didn't want to disappoint him. No way that she would 
disappoint him! 

Slowly she got to her feet and faced the flying pokemon again. Her 
body might not be able to keep up, but she had something that the 
Pidgey didn't. Not only did she posses the confidence of a trainer by 
her side, but she also had awesome psychic abilities! 

But how could she even use them? 

"Come on Ralts!" The demon said and crossed his arms. "Use your 
environment ! " 

Easier said than done. She needed to sue her psychic abilities to win 

this fight. If she didn't, who knows what is going to happen to her 

demon? 

A small gasp escaped her lips. Since when did she think about the 
welfare of her caretaker? She had accepted him as a trainer without 
intending to, yes. But why did she actually care about him? 



He had saved her life. Twice. Even though he did not want to be with 
her- that much she guessed from his mind- he still walked with her 
and he still held her company. He had even promised to protect her 
and stay with her until his people could come and get him. They had 
some time together and he had already spend some of it trying to get 
her in a fighting shape- he wanted to give her a chance to live her 
life without fear. He wanted her to be able to protect herself. 

But what was inside of his mind? Was he actually a demon, large and 
armoured, impossibly fast and st illa€ | what ? There was something else 
there, something that was blocked by his most forefront decisions and 
desires. His single-minded focus on his goal was a forefront to 
something elsea€|but what? 

She realised that even so young as she was, she was able to feel the 
emotions and feelings of everything around her. Except for the demon- 
he had been impossible to read and that had caused her to see him as 
a what she thought he was . 

But now, as she was getting better at sensing what he thought and 
wanted, she realised that she was stripping away that which she 
reasoned had made him a demon. 

So he was a human? Perhaps mostly demon but part human? Yes, that had 
to be it . 

The Pidgey flew at her again, fully intending to gore her with his 
claws like the Fearow had. 

She was scared and hurt, both her mind and body were under great 
stress. All these new sensations and thoughts were pressing on her 
mind like a heavy carpet and she needed to get the pressure off. She 
needed to do something or her mind would collapse! 

She moved one arm at the Pidgey and concentrated on nothing else but 
her enemy and- seeing him in the corner of her eye- her trainer. 

A light-green light flared around both her and the Pidgey 
simultaneously. The sensation of her psychic abilities was 
tremendously relieving for her. The large amounts of information that 
she had to digest seemed little and unimportant compared to her 
victory . 

In that little moment of inspiration she had found, her abilities 
manifested themselves as the flare of light completely enveloped the 
attacking bird. She gestured with her other hand- waving downwards- 
and the Pidgey was slammed into the ground with considerable 
force . 

When the bird didn't move and she realised that she had won, she 
released the flow of mental energy that linked her with the flying 
pokemon and was immediately overwhelmed by both her physical and 
psychic status. Her legs buckled and she was about to fall over when 
all of a sudden strong hands wrapped around her petite body. Darkness 
threatened to envelop her as she struggled to lift her head. 

"Stay with me!" The powerful voice of the demon said. It displayed 
zero emotions and yeta€ | 


And yeta€ | on some level she understood that it had to care about her. 



In his own, weird ways of course. 


Feeling glad and reassured that everything was fine, Ralts knew that 
she could safely lose her consciousness to this world and let her 
mind and body rest. The trainer would take care of her- there was no 
doubt about that . 

A faint smiled played across her lips as she felt one of the demon's 
fingers brush over her tummy. She wasn't even surprised that such 
powerful hands could caress her with such softness. He was completely 
control in everything that he was aware of and that filled her with a 
weird urge to do better. She now understood why he was so pressed on 
her training and why he wanted her to fight these pokemon. 

She wanted to become better. She wanted to make him proud and 
thena€ | 

Perhaps thena€ i he would stay. 

~ 0 ~ 

The moment he saw Ralts envelop in that strange green light he knew 
that it had displayed its weird psychic abilities again. The Ralts 
was arousing his curiosity: first it had managed to slow down its own 
momentum when falling, then it had actually teleported and now it had 
somehow managed to use its powers on its enemy. The Pidgey had been 
completely knocked out by the sudden flare of psychic abilities. It 
occurred to him that the Ralts could have used an alternate version 
of its levitating ability; it had first cancelled out its own 
momentum and now the Pidgey' s. It was weird how simply creatures 
could completely modify their environment to such a degree that they 
even interfered with the laws of physics. 

The thought that Nature's laws were so easily bended by these 
creatures actually decreased his hopes that the UNSC would reach him 
in time to be of any use against the Covenant. For now he had to move 
quickly . 

Ralts stood there for a few seconds more, but then the Spartan saw it 
starting to shake and he immediately recognised the movement; it 
meant that his companion was about to faint. Quick like a snake he 
strode forward and caught the Ralts with his hands before it could 
hit the ground. 

"Stay with me!" He said as he gently lifted the Pokemon off the 
ground. He didn't know anything about PokAOmon's biology; perhaps he 
had pushed the little Ralts too far? 

No, probably not. The abilities had already been dormant in its mind; 
he had only provided the nudge it needed to unlock 
them . 

Nevertheless his Pokemon was exhausted. Maybe he needed to get it to 
some sort ofa€ ! animal hospital? If these people really though that 
Pokemon were so great then surely they would have provided every town 
with some sort of check-up centre or something? 

The road to Viridian city was still long and many other Pidgey 's and 
Rattata's attacked him, but they were unable to even touch him. He 
didn't even need to kill them to neutralize them, only a small kick 



there or a finger in the air there. One time a Pidgey was aiming at 
the unconscious creature in his hands and he had promptly stuck up 
his hand- letting the bird fly into the cold steel gauntlet at full 
speed . 

As the Pidgey fell to the ground- dazed for a few hours at the least- 
he noticed voices in the distance. Had he reached the city already? 
Great, just what he needed. More nosy people and more conversations 
which he had to avoid. 

Planning ahead for himself he decided that he would ignore everyone 
he met in the city until he found an official looking building. There 
he would infiltrate the rooms until he determined who was in charge 
and he would bust in, clear the room of potential hostiles and 
interrogate the target. Which would most likely be a harmless 
civvie . 

Okay, new plan. He would infiltrate the rooms until he determined who 
was in charge and than he would bust in, clear the room of potential 
hostiles using the least amount of force needed to incapacitate them 
and then ask the person where he could find the nearest Pokemon 
health and care Centrum. If that even existed. 

The closer he got to the so called Viridian city and a good strategy 
on how to infiltrate it, the clearer the noise got. He could make out 
eight distinct voices. One female and the rest males. 

The Spartan frowned. He had never been able to tell what people felt 
just by listening to their voices. Some people could and he had once 
met a psychiatrist that could. But hea€ | 

He had once- about eight years ago on a funeral of his commanding 
officer- concluded that the Sergeant that had given the motivational 
speech did not like the officer very much. Merely because the 
sergeant had not sounded sad or down, but hopeful and inspiring. And 
what person should be hopeful during someone's funeral but a person 
that was not saddened by the death? And if someone was not sad 
because of someone else's death than the person in question had to 
dislike the other. 

>0f course he had kept his musings to himself. That had proven to be 
a right insight, because later that week he had realized that he 
didn't even understand what sad people should sound like. He didn't 
understand much about emotions at all and he'd like to keep it that 
way . <p> 

So when he determined that the people shouting up ahead sounded 
excited, he didn't trust the conclusion very much. Still, he held the 
unconscious Pokemon carefully protected in his hands and proceeded 
with utmost caution. Moving by the side of the road with uncanny 
speed and stealth he stopped when the people sounded like they were 
close enough for him to see them- which he didn't. He looked around 
and realized that he had arrived at a small intersection. He could 
either continue forwards and enter the city- in broad daylight- or he 
could go to his left, where he suspected that he voices came 
from . 

The city was bound to be filled with people and the Spartan didn't 
deem it possible to sneak past everyone in daylight without spending 
some more time- and he would rather wait the situation out than risk 
getting seen. So he decided to go to the left, towards the voices. 



There were probably less people there and maybe he could investigate. 
If something interesting had happened, he needed to know. It wasn't 
as if they would actually get to know that he was there. And he 
grasped every chance that allowed him to avoid interaction. Besides; 
the voices had become so clear that he could almost deduce what the 
woman was saying. 

Saying or screaming, what's the difference? 

After having snuck his way a few dozen meters further he actually 
encountered the people. They were all wearing heavy leather jackets 
with all kinds of unfriendly insignias and one of them- a bald male 
with a built that could equal a brute with a growing disorder- had 
cutoff sleeves by his shoulder. 

They looked like a bad example from an old biker-gang movie that he 
had once seen. The moral of the movie- according to his trainers- had 
been to never overestimate yourself. He briefly wondered how that 
message would play out here, when he noticed the woman. 

Unlike the males that surrounded her, she looked like a nurse; her 
head was adorned with long, pink hair and she wore a pink-white dress 
that ended at her knees. Her shoes were also pink whereas her panties 
were completely white. Or should have been white, because they 
weren't right now. 

At that moment they were torn and covered with dust and mud. Her 
dress was torn open at one shoulder, revealing a white bra. The 
remains of a nurse-hat lay scattered across the ground and she was 
lying on her back. Tears ran down her face as she screamed for the 
men to stop, as she screamed for mercy. 

Judging by the fact that her clothes were dirty and torn and that the 
three males that had cornered her against a rock did not look nice, 
the Spartan concluded that she was not happy. And seeing as she was 
crying without a possibility of them being tears of joy, she had to 
be crying because these men had attacked her. 

Or simply found her after she had fallen down, but judging by the 
position of her body compared to the rock and the three thugs that 
were laughing at her, that wasn't very likely. 

"So nice to find you out here!" The bald bastard said with a grin as 
he fumbled with his large metal belt. "It's almost like you wanted us 
to find you ! " 

"Pleasea€| the woman whispered with her head hanging low, "please 
d-don't do t-this!" the repositioning of her head had revealed a 
nasty bruise on her cheek and he could spot a cut on her bare 
shoulder . 

The two males flanking the bald one weren't as muscled as he was but 
they compensated for this by having insanely stupid black hair on 
their heads. They laughed at the woman's misery as well. The rest of 
them were holding bats and chains and other forms of weapons. 

The Spartan noticed seven bikes standing a few dozen meters back and 
figured out the rest. 


These men had chased the nurse and cornered her at the rock. When 



they caught her they had beaten her and thrown her to the ground 
before getting ready to rape her. The bald asshole had almost undone 
his belt and it didn't look like anyone was even looking for the 
woman . 

He really should get moving and get to Saffron city, but he was a 
Spartan. He was specifically trained as a protector of mankind- to 
protect humanity against all threats. And seeing as she looked like 
an innocent civilian and these three looked like scum, it was his 
duty to act . 

His duty wasn't to the people of earth only but to every single human 
out there. Even the weird humans on this planet. 

With the unconscious Ralts still in his hands he stepped out of his 
hiding place and casually walked over to the three bikers closest to 
him. They were so focused on fulfilling their basic animal needs that 
they didn't even notice him until he was right behind them. If he 
wanted to he could shoot them all in the head and move on. But after 
having fought for humanity's side for most of his live, he didn't 
want to ruin her life by causing her a life-long trauma. If he were 
to cut down her assailers then he would most likely cause the ground 
to redden and at least one of their bodies to fall on her. 

Civilians were very privy to getting mentally broken from these 
stupid reasons and he was sure that this woman was equally 
susceptible to emotional breakdowns. 

So he would give these people a chance- one chance to immediately get 
the hell out of the town, the country and human civilization. 

It was only when he was standing right beside the thugs that one of 
them noticed him. 

"Damn!" One guy said, his gravity-defying hair reflecting the 
sunlight as he turned to face the Spartan. "Who the hell are you! Get 
the fuck out of here man!" 

His shouting caught the attention of the other thugs and they turned 
to face him- ever so slowly. When all the pigs were looking at him he 
reached out and grabbed the bald guy by his throat, gently holding 
Ralts in his free hand while slowly crushing the life out of his 
prey . 

"Leave. Now." He said, not putting too much pressure on the bald 
bastard when he spoke. He wanted them give the woman a chance to 
recover from her ordeal. Their final acts shouldn't be causing an 
innocent civilian emotional damage simply by dying. He would not 
allow that, even though it was so much easier to just kill them and 
be done with it. The urge to crush the would-be-rapist was so 
strong . 

But instead of doing the smart thing and living, the two men flanking 
him both decided to attack him- just as the rest of their little gang 
did. One of them pulled out a stupid little knife and the other one 
pulled out a .44 magnum revolver. Two others quickly grabbed a 
shotgun off the ground- but started arguing over which one of them 
would get to use it . 


Gunpowder at last ! 



He was kind of glad that these three fell within his social circle: 

He did not have to obey them, he did not need to protect them and he 
did have to neutralize them. 

He increased his grip on the bald guy- crushing his throat and neck 
within half a second- before throwing the limp body to the side and 
moving out of range himself. 

He could not afford to dance around dodging blades and bullets when 
the woman was lying in the middle of their crossfire. Neither would 
he allow ANY harm to come to Ralts- whose life he still valued more 
than that of the woman for some reason. 

He threw Ralts in the air and moved in for the kill. His right hand 
lashed out and delivered an uppercut to the man with the magnum, 
breaking his neck instantly and sending his body flying. He 
immediately shifted his hind leg and assumed a lower stance, before 
leaning to his left and delivering a powerful elbow-blow to the guy 
with the- probably still larger than his dick- silly little knife. 

The armored elbow smashed right underneath his ribcage and completely 
shattered it, sending shards of bone into the man's internal organs. 
He too flew back several meters. 

As both his Ralts and the two men he had dispatched off flew through 
the air, the other thugs finally realized that they were actually 
getting attacked. But it was too late, far too late as the Spartan 
tore through their ranks with terrifying speed and strength. He 
leaned backwards to avoid a very slow bat-swing and retaliated by 
jabbing at the attackers arm- which cracked- and following up with a 
quick jab to the sleep. 

He wanted to prevent the hostiles from firing their weapons; as Ralts 
was still sleeping and it needed its rest. He lunged forward and tore 
a handgun from the hand of the wielder- breaking three fingers and 
nearly tearing off a fourth. Before the man could even scream he 
sidestepped, placed his shoulder next to his target's and swung his 
arm upwards. He caught the man's chin in his armored armpit and with 
his other hand he snapped the biker's neck. 

By that time the first two bodies had hit the floor. 

He pulled out his combat knife- a long, curved blade made out of 
stainless steel- and pivoted to his right, plunging the blade into 
the nearest man's skull. He wrenched the shotgun from dead fingers 
and snapped it in half; a thick cloud of powder burst outwards and 
obscured the face of a man who had pitifully tried to sneak up on the 
Spartan. As he grabbed the guy's head and bend it 90 degrees 
sideways, snapping his neck vertebra and exposing them to air, he 
noticed the last guy dropping his chain and turning to run away, 
screaming in fear. 

That asshole was going to wake up Ralts if he didn't watch it! 

With his right hand he reached up in the air and caught his Pokemon 
just as it fell down again, making sure he didn't stop its momentum 
too soon. His other hand reached to the ground in his movement and he 
scooped up his combat knife. He turned once more and threw the 
knife-which was balanced for throwing- at the cowering 'biker'. The 
blade sunk five inches into his spine and he toppled. 



His timing and movement had been flawless; Ralts was still asleep and 
the bikers were all dead- safe for the last guy with the knife in his 
back, whom the Spartan had only paralyzed from the waist down because 
of his need for information. 

Roughly three seconds had passed between his first kill and his 
last . 

He was getting sloppy. His moods made heavy sounds as they thundered 
across the plain, carrying him towards the fallen biker. 

"Who are you!" The Spartan barked at him, softly spinning the knife 
in the guy's back. 

"P-please! He responded with a garbled voice. "Don't kill me! We had 
orders to kidnap the local nursea€ we never meant harm!" 

The Spartan thought about the desperate cries of the woman and her 
ravaged clothes and about the many weapons that they had 
carried . 

"Who are they!" He snapped and tore out his knife from the man's 
prone form. 

"I don't know! You killed the boss you monster! Only he knew- 
gack ! " 

He spoke no more as the Spartan slit his throat. He knew enough and 
this guy couldn't tell him anymore details. He would have to find out 
for himself. 

As he walked over to her, he looked down at the shocked woman and was 
annoyed to see that one of the thugs had actually bled a little bit 
on her during the engagement . 

Sloppier than normal. "Are you all right miss?" He asked her. If only 
he could realize what a sight he was to the wounded lady: a seven 
feet tall, heavily armored white warrior with a big visor where his 
face was supposed to be- having just dispatched seven would-be 
rapists with his bare hands and a knife, whilst covering the ground 
and himself in gore. 

She stuttered and stared at him, her eyes as big as dishes and her 
skin becoming very pale. 

Crap, she was going into shock. His combat reflexes kicked in and he 
crouched down beside her. Having received extensive medical training 
from many great field-medics, he knew exactly what he should do here. 
He wasn't about to let a soldier- civilian- die on his watch 

There were two primary causes of shock- one for blood loss and one 
that occurred with pain or immense stress. The first one was caused 
by extreme bleeding, burn wounds, stomach-wounds or long-term fluid 
losses. The second one- the one that was the case with this woman- 
was primarily caused by pain or an excess stimulation of the 
nerves . 


He suspected that would be the death of him one day: being introduced 
as a Spartan to the mass media and getting bombed with questions and 



' thank-you 's'. 

>He was already pushing it close with this new world and complete new 
species of Pokemon.<p> 

He grabbed her legs and pushed them up- but stopped immediately when 
Ralts jumped in-between them. 

"_Ralts Ralts! _It 'yelled' at him with a very weak voice. The 
Spartan couldn't give it attention when he was attempting to save 
this woman's life, so he gestured it off and once again grabbed the 
nurse ' s legs . 

Ralts jumped at his arm and clung to his wrist like a child seeking 
attention . 

"What is it?" He asked. The Pokemon gestured at him, then at one of 
the thugs lying dead on the floor and then back at the woman 
again . 

"What?" he asked, feeling slightly puzzled by its behaviour. 

The Ralts let its head hang for a second before it jumped back up and 
started squealing again; _"Ral ra Ralts! Alts ralts ral ! "_ 

What was it doing? Didn't it see that he needed to help this woman, 
that he needed to protect her from dying? 

Ralts pointed at the Spartan again- then back at the woman. Then it 
pointed at the thug that had unbuckled his belt- and back at the 
woman. Back at him- back at the would-be-rapist. 

A slow feeling of understanding began to dawn on him as he looked 
from the bald asshole to the woman- who had begun to hyperventilate 
and produce cold sweat. 

Ralts though that he wanted to rape the woman? It should know better 
than that ! 

"I won't hurt her. Now get away and let me do my work!" He said, this 
time speaking a little bit harder than he had intended to. The Ralts 
didn't seem put off by his behaviour though- on the contrary, it 
seemed even more intend to stop the Spartan from saving the 
woman . 

Why? 

But when the Ralts began pointing at the woman's side and back at 
him, it began to dawn on him. 

The Ralts wanted him to sit at the nurse's side while he worked? 

Fine, if that caused it to shut up. 

He sat down at the woman's side and grabbed her legs once again. He 
didn't need to remove any tight-fitting clothing to allow her blood 
to circulate freely; the thugs had already done that. 

The next part would be the hardest to do for him. He needed to 
reassure the lady and tell her that it was all going to be ok. She 
needed to believe that she was going to turn up healthy and 
safe . 



"Ralts!" he said as he nodded at his Pokemon. "Hold her head a€" make 
sure she feels all right!" 

It nodded- apparently satisfied with his actions. The Spartan turned 
his head to the pale woman and mentally steeled himself. 

"Miss!" He said and tried to not make his voice sound like he wanted 
to rip her spine out- which he did not. "You are going into shock 
and-" 

Wait, she needed to feel alright. He couldn't tell her that she would 
do if she didn't concentrate. 

"-and you will be fine if you will let me help you." 

If the woman's heartbeat were to stop then he would have to give her 
mouth-to-mouth . And with 'he', the Spartan actually meant 'it' 
because there was no way in hell that he was going to take his helmet 
off in hostile territory- Ralts would have to do it. 

He gently took the woman's hand and silently cursed himself for doing 
so. He hated the body contact even though there was at least one inch 
of MJOLNIR armor and 100% shielding between him and her. But still, 
he had long ago learned to set his own feelings and frustrations 
aside for the greater good- and right now he had a duty to 
fulfil. 

Thankfully the woman soon stopped hyperventilating. Her breathing 
slowed down and the cold sweat had nearly disappeared. Her skin 
slowly got its colour back and within two minutes after that, she 
moaned and got back up. He rose and she instantly backed a few meters 
away- clearly terrified of him and the situation. But then Ralts came 
wobbling between the Spartan's legs and- for some completely whacko 
reason that he didn't understand- the woman seemed to relax when she 
saw him and Ralts together. 

"W-who are y-you?" She said with a trembling voice. "D-did you kill 
t-them? A-all of them?" 

~ 0 ~ 

The Spartan did not hear it, but Ralts did. There were a great many 
feelings and emotions emanating from the nurse- not all of them were 
kind towards the Spartan. She could feel gratitude, confusion, hurt 
and disbelieve. The disbelieve was serious in this case- as she could 
not comprehend the demon's appearance. Silly human. 

But for some reason there was also anger in her mixture of emotions- 
anger at her trainer. At some level she could understand why. Her 
demon has got to be the most thick-skulled creature in the 
world ! 

The woman had just barely been saved from being sexually assaulted. 

He had showed up, showered the area in blood (she had tried to 
completely block out the emotions of the seven males that had been 
attacking the female) and then proceeded to sit at the feet of the 
woman where he could see beneath her clothes and then even lifted her 
legs up! 



She couldn't believe it when she saw that. But when he had made no 
effort to actually worsen the situation, she had realised that he was 
trying to help. 

She had also realised that she had still been sleeping. 

For some weird reason that she could not understand yet, everything 
that had happened to them had been shown to her in some sort of 
vision. She knew it was a vision because her mother often had them 
and told she had told her that she would have them too. 

So she had to show the demon how not to scare the lady to death- 
which had been very hard to do seeing as they had a little bit of a 
communication problem. But in the end she had done what the demon had 
told her like a good little tired Pokemon and the human had woken up 
from her weird panic-state. 

But now, as the two communicated, she started to feel some weird 
feeling in her tummy. It was negative, that she could tell, but she 
didn't even understand what was wrong. Her mother had been so wise; 
she would have known what was wrong. 

"Call me Spartan. I am not from around. Who are you?" The demon spoke 
in short, brusque sentences. Ralts softly sighed as she recognised 
that voice. Her stupid trainer would scare the woman away if he 
continued snarling at her like that! She could feel the human's 
feelings and even though she was trying to be brave, she was actually 
very scared. 

The two stopped speaking immediately after her sigh and she briefly 
wondered what was wrong. She looked at them and saw that they were 
both staring at her; the woman with a puzzled yet amused expression 
and the demon with his weird faceaC i thing . 

But then she realised that her sigh had been rather loud. They heard 
her! She brought her hands to her head in embarrassment- she hadn't 
meant to sound so disapproving! 

~ 0 ~ 

The woman kept het gaze on the Ralts as she softly replied, a weak 
but steady form of discipline evident in her posture. "I am Nurse 
Joya€ | I work at the nearby Pokemon Centre." 

A nurse? A pokemon Centrum? They actually had a hospital for pokemon? 
That was positive; now he could have them examine the Ralts and they 
would be off. 

"Let's move-" He started to say but as soon as he spoke the woman's 
eyes rolled in the back of her head and she fainted. He gently caught 
her as she fell and frowned. Now he would have to walk into the city 
all covered in blood with an unconscious, nearly ravaged woman in his 
arms. The decision to save her hadn't been the most stress-preventing 
decision he had ever made. He had gladly sacrificed his own comforts 
and feelings in the past but this was by far harder than ignoring 
bodily harm. 

Damnit ! 


And as if that wasn't enough, the little Ralts decided that it hadn't 



had enough sleep already and promptly fainted itself. With the Nurse 
still in his arms he reared to the side and scooped the little 
Pokemon from the ground. He placed it on top of Nurse Joy and with a 
grim mood set towards the village- leaving seven bodies behind in a 
trail of blood. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_It is as I warned you! He will never be able to function if this 
doesn't change now!"_ 

"_Lady this kid is making excellent progress. He will soon be 
scheduled for the augmentation progress and then we will proceed even 
further with the plan!"_ 

"_Even though you don't place him in a team he will only corrupt 
himself as he tries to make sense of a world he doesn't understand. 
You need to change something in your "plans" !"_ 

"_We will continue tomorrow miss! You are dismissed! 

Conversation between Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield and 
drill sergeant Mcgonnary- 17 March 2543 

~ 0 ~ 

**Chapter six! I found myself having a free day today and I realised 
that I could spend it either gaming and studying, writing and gaming 
or writing and studying. Suffice to say that I do not feel guilty for 
advancing so quickly with the chapter. Unless this one proves to be 
crap then I shallaC | review my schedule.** 

**I already have many awesome details and twists in mind so 
rememberaC | . Ahem let's do this probably.** 

**Hail readers and take heed. This is the writer, Masterwil. Things 
that might anger you might not be what they seem!** 

* *Tata ! ** 


7 . A bloody hero 

**Damnit even though I've tried so hard, they still found some 
spelling mistakes ** 

**Nah just kidding, thanks for pointing them out- every chance for 
improving is a chance I want to take. ** 

**Spartan 262****: Once again I found myself with a large amount of 
feedback and being unable to completely respond to everything that 
was said. So a few things before moving on: your reviews are always 
very welcome and completely spot-on, our Spartan didn't draw his 
conclusions on the gender yet and yes, many of the errors you found 
and the probable suggestions you came up with are correct ** 

**Both ****Siphon 117 **** and t****hestaradder ****just wait until 
the actual firefights begin :D** 


**I decided that- in order for everyone's favorite Super-soldier to 



actually kick ass- I will slightly base the Wild pokemon and trainer 
Pokemon on the Shadow pokemon from Colosseum and XD . For those of you 
that are not familiar with those titles: they are GameCube games 
where it is considered canon that Pokemon can and will attack a human 
if ordered so.** 

**So the attacking Wild pokemon actually WANT to attack and even kill 
humans that they encounter. This can be the actual reason that a 
human without a pokemon cannot enteraC | the tall grassa€ | ** 

~ 0 ~ 


"_An unknown craft entered our space only a day agoa€ i I don't know 
who it is but our scouts do no recognize the design. Find out who our 
mystery guest is but keep yourself hidden. I don't want any surprises 
operative ! 

"_Yes sir . 

Conversation between unknown Rocket member and Operative 

S. 

~ 0 ~ 

Ralts- lvl 11- significant moves: teleport, growl and 
confusion . 

~ 0 ~ 

According to the position of the sun, it was probably somewhere 
around two 'o clock. The village of Viridian city was a small 
community- only a dozen or so small houses and a handful of buildings 
of which he could not determine the exact function. One of them had a 
big sign on it saying 'Pokemon CenterA' and if he was correct that 
was where Miss Joy had said that she worked. So the idea was to get 
to the pokemon center unnoticed and dump her there. After that he 
would see to it that both she and Ralts would receive medical 
attention- and that was where he hit his first snag. 

How would he explain the fact that he was carrying a missing woman is 
his arms that looked like she had just been mauled by a bear? And 
even if the civilians believed that he had saved her, his presence 
would be known and he would have to start explaining. 

Not that he would, but that would only make his visit to the little 
town that more difficult. 

But his luck had never been that great. Not only was the town 
surrounded by lots of open spaces and terrain- it was also having 
some sort of a market day. The streets were littered with people and 
stalls and the Spartan had no doubts about what would happen if he 
were to simply walk in. 

Nevertheless he couldn't waste time by fooling around trying to avoid 
people. He simply pushed every feeling of discomfort away like he had 
done a million times before and walked towards the small collection 
of houses. It didn't take long for him to get noticed and soon all 
the chattering voices and conversations ceased. Everyone craned their 
necks to see what was going on and who the stranger was that was 
entering the village. 



A few woman screamed and children started crying- but whether that 
was because of his appearance or the sudden change in the environment 
was beyond him. 

Then the people started yelling: some of them wanted to know what he 
was and why he was carrying one of their own in his blood-soaked 
arms . Others wanted to know who it was that he was carrying and what 
had happened. Thankfully they all kept their distance- probably 
because of his nice looks- and a few of the cleverer townsfolk 
started clearing the area, allowing him unopposed entrance to the 
pokemon center- unopposed being held in the largest exclamation marks 
possible. He kept his head high and he kept a close eye on everything 
that he walked by. People still managed to get in his way, but those 
that didn't scramble away quickly enough he simply knocked aside by 
simply walking into them. He was carrying both the Nurse and the 
Ralts in his arms and even though they didn't weight anything to him, 
he was still burdened by them as he could not use his arms like he 
wanted to. 

After what felt like minutes walking down a court-martial hallway he 
finally reached the doors to the pokemon center. He intended to 
simply kick the door in and enter through the hole that was left- but 
to his surprise and slight satisfaction the doors slid apart 
sideways, allowing him to enter with little difficult, as they were 
broad enough for three marines to enter side-by-side. 

If only they were high enough for him to enter without having to 
lower his stance, that would be great. 

The interior of the Pokemon Center felt easier for him to keep tabs 
on than the marketplace did. For starters there were only half a 
dozen people in it and they were all preoccupied with their own petty 
troubles . 

That is to say, preoccupied for two seconds before noticing the 
Spartan entering the hospital. After that the whole circus-act of 
human curiosity started all over again. Even though there were many 
curious things for him to behold, he had to focus on getting the 
medical-personnel to come to his aid. 

"My god!" One of the trainers yelled and pointed at him. "It's Nurse 
Joy ! " 

They knew her? Good, they would be more likely to help her 
now . 

"Quiet, quiet, everyone be silent! The situation is under control!" A 
female voice yelled with an air of command. The Spartan immediately 
identified the woman as a police officer; complete with outfit and 
walkie-talkie on her belt. 

And a gun. Amusing. 

Recognizing her as a potential threat he kept a close eye on her as 
he walked towards the counter- but his attention had to shift from 
the officer to the woman that sat at the counter, because she looked 
completely identical to the one that he held in his arms. The only 
difference was their clothing- the one in his arms was supposed to be 
a nurse and the one at the desk looked like a secretary. But the 



rest- body-size, facial details and hair- were the same. 


Perhaps sisters? The Spartan noted the possibility for future 
references and didn't give the odd look-a-like another thought. 

"Get a medic!" He told the lady as nonthreatening as he could. He 
probably still sounded like a raging Brute because she grew pale and 
took a few seconds to respond. But when she did, she sounded like she 
was confident in the situation. Or her skills. Or both- the tone in 
her voice was hard to interpret and her facial expression wasa€ vague 
at best. 

"Yes! Right away!" She nodded and gestured towards one of the Pokemon 
to come over. It looked like a big pink balloon with gills growing 
out of its ears- it was shorter than he was and it lacked a neck to 
speak of. 

It possessed a pouch in which a single egg lay- prove that this 
Pokemon was definitely a female. 

Unless it was a seahorse in which case it would be a male. 

"Chansey chance!" It responded with a voice that sounded feminine 
enough. She reached out towards the Spartan without any form of fear- 
at least any obvious signs that he could notice- and gestured for him 
to dump the nurse in her arms . 

It mattered little to him with whom he would dump the lady and he 
complied, taking care not to give the Ralts to the weird balloon as 
well. The pokemon followed the secretary-nurse woman into one of the 
adjacent rooms and then they shut the door. The Spartan looked around 
and tried to spot a place where he could get some Intel on the status 
of his own Pokemon, when he noticed the police-officer cross her 
arms. Her eyebrows lowered at the center and the corners of her mouth 
hardened. The woman had a severe case of negative-feelings and the 
Spartan turned to face her, knowing with absolute certainty shad she 
would demand answers . 

"Who are you?" She snapped, keeping her hand on her holster. She 
sounded like she thought that her authority was absolute. He would be 
happy to prove her wrong. 

"Just a by-passer." He responded to her, keeping his voice as neutral 
as he could. If she was taken aback by his voice she did not show 
it . 

"And what is your role in all of this?" She continued to interrogate 
him, gesturing to the interior of the Pokemon center. All the 
trainers had averted their eyes and kept their gaze strictly to the 
ground- something that did not escape the Spartan's eyes. 

"I saved her." 

"But what happened!" The officer repeated. "How did you find her and 
why is she hurt?" 

Multiple answers? Very well. "She was assaulted by bikers when I was 
passing through the area." 

Her eyes went wide and she gasped, her hand leaving the holster of 



her gun and dangling uselessly at her side. "Bikers!" She whispered. 
"Buta€|but who are you then? Who are you to save our Nurse Joy from a 
biker gang, if what you say is true!" 

"I'm not from around here. Skip the conversation, my companion needs 
aid." He gestured at the Ralts that was curled up against his 
armpit . 

The officer frowned and opened her mouth; perhaps wanting to say 
something or reprimand him for cutting her off. But she probably 
thought better of it and closed it again. Then she actually 
responded. "I am no doctora€ i but Miss Joy can probably help you 
further. Just take the next door there-" She pointed at the hallway 
where the two women and the Pokemon had disappeared to- "and knock on 
the door. I am sure that she would want to help youa€ i " She looked 
down at the floor and a tear fell from her right eye. 

"I have no idea who you are or even what you area€ | but if you truly 
saved the Nurse Joy of this pokemon centera€ | then you have my 
gratitude." She extended her hand and she looked up- only to find 
that the armored figure had already left and was nowhere to be 
seen . 

"Wha-" She exclaimed and looked around, hoping that perhaps he had 
gone to help someone else. It proved to be false hope and her sadness 
gave way for anger. She was a state police officer for god's sake! A 
descendent of the Jenny line, no-one would treat her like that! 

She thought about going after the stranger in his blood-soaked armor 
and then thought better of it. She would let him off with 
aa€ | nonverbal warning. Yes, that would work. Besides if he proved to 
be untrustworthy or even worse, hostile, than she would simply shoot 
him and be done with it. BecauseaC i he couldn't be bulletproof, 
right ? 

~ 0 ~ 

Weird woman. First she snapped at him and demanded that he'd talk to 
her- and then suddenly she gave him the information he needed? It had 
to be some sort of trap. So the moment that she averted her gaze on 
him he had buggered out. He had more important things to do anyway- 
not waste his time walking to some civilian he barely knew. Not that 
he would talk to her even if he did know her for years but still. 

He was still holding the unconscious Ralts in his hands when he found 
the door that the officer had pointed him to. He knocked two times 
and then entered. He saw the two Joy's in there- one sitting and the 
other one lying in a bed. 

"Oh hello therea€ | " The sitting one said. She looked a bita€ | unsure 
of herself now. 

"Might I aska€ | whosea€ | " She pointed at him and visibly swallowed. 
"Whosea€|is that?" 

The Spartan looked at his sleeping Pokemon and shrugged. "Mine I 
guess . " 

The secretary gasped in surprise- but quickly changed her expression 
from surprised to frowning. "Howa€| your armor doesn't 



seemaC i broken? " 


Why would his armor be broken in order for Ralts to be his? Stupid 
woman . 

"It's from the bikersaC i " The Joy lying in the bed softly spoke. "He 
killed them while saving mea€ | " 

The other Joy's frown worsened. Even the Spartan could see that she 
was angry. 

"You did what! You killed them!" She yelled at him, clearly not 
amused by his deed. That puzzled him- they were about to rape her 
sister. Why shouldn't he have murdered them?" 

"They had weapons. She was on the ground. Seems pretty clear to me." 
He responded and took a step forward- the two ladies instantly 
cringed. Whatever. "I just need you to take a look at Ralts, is it 
healthy? " 

The nurse's expression of anger disappeared as quickly as it had come 
as she looked over the white Pokemon. "How come YOU have a Raltsa€| 
that doesn't make sense at all. Did you steal it?" 

Sure. Like he would waste time trying to steal some animal. 

"No." 

"What did you do to ita€ ! it looks completely exhausted?" 

Of course it was exhausted, it had been training extensively that 
day. The more time the Spartan spent in this Pokemon Centre the more 
frustrated he got with its inhabitants. Didn't they know that he had 
a very important mission to complete? The only reason that he stopped 
in this town at all was because he needed someone to get Ralts back 
in a working shape. 

"Just fix it up, we'll leave ASAP." For some reason he felt like he 
spoke Japanese and the nurse was a Covenant grunt- all she did was 
squeal and they didn't understand each other. At last he managed to 
extract some valuable information out of the nurse. 

"Your Ralts is over exhausted. It just needs to rest for the rest of 
the day and then you can continueaC | doing whatever it is that you are 
doing here. Just be warned- even though our Jenny's are wide-spread, 
they still know how to sue a gun. Don't go around causing trouble 
now, okay?" 

Was she threatening him? And what was a Jenny? Some sort of slang, he 
guessed. Officers or soldiers perhaps? He hoped it was the latter. 
Military men could understand him better than some stupid civvie. 

So Ralts needed some rest? But it had been resting for a long while 
now. Maybe it needed food or water. Perhaps a combination of both? 
Seeing as he had used his armour to bludgeon monsters to death before 
he ever met the Pokemon, his armour couldn't be a very nice thing to 
sleep on. If he would let Ralts rest for the day then maybe they 
could leave at night, so nobody would bother him. 

"Missa€|is there anywhere Ralts can rest?" He asked the woman. He 
never knew what he might say that would piss somebody off. Back in 



the UNSC that didn't matter because A: he never spoke to anyone and 
B: the very few people that he did speak to always had him talk about 
military strategies and tactics. 

Joy still seemed mad at him for whatever reason, but for now she also 
seemed content with simply supplying him with Intel. 

"There is an unused room upstairsa€ | second story room 13. Just talk 
to someone if you need somethingaC | " And with that she resumed taking 
care of the Joy in the bed. The Spartan just turned around and had 
reached for the door when he heard the weak voice of the wounded 
nurse . 

"Thanks for saving me soldieraC | " 

So they had noticed that he was a soldier? He wasn't wearing guns or 
anything to give it away. He didn't need her thanks- he had stumbled 
across a bunch of people trying to rape an innocent female and he had 
acted. Anyone should have done so- anyone would have done so. 

"Just doing my duty ma ' ama€ | " He responded before closing the door 
behind him. 

~ 0 ~ 

She was drifting in an alternate existencea€ | alternating between 
livid dreams and weird flashes and images. She didn't know where she 
was but she felt scared- so scared. Her surroundings shifted so 
quickly that she couldn't focus on them. She wasn't in control and it 
frightened her. Livid images appeared before her eyes- the Pidgey the 
had defeated using her Confusion attack, the various Rattata's she 
had to fight in close combat and bordering at the edge of all that, 
she saw the demon standing tall and mighty- his white armor shining 
bright and his visor reflecting her unsure gaze right back at 
her . 

She saw the weird iron-bird that the demon was so anxious about as it 
was before she had seen it- big, strong and able to do things that 
she could never dream of. It must have amazing to witness it with her 
own eyes- had she been able to. Suddenly, a weird droning noise 
drowned out all the other sensations and she saw the sky fill with 
floating monsters. Their one eye shone brightly and every single one 
attacked the demon's iron-bird, blasting at it with white-hot beams 
of death until they had destroyed it. Their work possessed a deadly 
precision and that too frightened her. 

Suddenly, the images disappeared and her head began to ache. 
Everything became sharper and clearer and she was sure that she had 
woken up, that she had managed to reach her own world. But why was 
everything so dark? Why couldn't she see? Her own hands were visible- 
they looked vague and different. Everything felt so reala€|but she 
knew that it couldn't be true. 

And that was when she saw the human. It was standing a few meters in 
front of her, standing as tall and proud as her demon did. It was 
wearing strange black clothing and it had its back turned to her- she 
couldn't make out the human's features. 


A loud growl thundered across the room she found herself in and the 
ground began to shake. The human turned its head from left to right 



in an attempt to spot what was going on. 


Her vision blurred and titled as she fell to her knees. She tried to 
clear het eyes, to see what was going on. Her gaze fixed on the human 
and suddenly she couldn't avert her eyes anymore. It was as if her 
body had frozen- she couldn't control it anymore. 

She felt the air around her shimmer and waver as many figures rushed 
from the trees. Their growls and stampeding feet blocked out all the 
other sound and she could feel their burning hate, their desire to 
maul and kill. 

Not one of the creatures did as much as touch her and they all 
charged at the lone human. It spun around and both he and the savage 
wild pokemon that were attacking him blurred out. Her headache 
intensified and she struggled to concentrate. She felt as if this was 
important. It was the most important thing that had happened to her- 
and she wasn't even sure that it was happening at all. All she knew 
was that she had to focus right now 

Slowly the blurry air dissipated and she was able to see what had 
happened. Her mouth slowly opened and a feeling of dread and despair 
clouded her mind. 

What had happened! What was this madnessa€| this massacre! The ground 
was littered with bodies- massive, stone-skinned bodies that 
possessed the strength of ten men- all broken and died. Their massive 
power completely rendered useless and the fluids that had kept them 
alive now covered their outsides and the ground. In the middle of the 
carnage stood the human. His clothes had been torn and shred in 
various places and he was covered with wounds. But the worst part was 
the large, purple-green hole that desecrated his stomach. His lower 
body had been punctured by a powerful and very poisonous stinger and 
even though he stood tall, she knew that he had been horribly and 
perhaps fatally wounded. 

She wanted to scream and cry and run towards him and comfort him, but 
she couldn't .She could only watch in silent horror as the human 
collapsed when the poison took its dreadful effect. 

She woke up screaming and kicking, feeling a thick layer of something 
covering her body. Even as she trashed and stumbled around she felt 
herself being freed. Slowly a blanket left her body and she calmed 
herself down. 

Staring down at her was the familiar face of the demon. It had 
cleaned itself and it was shining its beautiful whiteness again, 
although its head continued to be creepy in her eyes. 

"Calm down!" He said and dropped a piece of white fabric on the 
ground. She realised that she was lying in a bed, in some sort of 
room. The clothing that the demon had dropped was a blanket- had he 
put her in just like her parents used to do? 

Now that she was awake and reassured by the presence of her trainer 
she started to calm down a bit. What was that? Was it a nightmare? It 
felt so reala€ i 

The demon turned back to the spot it came from and started staring at 
he curtain that obscured the window. Wait, a curtain? 



She looked around her and noticed that it was very dark. Had the day 
passed without her noticing? 


"**What happened?" **She asked. Her memory was a bit unclear and she 
didn't remember why she had been sleeping in the first place. Her 
head throbbed and hurt and her body didn't fare much better. She 
stirred once and immediately felt her arms ache with protest. She 
gave up on the movement and instead tried to get a view on her 
surroundings, like her trainer had told her to. 

The demon didn't respond but instead kept his eye on the curtain, not 
even looking at her. Why would he do that? Fine just let him keep 
staring at a boring piece of fabric, she didn't care. What she did 
care for was what had put her in that state? Something important had 
happened, something that she had to remember, but she couldn't tell. 
Her mind still felt too numb and she couldn't concentrate. Her 
emotions were so tangled that she couldn't even focus on those- let 
alone on the feelings of any other creature. 

With a flash, she remembered what had occurred. She and the demon had 
been traveling over a road that had seemed to be bursting with wild 
Pokemon. There she had fought with both her body and her mind- 
exhausting both. After that she had collapseda€ i and the demon had 
probably carried her further. 

She frowned. So why hadn't he simply kept on walking? He seemed so 
obsessed on reaching the one particular city that he wanted 
toa€ | reacha€ | that he had never even once thought about resting or 
letting her rest. So whya€ | ? 

And with another painful stab in her mind she remembered something 
else. She had woken up once before, before she found herself in this 
room. Something awful had happened and she had prevented her trainer 
from doing something awful tooa€ | she thought. 

It was all so vague! It frustrated her. Why had nobody told her that 
using psychic energy could cause that much aftereffects! 

Let's see... she had woken up to find the demon fighting with bad 
humans. Then she had noticed the lady lying on the ground and how her 
clothes were so ripped. She had felt the passions and emotions of the 
humans that were attacking and found out that they had been planning 
on mating with the female human- even though she had refused to do 
so . 

Yes, that was it. Her trainer had driven them off and tried to help 
the lady- but being a demon he could not possibly know how humans 
felt or how he should help them. She had prevented him from making it 
appear that he wanted to mate with the human too and then the human 
had recovered slightly. 

Oh yes and then both she and the female human had collapsed. So the 
demon actually reached a city? While carrying both her and the 
female? That was rather impressive. 

" * * ai 1 you alright?" **She asked when he had still not responded. 

They had been traveling fora€ | at least more than a day now- and she 
had never once seen him eat or drink or even rest. But once again she 
didn't understand much about him. 



He still didn't respond and kept his gaze on the curtain, like it was 
the most interesting thing that he had ever seen. But then he cocked 
his head- ever so slightly- and spoke. His voice sounded weird- it 
had a tone that he had never used before. It took Ralts a few seconds 
to actually understand the feeling that lay hidden in his voice and 
when she did, she didn't believe it. That couldn't possibly be true! 
There was no way her demon felt like that! 

His voice contained humor. 

Impossible ! 

"We got company." 

She was still trying to make sense of the sudden outburst of emotions 
the demon had suddenly displayed, when he turned to face her and she 
saw that he was already carrying his thunder-stick. So the company 
that he was expecting was not nice? 

"**What is going on?"** she asked him. 

"The bikers we neutralized today had friends. I'll be right 
back . " 

Ralts gulped when she thought about the implications. The males that 
had been attacking her trainer weren't nicea€|were their friends 
nice? Was he going to talk to the friends? They might even help 
him!" 

~ 0 ~ 

"Hey assholes!" The guy in the lead said. "We found out that you 
wasted our buddies! Now the entire village will pay!" 

The people that had been so happily shopping and laughing outside had 
taken shelter in their houses the moment that they heard the engines 
rolling. They knew that sound all too well and they knew what these 
bastards were capable off. 

So when the group of ten bikers had approached Viridian city everyone 
that had even the slightest bit of sanity or concern for their own 
safety had tried to get to a safe place. 

Everyone but the Spartan, who had been keeping an eye out for trouble 
the second that he had deducted that there would be blood for the 
casualties that he had inflected. How? Because a biker's gang was- 
according to the movies and novels that he had been forced to watch- 
always a large collection of arrogant and selfish thugs. They lied to 
themselves about some sort of code-of-honor and they would bloodily 
avenge every fallen member. By enacting their revenge on harmless 
civilians they kept their reputation high. 

Or at least that was what he had concluded from the movie and the 
behavior of the ones that he had encountered. While Ralts was resting 
in its bed he had closed every curtain in the room to make it appear 
as if nothing specific was happening there, while keeping one of the 
curtains slightly open. He had then positioned himself so that he 
could see everyone approaching the village from over a hundred meters 
away. With barely a centimeter left for him to see through he had 



still spotted the bikers the moment he should have. 


His pokemon had woken up at the moment that he spotted the bikers and 
he had told it that he would be right back- after taking care of the 
incoming hostiles. 

So while everyone fled to safety and took refuge in their homes he 
had calmly walked up to the front of the village where he could 
intercept the hostiles without causing unnecessary damage to their 
surroundings. He was standing tall and mighty, like a great storm 
before some helpless field mice. He knew it and theya€ i probably 
didn't. That made them even easier to take out. 

Still he allowed them to get close enough to the village to threaten 
it with violence- for a multitude of reasons. Firstly he disliked 
having to actually kill humans that weren't Innies- seeing as the 
UNSC could use everyone they met and these people might have made 
some good mercenaries if they would ever have to face the 
covenant . 

But that wasn't an option right now; they were a threat and he would 
act accordingly without hesitation. But even though he did not truly 
understand the subject of psychological warfare- he did know that his 
actions would dictate the actions of the incoming bikers. If they 
fled before him and spread the tale then he wouldn't have to worry 
about them anymore. Perhaps they had allies or more gang members and 
he did not want to risk his Ralts getting hurt by straight bullets 
every time he encountered them. 

So he would give them a chance to run away, to cower beneath his 
might as they realized that it was futile to fight him. Any smart 
creature would, why wouldn't they? 

As the person- whom he presumed was the leader of the group- 
threatened the village with death, he calmly walked forward with his 
rifle at the ready. The MA5C carbine would tear through their clothes 
and bodies without difficulty the second he opened fire. 

Why were they all steering their bikes with only one hand? It was as 
if they were holding their other hand behind their back, every single 
one of thema€ | 

"Now look at what we got!" The leader said and ginned at the Spartan, 
stopping his bike a mere ten meters away. "We got ourselves a hero! 
Alright bastard, who is responsible for the killing?" 

"I am." The Spartan responded without emotion. "Run or die, your 
choice . " 

These people should thank him on their bare knees or the chance that 
he had given them; never before had he given someone a chance before 
taking them out. Never before did he have a reason or opportunity to 
do so . 

But the lead biker merely spit at the ground and flipped him the 
finger. "Fuck you tin man! We ain't scared of a soldier boy like 
you ! " 

Time slowed down as the Spartan aimed his rifle and squeezed of a 
single shot, hitting his target right between the eyes and killing 



him dead. The rest of the bikers all screamed and- even while 
accelerating their bikes- unslung the poke balls that they had been 
hiding and threw them in the air. 

Really? After he had dispatched of the group that had been assaulting 
the Nurse, you know, those with the guns and the bats- he had 
expected something more impressive. But guess that's it. 

He aimed his rifle more carefully, and steadied his breathing. With 
carefully placed shots he shot five out of the seven balls out of the 
air before they could hit the ground. But to his annoyance the balls 
simply sprang open and revealed their inhabitants. 

Why hadn't they died? They should have, the poke balls had been their 
strategic weakness! Now he would have to rethink his strategies 
again. Did nothing work properly in this world? 

He redirected his aim and took out five of the bikers before they had 
closed the distance. Five of remaining bastards were still combat 
ready. Now they pulled out various armaments and weapons- one of them 
sported a sub machinegun. That would be his priority target. 

The various pokemon that had been summoned ranged from large to 
small, one of them looked like a big purple zit that floated in the 
air. The only difference as that it had two faces - probably some 
inbred mutant native to a toxic-waste area. There were some creatures 
that looked like big rocks with limbs and the Spartan even spotted 
the same large bird that he had taken out when it was hunting his 
Ralts- although this individual didn't bear any scars, so it had to 
be a different one. 

The last two Pokemon looked vaguely humanoid- one of them was about 
as large as Ralts was only a little bit larger and blue, while the 
other one looked like it could have been its daddy. It was heavily 
muscled and possessed four arms. On its head stood three ridges and 
it looked like it was ready to tear the Spartan's head 
of f . 

Likewise . 

The smaller one had the appearance of a naked child, but the rippling 
muscles and confident smug on his face suggested otherwise. 

The bikers opened fire on the Super-soldier at the same time they 
started shouting orders to their pokemon. 

"Weezing! Use poison gas!" 

"Machamp, tear his head off!" 

"Machop take him out using low kick!" 

"Golem use rollout!" 

"Fearow use your gust attack!" 

Even as the Spartan was dodging the racing bikes, dealing death blows 
left and right until only two bikers remained, their Pokemon proved 
harder to be taken out. He spun to his left to dodge a crashing bike- 
its rider dead by a bullet through his heart- and he spotted 



something racing at him from the corner of his eye. He placed his 
left leg underneath his left and rolled backwards, immediately 
pushing his legs up rising. A builder flew over his head just as he 
dodged backwards and he traced its trajectory, spotting the big 
rock-like creature that had been responsible. The bird was coming in 
from his right so he had to act quickly; he fired off a salvo at the 
Pokemon- but many bullets were reflected as the creature pulled its 
limbs in like a turtle would. The normally ever so deadly projectiles 
scratched its shell and caused pieces of rock to fall to the ground, 
but it wasn't out of the fight. 

He immediately dodged to his left and the large bird swept past 
him . 

Suddenly a cloud of purple gas appeared in his field of vision and he 
realized that this cloud was probably poisonous- as suddenly no other 
creature wanted to be near him. 

It mattered little- his armor possessed powerful filtration systems 
that could completely remove toxins and bacteria from the local 
atmosphere. The purple cloud was no more threatening to him as the 
bikers' melee weapons were. Even though it obscured his vision, it 
actually provided him with a tactical advantage- the Pokemon wouldn't 
engage him in close combat while he was in it. He on the other hand. 
Was free to engage. He activated his thermal imaging and focused on 
his target: the flying bird. 

His rifle barked and he was rewarded with a muffled cry. As soon as 
the target was down he jumped- powered by his armor he propelled 
himself multiple meters in the air, trailing little columns of poison 
gas as he flew through the air. He pulled the trigger and the burst 
hit the nearest biker in his chest, leaving only one human to deal 
with . 

He rolled over his shoulder and jumped back to his feet. The floating 
as-ball that had targeted him with the poisonous gas was right in 
front of him, looking startled. 

"Weezing!" The biker yelled. "Use explosion!" 

"_Weezing wheez!_" It said and began to glow white. The Spartan 
didn't wait for it to complete his attack and grabbed it with his 
hand. He smacked it down to the ground- hard enough for it to bounce 
right back. He spun to his other heel and pivoted, hitting the 
Pokemon with a powerful roundhouse kick and sending it flying to the 
two Rock-pokemon . They had no time to retreat in their shells before 
the creature exploded, sending them both sprawling to the ground. 
Their shells were cracked and dented; perfect targets. The Spartan 
pumped a few rounds in the holes of their armor and watched as they 
screamed and died. 

That left only two targets- the two humanoids. He had almost 
forgotten about them and he turned around, intending to slot them 
both before he could find out what they were capable 
of . 

Unfortunately they were too close to him for comfort. Before he could 
finish his movement, he felt the rifle being yanked out of his 
hands . 



Which was very odd, as he had a decent grip on it and the only 
creatures that had ever yanked a gun out of HIS hands were Brutes, 
Elites and Hunters. All of which he had killed seconds after they had 
yoinked him. 

So what creature on this world had enough power to steal his gun from 
his hands? 

The answer presented itself in the form of four heavily muscled arms 
that suddenly attempted to pummel him to death. They were so 
incredibly fast that he was hard-pressed to actually defend himself 
against it. This foe was so strong and fast that he quickly decided 
that conventional techniques couldn't cut it. He dived back to avoid 
two jabs and then- as the rash creature came charging at him- he 
performed a low stop-kick to its chest, sending it tumbling many 
meters down the road. 

The moment he had room to breathe he grabbed the Pokedex and 
activated it. 

"MACHAMP, THE MUSCLE POKEMON. IT IS SAID THAT IT CAN THROW OVER A 
HUNDRED PUNCHES IN A SECOND AND THAT ITS POWER IS ENOUGH TO SEND ANY 
OPPONENT TO THE HORIZON." 

That is ridiculously overpowered. How could any creature move so fast 
or be so strong without augmentations? Its limbs would have to burn 
away every tendon and nerve when it moved like that! 

But still, it couldn't be smart or else it would have tried a 
different technique now. It charged at the Spartan again all the 
while screaming at him with bloody hate. Probably because of the 
violent way his trainer died. 

The Spartan decided that delicacy was the way to beat this 
powerhouse. He let the creature charge him and sidestepped when it 
was within range- putting his shoulder next to the PokAOmon's- and 
grabbed its neck with his outer arm. He then used its own weight and 
momentum against it as he spun it around 360 degrees. Then he 
intercepted it with his hand- grabbing its face with his hand- and 
slammed it on the ground, cracking its skull right open. 

It was dead on impact . 

The Spartan turned to face his last opponent- the little child thing- 
just as it jumped at him. It was very close and the Spartan would 
have to deflect it instead of dodging it, always a dangerous thing to 
do . 

But just as its eyes turned triumphant and it was almost on top of 
the Spartan- it stopped dead in its tracks. 

>A weird green aura enveloped it- one that the Spartan recognized- 
and it struggled with all its might but to no avail. It couldn't do 
as much as wiggle its eyebrows- other than that it was completely 
immobilized. <p> 

"_Ralts ralts_! " He heard an all-too familiar voice yell. Even for 
him the underlying emotion was clear; Ralts was angry. 


The Pokemon flinched as the pressure on its body increased and 
suddenly it smacked down to the ground, hitting it with enough force 



to make the ground shake a little. Then it flew up and sideways- 
creating a hole in one of the walls. Lastly the pokemon floated up in 
air and the green light just exploded- surging outwards and sending 
various people that had sneaked out of their houses to observe the 
fight sprawling to the ground. The Pokemon fell to the ground, 
utterly beaten to an inch of its life and the SpartanaC i didn ' t even 
need to take a step backwards. 

"Ralts?" he asked, curious as to the sudden display for violence. 

From what he had seen he thought that his companion hated any form of 
violence . 

It stood in the window if the Pokemon Center, its shoulders hanging 
and its petite body shaking with barely-controlled emotions. 

He was actually surprised. The little Pokemon had covered his six- 
even though he didn't need its help it could have gone worse without 
it. He didn't know what the last pokemon had been capable of. 

But the knowledge that his Pokemon had willingly exhausted itself to 
help him and had actually accomplished something didn't ease his 
worries; it actually worsened them. 

The Ralts behaved much like he guessed a team member would. And even 
though he usually never worked with other soldiers, he never left one 
behind when at all possible. 

The fact that his Pokemon was behaving this way wasa€ i problematic . If 
he didn't watch it, he would get attached to the creature. 

In the silence that followed the Machop ' s defeat, people slowly 
exited their houses and hiding places. More and more people entered 
the streets to get a good view on what was happening. 

"He did it!" An elderly woman rasped. "He beat those punks!" 

"And he even took care of their Pokemon! Who is this guy?" 

"He is a bloody hero that is who he is!" A rather large man with a 
British moustache decorating his upper lip spoke. 

A hero? Some people would call him a murderer for what he had done 
here. They had done so before. Guess he'd never find out just why 
people felt the way they did. 

"Come on raltsa€|" He said and patted to his shoulder-plate. "Can you 
pull of one more teleport?" 

The Pokemon smiled warmly as she channeled her power and suddenly 
found herself on the familiar cold plates of the demon's shoulder. 

She rested her head against his and felt like everything was going to 
be alright- including her completely exhausted body. 

The Spartan turned towards the nearest civilian- an old man with 
glasses. "Saffron city?" He said. 

"Follow Route 2 to the north into Viridian forest. Then you follow 
the present road until you enter Pewter city good sir!" The man said 
as he stared at the Spartan with an incredulous expression. 



>Seriously, what was wrong with these people? He had only taken out a 
local biker gang, no big deal! As he faced the north and set off 
towards this Route 2- his Ralts sleeping on his shoulder- he noticed 
that several of the bikes had a large pink R written on the side. 
Probably a gang insignia or something . <p> 

a€ | 

"Spread the word to the other Jenny ' sa€ i " Secretary Joy spoke to the 
police officer. "They need to know that they must not yet abandon 
hope! I believe that a new Champion will save Kanto ! " 

~ 0 ~ 


"_An unknown trainer wearing stranger armor entered our city just a 
few hours ago. He killed s few members of the Biker gang that had 
been terrorizing us and saved our precious Nurse Joy! Then the rest 
of the gang came to kill us all and he killed them too! This man is a 
soldier to his bones I can tell you that ! "_ 

Anonymous Veteran speaking to his grandchild. 

~ 0 ~ 

**And that was chapter 7. I have been working very hard on this 
chapter and I hope that you all like it. A few complications arose, 
no big deal. If only Ralts and Math realized that they are becoming 
more and more tangled in a web of schemes and lies with every step 
they take. Will Ralts be able to comprehend the Spartan's 
presence?** 

**Will the Spartan ever come to peace with his decision?** 

**Will he ever find out the difference between making people happy 
with killing tons of blokes and making them upset with killing tons 
of blokes?** 

**Tune in to more chapters and find out!** 
a€ | 

**Please Rate and Review- I really am in desperate need of reviews. 

* * 


8. Emotions and ears 

**I just found out that certain smiley's and emoticons don't appear 
in the site. That leaves my pre-story babbling awfully ugly to see, 
as certain smiley's had been used to replace some punctuation and to 
make me look friendly.** 

**I have a feeling that there isn't much character interaction up to 
now. Sure the Spartan has his own weird way of communicating with the 
creatures around him, but there isn't much **_**interaction . **_** The 
main problem is the communication between him and his pokemon- which 
is rather one-sided now. But don't worry! I have already planned way 
in advance and these are nothing more than musings in a mirror. I 
just wanted to let you guys know that this story has only just 
begun ! * * 



**A few more nice reviews from you guys put my total reviews beyond 

20- which is my official milestone. Let's hit the 50 shall we! 

* * 


**Special thanks to Lay Down Hunter as I hadn't seen you in a while 
and I feared that you didn't like the story anymore : (** 

**I do feel a bit bad about how I can't really answer all of your 
questions; there are some things that are perhaps not completely 
clear to you guys now. But like I said: I plan way in advance and I 
am not the kind of person to type or think of something and then 
forget about it. So even if you think I have managed to create a huge 
plot hole- DO NOT BE CONFUSED! (gotta love Johnson's quotes) Not 
everything that doesn't make sense now is necessarily a plot hole- 
they might even be plot twists! * gasps in surprise * ** 

** (Except for the thing pointed out by Spartan 262 who posted another 
great review; I seemed to have made quite the mistake there. You are 
right; he has guns on his back. What I meant to portray was that he 
wasn't currently holding them but the way I did it was very buggy 
indeed) ** 

**And yes I am aware of how accusing this all might sound, so let me 
go ahead and say that none of you have accused me of creating plot 
holes. It is just the ravenous guilt of not being able to answer 
every question that made me type this :) ** 

**That being said, I want to personally thank everyone that has read 
this story for bearing with me. Not only did I get 21 reviews- I also 
have more than a dozen followers and favers and I want to thank you 
guys too, I feel like I have my own little gang ; ) ** 

**Enough talk already- people came to read not to 
read! ** 

* *En joy ! * * 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Do you feel that your training was too ... thorough for you as a 
kid? 

"_No . " 

> "Do you harbor certain feelings of anger and hatred towards the UNSC 
for the brutal training regimes that your instructors came up 
with? "<em> 

"_No . 

"_Do you miss your parents, the people you knew and cared 
for? 

'^Irrelevant . 

'Conversation' between Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield and 
2-Sierra Oil- 6 November 2545. 

~ 0 ~ 



Ralts- lvl 13- significant moves: teleport, growl and 
confusion . 


~ 0 ~ 

Slowly Viridian city disappeared behind them. He had wasted too much 
time playing hero when his first priority should have been to contact 
the UNSC. 

He felt as if his two greatest duties were constantly conflicting 
with each other. He needed to get back in the fight to protect 
mankind but he also needed to protect mankind while he was trying to 
get back in the fight. It was hopelessly complicated and he wished 
that it were simpler. He had always been forced to face though 
decisions- making sacrifices, destroying sensitive information and 
even assassinations carried out in the most extreme ways. 

It was all part of his duty as a Spartan and he never gave it much 
thought until now. It wasn't a question of how much he would 
sacrifice- he would do anything to complete his objective. It was a 
question of what he should sacrifice and what for. He could either 
forsake his duty as a Spartan to keep interfering with the workings 
in this country or he could forsake his duty as a soldier to ignore 
everyone and everything to get to the UNSC. 

He was a Spartan and it was his duty to protect mankind whatever the 
cost. But this world was clearly unique in its ecosystems and 
symbiosis. The key to beating the Covenant might be hidden here. It 
seemed impossible to him that the UNSC had managed to colonies a 
world like this without investigation the local wildlife. The 
discovery of creatures such as these would have made for excellent 
propaganda to keep moral up amongst the fleets. 

The UNSC would have either kept it a secret but also as top priority 
in their research and plans, or revealed it to boost the morale - 
either way he would have heard about it. 

Besides; ONI would have made a breakthrough by now. These 'Pokemon' 
possessed so much weird abilities that the UNSC would have been able 
to make several scientific advances. And he knew how low the morale 
amongst the fleet-officers was. 

So if the UNSC hadn't officially discovered this planetaC | then how 
could these people be here? It had to have been an accident. Some 
sort of Slipspace incident with a ship large enough to support the 
planet's current population- whatever that was. 

Ever since his motion tracker had been mysteriously disabled he had 
kept a close eye on his environment. So when he spotted motion 
roughly two-hundred meters ahead he immediately snapped to attention. 
If his experiences with the Pokemon had taught him anything then it 
was to expect anything. 

"_Ralts!"_ His companion said looked up at the Spartan. It had looked 
like it was healthy enough so he had let it walk with him- a tactical 
disaster as it would slow him down considerably but the benefit for 
the creature outweighed the downsides for him. 

"Movement up ahead!" He said and crouched on his knees. "We'll scout 
ahead and see what we got . " 



The Ralts nodded and- when the Spartan wasn't looking- tried to 
crouch down like he had. Its body trembled a bit and its legs 
collapsed, sending it sprawling to the ground. It emitted a 
disappointed sound and slowly got back up- its meager amounts of 
self-confidence having dropped even more. 

Together they covered a distance of 180 meters before the Spartan 
stopped. He lifted his right hand in the air- universal image of 
'stop!' and didn't feel that his Pokemon bumped into him. 

The movement was still present but too indistinct to be a human. It 
had to be a Pokemon hiding there in the small bushes. 

"Raltsa€|" He said. Can you do your thing and lure it out?" 

>It looked up at him and nodded, happy that it could be of some use 
once again. With small steps it walked forwards until it faced the 
bushes . <p> 

~ 0 ~ 

Lure it outa€ | lure it outa€ | how was she going to lure it out? She 
knew that it was a pokemon in there and that is war angry, but it 
didn't feel like those of the mean leather-clothed males that her 
trainer had defeated. 

She didn't even know what it was! And she had to lure it out? 

She looked around and spotted a medium-sized branch lying near the 
road. She focused her thought and could feel the psychic power 
unfolding within her mind. She reached out towards the branch with it 
and smiled with joy as she grabbed a hold of it. She concentrated on 
the stick flying towards the bushes and then channeled her 
powers . 

The stick sailed through the air and landed with a distinct 'thud! ' 
between the bushes. 

An angry wail followed approximately one second later and the 
inhabitant of the shrubbery made itself known. 

Ralts gulped as she beheld the pokemon that she had angered and her 
first thought was to run. 

~ 0 ~ 

The super-soldier watched his Pokemon telepathically slinging a 
nearby branch into the bushes. Not exactly what he had in mind for 
it- he would have had his Ralts use its mental powers to immediately 
attack and disable the unknown hostile- but this would have to 
do . 

The creature snarled with pain and jumped out of the bushes. It 
looked around and spotted the Ralts standing several meters away. 

With a growl it charged. 

It looked like a spiked rabbit- but with some reptilian features. It 
had large ears, a purple skin and several thick spikes protruding 
from its back. On its head it sported a sharp point and a pair of 
red-colored eyes. It possessed two sharp nails on each limb and 



oversized teeth were visible in its mouth. 


The Spartan briefly wondered whether its spikes were poisonous or not 
and decided to grab his Pokedex. 

"NIDORAN, THE HORNED POKEMON. ITS HORN IS LARGER AND MORE POWERFUKL 
THAN ITS FEMALE COUNTERPART AND IT HAS EXCELLENT HEARING. IT CAN MOVE 
ITS EARS IN EVERY DIRECTION AND CAN HEAR ITS ENEMIES APPROACHING FROM 
LARGE DISTANCES." 

Excellent hearing? A creature with understanding of the human 
language and such accurate hearing could prove invaluable to his 
campaign. He would have to try anda€ | catch it. 

He grunted as he realized that he was about to take another creature 
to keep check off with him. Once again its pros outweighed the cons 
but that didn't make it less troublesome. 

"Ralts, use your powers to smack it into the tree!" He barked at his 
Pokemon and watched as it tried to get the Nidoran in the air. Before 
it could completely envelop the Pokemon in its psychic field it was 
on top of it. The Spartan realized that the Pokemon would not 
complete the attack in such a short notice and decided to change the 
rules . 

"Abort and take evasive maneuvers!" He quickly yelled and the Ralts 
stopped its attack. The charging Nidoran barely missed the Pokemon as 
it rolled to its side. 

The distance between Ralts and Nidoran was too small for his 
companion to effectively use its psychic abilities. It would have to 
level the playing field. 

That or use close combat fighting- which it obviously wasn't built 
for . 

"Get some distance!" He said and observed the Nidoran 's behavior. It 
was angry, so it charged its opponent like a berserking Brute would. 
That rendered it vulnerable to tactic exploits- something that Ralts 
would need to realize. His attention was drawn to the spike on top of 
the PokA©mon's head and he realized that the powerful evolutionary 
progress that had rendered it its weapon might have also given it a 
weakness. If the spiky creature were to get stuck somehow then it 
would be vulnerable. 

He glanced at a fallen tree and decided. 

"Ralts, teleport to the fallen tree." He ordered. With a green flash 
the creature disappeared and reappeared near the fallen log. Now for 
the rest of his plan. 

The Nidoran glanced at the Ralts and its surroundings and looked 
thoughtful. If it guessed what the Spartan was planning then his 
Pokemon would be at a severe disadvantage. He could not allow the 
wild pokemon to do that. 

"Get its attention!" He barked and hoped that his Ralts was able to 
determine what was best. 



"Get its attention!" 


What? Again? Fine, if that was what the demon thought was best. She 
waved at the Nidoran and shouted at it- hoping that her soft voice 
reached its big silly ears. 

" * *Hey biga€ | meanie ! Your dark spots are ugly!" **She yelled at the 
top of her voice and immediately felt her cheeks sting red. She had 
never insulted another being before! 

She shot a quick glance at the demon, hoping that he had not heard 
her . 

The Nidoran male was just as taken back by her remarks as she was, 
but instead of becoming embarrassed she could feel its anger 
increase. She had managed to get its attention, but now what? 

The purple animal charged at her again, this time from a much closer 
distance. What should she do? 

"Get ready to teleport againa€|"The demon said, his voice perfectly 
calm and his feelings didn't even fluctuate once. He was always so 
incredibly calma€| it almost inspired her. But no matter how calm she 
could get, the feelings and emotions of the creatures around her 
always confused her. Maybe she could do better one daya€ i 

But for now, she obeyed the demon. She held her ground until the 
Nidoran was nearly on top of her and almost had a heart attack when 
the demon told her to teleport "now!" His voice was always so sudden; 
she never quite expected when to hear it . 

She focused on the area directly behind the charging Nidoran and 
directed her mental energy. She disappeared in a flash half a second 
before the Pokemon could hit her- which kept going and crashed into 
the trunk. 

She reappeared behind it and took a second to calm her breath. 
Teleporting was so exciting! 

She watched as the demon approached both her and the squirming 
Nidoran and felt a slight concern for the wild Pokemon. Her trainer 
had harmed the mean Pokemon that were attacking him before- would he 
do so again? 

~ 0 ~ 

The Spartan looked at the poke ball he held in his hand, not knowing 
how to proceed now. The wild Pokemon was weakened enough for him to 
catch it according to Professor Oak's explanations. So should he 
justa€ | throw the ball? It seemed a too easy to be truea€ i the 
technology in this world was crazy. 

But what did he have to lose? If it didn't work then he would simply 
pick up the ball and move on. 

"Ralts, get to cover!" He called and casually threw the ball. He 
didn't want to risk anything happening to his companion- what with 
the unknown radiation-possibilities and electromagnetic conversions 
and all. The Nidoran was expendable- Ralts was not. 



The capturing device hit its target and for a second it emitted a 
small red laser. Then the rodent-like creature turned into a red haze 
and it disappeared inside of the poke ball. The red device fell on 
the ground and stayed there, occasionally wobbling from left to 
right . 

Once. Twice. Thrice- and then it stopped. The ball lay perfectly 
still and nothing moved, safe for Ralts who was breathing heavily, 
probably feeling exhausted from the use of her psychic abilities. The 
Nidoran male was captured and now the Spartan had two creatures that 
he had to take care of. The creature had better prove that it was 
worth the trouble. 

"Come on Ralts, let's go." He said and took a step forwards, half 
expecting another creature to attack them. He swore to himself that 
if one did he would simply knock it out and move on. 

But nothing jumped at him, nothing tried to engage Ralts and he found 

himself ready to move onwards. His white companion took the lead and 

he was forced to slow down significantly to let it continue on its 

way. Normally he would have carried it and hurried to the next city 

but it had to realize that people in the front were responsible for 
their actions- responsible for the consequences. 

"Take point, " he said and gestured at the little thing, "you decide 
where we go and how we proceed. You decide whether to engage or 
circle around." 

With the small Pokemon in the lead he decided that this Ralts was 
unlike any Pokemon he had encountered until now. A turtle, a rodent 
and a rat. A bird, a human with four arms and a big chunk of 
rock . 

Oh and floating two-faced radiation survivors. No big deal. 

So what was with its appearance? Vaguely humanoid, alien-like and not 
reminiscent of any form of animal. So what was it? It behaved like a 
child, yet paid attention to him and learned like it was a UNSC 
marine fresh from the academy. 

How was he supposed to know what it felt or behaved like when he 
couldn't even understand other humans? It was completely insane for 
him to even try. So how was he supposed to even live with it together 
for a few weeks if he didn't understand it? Normally it wouldn't have 
mattered but he found that the past hours had already changed him 
somewhat . So what would the coming weeks do to him? He was 
unsure . 

But then a sudden inspiration struck him and wondered why he hadn't 
thought of that before. The Pokedex that Oak had given him for some 
reason. He could use that to get some information about the 
Ralts . 

Slowly he pulled out the red mini-computer and pressed the screening 
button. Then he aimed it at the Pokemon walking in front of him. Then 
he waited for the robotic voice to come. 

"RALTS, THE FEELING POKEMON. RALTS CAN USE THE HORNS ON ITS HEAD TO 
READ HUMAN AND POKEMON - IT LIKES PEOPLE WITH POSITIVE 



EMOTIONS . " 


Oh . 

It liked people with positive emotions? Then why did it stick around 
him; it's not like he was the world's greatest optimist. He was a 
Spartan- a soldier with only one ultimate goal. If Ralts could read 
human emot ionsa€ | then what was it reading off of him? He hadn't let 
emotions dictate his decisions since he was a child. Frankly enough 
he didn't even understand what his actual emotions _were_ half the 
time. He had spent so long suppressing his needs, his personal 
feelings and emotions that he had a difficult time making sense of 
whatever sensation he experienced these days. 

And seriously, the biker gang that had been harassing Viridian city 
hadn't been the nicest people. Their desires were all too obvious and 
their ways of reaching them couldn't be much morea€ i posit ive to 
Ralts . 

He concluded that the ability to sense the emotions and feelings of 
creatures was a terrible thing; he would rather be left in the dark 
about how people felt than be able to constantly experience 
them . 

Ralts was living in a hard world. Maybe its weird abilities would 
develop or fade over time. 

Until then the Spartan would continue protecting the Pokemon. 

And what about the other one? The Nidoran? He was currently taking 
care of two animals when all he ever wanted was to contact the UNSC. 
Even if they could understand him and even if they did possess 
human-leveled intelligence, they were not as important as his duty 
was. He was turning into a zookeeper. But no big deal, once the UNSC 
arrived he would be out of here and back in the fight. If there was 
any fighting left. 

Enough musing about useless thoughts. For now he had a journey to 
make and a companion to train. 

"Let's move!" He said and gestured for the Ralts to keep moving. It 
nodded at him and took a few tentative steps forward. Then it tripped 
and cried out . 

So much for being point man. The Spartan sighed and with a few big 
strides he moved over to the fallen Pokemon. "Trouble?" He asked it. 
The creature looked up at him and sniffed. 

People sniffed when they had runny noses. And when they were sad- 
because they would get runny noses. But it was warm outside and his 
Pokemon had yet to start training with cold and wetness. So it had to 
be sad. 

But why? Just because it had fallen down, or because of something 
else- something that he might have missed? Had the fight with the 
wild pokemon been too stressful for it or was it the combination of 
past events? 

Just like he knew that the Nurse might have gotten traumatized if he 
had slaughtered the gang of bikers on top of her, he understood that 



the events of Viridian city could have been very hard on Ralts. 


In the fighting that had occurred he had killed almost a dozen of men 
and their Pokemon too. The ruckus had been enough to wake Ralts up 
from its exhaustion-induced sleep. It had probably gazed out of the 
window- in its childlike curiosity for what was going on and where he 
had went. And then it saw him fighting and killing a big group of 
hostile bikers and Pokemon. 

But instead of getting overwhelmed by the emotions that the Spartan 
now knew that it could sense, it realized that he could be in danger- 
according to the PokAOmon's logic- and had even tried to interfere. 

It could have been terrified by the gunshots or the raging feelings 
and emotions that the bikers had probably felt. 

It had blasted open the window somehow and then it had taken out the 
target that was about to flank him. That was something only humans 
did- only the strongest team cohesion would enable someone to risk 
itself for another being. 

Or at least that was what he had thought up to now. At that moment, 
he wasn't too sure. But when he saw the Ralts sniff and he had 
concluded that it was stress-induced breakdown, he took 
action . 

"Don't worry. You did fine- no-one would have done better." He had no 
clue on how to reassure someone mentally- when the body itself was 
hurt then certain tricks would enable him to get a soldier back on 
his feet in no time. With the nonhuman creature that was mentally 
hurt? He could only try and appear confident and sure of himself- 
something that he always did anyway. But still, the Ralts had proven 
vulnerable to certain gestures, words and even physical contact. So 
he picked it up once again and carried it in his arms. He knew that 
it was very young still and children all needed a mother or a father. 
He was the least qualified person on the world to be a 
parental-figure, but if that was what it would take for his Pokemon 
to get its mind together- then he would try and act like a proper 
mother . 

Just this once. 

For some reason that line of reasoning seemed flaweda€|but he 
couldn't yet grasp why. Nevertheless they still needed to move. So 
with the freshly captured Nidoran inside his ball and with the crying 
Ralts gently packed in his arms, he moved. 

Sometimes fighting the Covenant's mightiest warriors in a desperate 
struggle for survival was way easier than having interactions with 
nonhostile creatures. 

~ 0 ~ 

She couldn't bear it anymore. The pressing weight of recent violence, 
coupled with severe mental and bodily exhaustion for a long time 
period was taking its toll on her. She had defeated the angry Nidoran 
male in combat and her trainer had captured it, but she couldn't help 
but feel depressed. Some part of her blamed the demon for it; had a 
positive-minded and cheerful person found her, she would have been 
way happier and healthier. But no, she had to get saved by a faceless 
and emotionless demon that felt like a hollow cocoon of single-minded 



thoughts and sensations. She loved and hated him at the same time- 
which was also very irritating because she couldn't even understand 
how _she_ felt, let alone other creatures. 

And now- just when she had to continue with proving that she was a 
capable fighter like he was by leading the way in their adventure- 
she had to go and trip over her own limbs. She fell to the ground 
without being able to break her fall like she had been thought and 
hurt herself. Not badly, the Pidgey had hurt her more. But the 
indignity and unfairness of it all had broken her shell of confidence 
and toughness and now she felt all her past frustrations and pain 
pour out like it was raining. She couldn't help it, it was just too 
much. She broke down and started crying; fully realizing that the 
demon would not understand how she felt and that he wouldn't approve 
of it. That knowledge hurt her even more and caused her to cry even 
harder. Her life was so unfair! Her parents had left her, she was 
alone and lost and traveling with a twisted and savage demon. 

Strong hands wrapped around her small frame and she felt herself 
being lifted off the ground. But this time the experience felt 
different- gentler. It was like the demon was actually trying to make 
her feel comfortable. 

"Don't worry. You did fine- no-one would have done better." He said 
and then he placed her in his arms, holding her almost like her 
parents held her when she was younger. The gesture eased her thoughts 
and she tried to see what it was that had made the demon do this- 
what had made him act in that way. 

There still wasn't anything that she could directly sense, but there 
was one sensation that she experienced from his mind. One final 
thought or decision that had made him do what he was doing. 

He was worried about her. He cared for her wellbeing and wanted her 
to feel better. That was what he felt, right? It was so hard to 
concentratea€ i 

"Relax, you're gonna be fine." 

And what did he know? He was a demon, he didn't understand anything. 
How could he know what was causing her distress? 

And yeta€ | at least he cared. That had to count for something right? 

He tried to help her a little and that was what's important. So she 
resigned and tried to relax as much as possible in the arms of the 
demon. Her sadness and tears hadn't quite disappeared yet, but at 
least she knew that she wasn't totally alone. 

~ 0 ~ 

The two of them walked like that for a while, the Pokemon cradled 
safely in the Spartan's arms and the recently captured Nidoran stored 
inside of the ball. The road to viridian forest looked clear enough 
and there weren't any creatures in their way- human or otherwise. 
Neither of them said a thing, but that didn't really matter. Neither 
of them had something to say for the moment and there wasn't anything 
wrong with silence. But the Spartan's curiosity for the Ralts' state 
of mind was greater than his desire to continue moving in 
silence . 



"Soa€|" He said, not really sure if he should talk to someone that 
was so upset. "Can you feel the Nidoran's emotions from inside his 
ball?" 

The Ralts stirred and its head turned to its right; where the Poke 
ball was stored on the Spartan's utility belt. Then it shook its head 
ever so slightly- a universal sign for negative. 

So the poke ball blocked whatever it was that Ralts used to feel the 
emotions around it. Or it blocked any mental transmissions that the 
creatures here used to broadcast any possible feelings. The whole 
concept of sensory skills in this world was upside down and 
twisted . 

He remembered what the Pokemon professor had told him about the 
various types that Pokemon could be ordered in. If the pokemon he had 
encountered thus far could be classified in those fifteen types, then 
where would Ralts fit? 

It was definitely no physical brawler and it didn't look like any 
form of elemental type- like the tortoise that spewed water from its 
mouth. That one must have been water. 

So where did that leave Ralts? It used psychic abilities to read 
emotions and to fight, so it had to be a psychic type, right? 

It didn't make much sense and the old man's little computer didn't 
help him much either. If it really was a psychic type then it would 
be weak to bug, dark anda€ i ghostaC i types . 

The whole idea of pokemon being classified under dark and ghost types 
didn't even make sense to him! 

"Do you know what a dark type is?" He asked the Ralts. It didn't 
respond for several seconds, before shaking its head again. 

So he would have to obtain his knowledge from a different source. 
That's ok. Together they walked down the road, until they encountered 
a soft turn to the right. As the Spartan determined whether it was 
safe to proceed, he noticed something shining on the side of road. 

His first thought was of an improvised explosive device- but the 
chemical-identification software in his HUD came up with a negative 
comparison, so homemade explosives could be excluded. It could still 
be a trap of some sorts, like a fragmentation grenade with wire 
attached to the pin. No, he wouldn't risk it. 

"Ralts, can you use your telekinesis to determine the nature of the 
trap?" He quickly said to his Pokemon. The psychic type nodded and 
rose in his arms, trying to get up as high as possible. After a few 
inches it stopped and started to concentrate on the shining object a 
dozen meters in front of them. After roughly twenty seconds of 
silence, it stirred and looked up at him. 

"_Ral raltsa€|" _It said while shaking its head. 

So it wasn't a trap? Then he would proceed to phase two of his plan. 
He grabbed the red poke-ball on his belt and pocketed it. He pressed 
the button in the middle and the small sphere dilated, becoming 
easily twice as big. Then he pressed the button again and the red 
laser appeared, before the red light assumed the form of the Pokemon 



he had captured and Nidoran appeared. 


"Nido nido ! " It growled and turned around, its large ears twitching 
and turning to get a bead on whatever it was that he was 
hearing . 

"Give me a signal when you hear anything suspicious, like a detonator 
being readied or a weapon drawn!" He told the creature, which then 
confirmed his request with a sharp nod and a loud "Nido!" 

While the sensitive ears of the Pokemon covered him, he set Ralts 
down behind a rock and told it that he would be right back. Then he 
dropped to a crouch and slowly approached the object lying next to 
the road, his assault rifle at the ready. When he was within a range 
of one meter, he noticed that the object had a spraying bottle-like 
shape. Drugs? Alcohol? Maybe. 

There wasn't any wiring around the object and neither could he detect 
any explosive shapes on the bottle. 

So just a discarded spraying bottle? Kind of a disappointment. He 
still needed to confirm that it wasn't a threat to his Pokemon hiding 
several meters behind of him. He slowly reached out and at the same 
time boosted his shielding to optimal capacity- over pressuring his 
gel layer and preparing himself for a close detonation. 

His hand closed around the bottle and he braced himself for and 
explosion . 

Which never came. Curious. Why would someone leave a completely full 
spraying bottle just lying around? Why would someone carry that in 
the first place? 

He read the words on the underside. 'Potion'. He'd better take it 
with him; he might get some useful information out of the molecular 
makeup of this worlds' substances. If not then maybe he could use it 
for something- if he found out what it was for. 

~ 0 ~ 

Several meters back, both of his Pokemon were watching him with a 
substantial amount of disbelief. 

"**What is it doing?"** The Nidoran said. Ralts didn't know whether 
it was just wondering out-loud or if it was asking her. She took it 
upon herself to answer anyway. 

"**He thinks it is a trap." **She said and realized that her trainer 
must be looking quite foolish to the newly captured Pokemon. But that 
wasn't the case! The demon had been assaulted on multiple occasions- 
and he was a warrior after all. It would only make sense for him to 
be suspicious of shiny things lying down the road; even if said 
object was merely a trainer's item. 

" * * That ' s stupid. Why would it think so?" **The male responded. That 
remark angered her for some reason and she was quick to 
respond . 

"**Don't talk about him like that! It's not an 'it' he's a he!" **She 
snapped at the Nidoran, which dropped its ears and took a step 



backwards . 


" * * I ' m sorrya€ | He responded to her surprise. "**It's justa€ i this 
is all so new to mea€ being captured by a trainera€ | I barely just 
left my parents nesta€| "** 

That shocked Ralts. He was barely a kid, just like she was! She 
already felt guilty for snapping at him like that. "**I am sorry for 
being angry with youa€|"** She started, and then she remembered that 
she had acted mean to him during their fight. **"Also for insulting 
you like that, back there."** 

The Nidoran looked confused for a second before he too remembered. 
"**Don't worry about it; I was the one that attacked you 


Before the two of them could continue their conversation, the demon 
returned. He was carrying the strange item he found on his 
side . 

"Move out." He ordered and both of them understood that break time 
was over. Then the three of them- as Ralts was feeling better 
already, now that she had someone to actively talk to besides the 
demon-kept moving down the road. Eventually they took another turn 
but this time to the left, where they hit a dead end. At the end of 
the road lay another patch of tall grass, but this time to the side 
of the road. Beyond that was a gate, obviously the only way to 
proceed. This had to be the gate to viridian forest. 

Ralts could already feel a multitude of emotions and feelings 
originating from inside the forest, where there had to be at least 
half a dozen people scattered across the area. 

As quickly as the sensation had come, it disappeared again. The only 
emotions she could feel now where those of the Nidoran- which was 
still walking with them outside of its ball- and those of a trainer 
standing inside of the forest. 

~ 0 ~ 

So this was the entrance to Viridian forest? Funny, he had expected 
somethinga€ | well , more impressive. After all the ruckus that he had 
overheard some of the civilians back in the city cause, he half 
expected it to be on fire or something. Nevertheless, it never hurt 
to be careful. He didn't expect another biker gang to attack him- 
since he completely eradicated the one that did- but still, he alwas 
was unlucky. 

He moved to the side of the gate and took cover there. Then he aimed 
his rifle down the hall and scanned the interior for hostiles, 
sweeping his rifle from left to right. 

"Clear!" He called and gestured for Nidoran to move up with a subtle 
sweep of his hand. 

It didn't move. 

He stared at the creature for a second before remembering that had 
educated his other Pokemon in the military hand-signals used by 
special operations members. Great. 



"You're up!" He said instead and this time the message was clear. The 
Nidoran stepped forward until he was inside of the opening. Then he 
proceeded to the other side of the hall, where the exit-gate already 
lay . 

The Spartan moved next, taking a few quick strides to end up next to 
his Pokemon. Then Ralts joined them, instantly knowing that it would 
need to keep up with the group. He then exited the hall, stepping out 
to the right flank and covering their advance. Within a microsecond 
he took in the entire tactical picture: The forest was dark and 
compact, with entire segments of the area completely covered by tall 
menacing trees. There were many patches of grass scattered across the 
area and one person stood directly in front of him roughly six meters 
away. He was wearing a weird hat and a large bug catching net. Two 
poke balls adorned his abdomen and his head slowly turned towards the 
Spartan and his Pokemon entering the forest. 

No hostiles in sight- the only human in the area was this kid- he 
couldn't be much older than 16. 

"Don't shoot!" He cried out and held his hands in the air, terrified 
by the armed presence. The super-soldier wasn't planning on shooting 
this kid and he was already putting his weapon away when it cried 
out . 

"Relax, " The Spartan replied and stepped into the clearing- his eyes 
darting from left to right. "I'm not going to hurt you." 

"Oha€ | " The kid softly said while he was lowering his arms. "Why are 
you running around with a weapon? Are you a soldier? Your armor looks 
amazing! Are you here to fight team rocket?" 

He didn't really feel like responding, but he did just barge inside 
the forest pointing his gun at the kid. People got terrified for less 
than that and he couldn't justify his behavior with just a limited 
degree of paranoia. Even if it was justified. 

He had performed some missions in a civilian area before; during the 
Insurrectionist uprising of 2544 in the Chi Ceti IV system- after it 
had been taken into reuse by the UNSC. He had been forced to 'mingle' 
with the citizens without his armor for three days before he had a 
chance to complete his objective: the assassination of the Rebel 
captain Jakes. He had been successful in that matter- his presence 
hadn't been compromised and he had eliminated the target. 

But the conditions in which he had to complete his objective were far 
from optimal for him. It had been the toughest mission to that date; 
mainly because of the social interaction that might have given him 
away as a Spartan. So in preparation of the OP he had memorized many 
scripts and dialogues; his superior officers had hoped that that 
would be sufficient. 

They were right in the end. 

So when the Spartan encountered the kid, he knew that he had to act 
casually to prevent any form of negative attention 
arising . 


"Viridian city had a run-in with a local gang. I'm merely scouting 



the area." He said and hoped that the bug-catcher would not ask any 
more questions. This was exactly the kind of social interaction in 
which he couldn't shoot or Spartan-smash his way out of. A kid was no 
threat and he was not allowed to treat it like such until proven 
otherwise . 

So no threatening or violence. 

"You are also a trainer!" The kid suddenly said, his eyes glancing 
over the Ralts and Nidoran. "Cool! Can you please fight me? My 
pokemon need some training!" 

a€ | what ? 

Seriously? He was an armed seven-feet tall armored super-soldier and 
this kid wanted a trainer battle? He had better things to do! 

To his great annoyance, a small rational part in his head knew that 

he needed money to buy food, water and possible medicine for his 
Pokemon. He couldn't afford to rampage around the area without any 
form of currency to buy supplies in an emergency. That and his 
Pokemon needed more training if they were to survive after his 
departure- if that ever came. 

He never had to use money in his life bef orea€ | this would be a drag. 
Would the financial support be worth the wasted time? Was he really 

going to play games with some random kid he had never met? 

The more he needed to survive in this world the more he needed to set 
his dignity aside. 

"Fine, a quick one." He finally agreed. He would overwhelm the kid's 
pokemon with Ralts and its powerful psychic abilities and collect his 
money. After that, onwards to the next city. 

"Great!" The kid yelled and he pulled out his poke balls. All two of 
them. "Weedle ! Go!" He threw the first ball and a large yellow 
caterpillar appeared. 

The Spartan frowned and took a close look at the head. It had a 
distinctive red nose and two large bulging eyes. What caused his 
attention however was the large horn that adorned the creature's 
head. That would be as much of a problem as the Nidoran 's horn 
was . 

Wait a minute, the Nidoran! If its own horn was poisonous- and he had 
no doubt of it- then the Pokemon would be immune to the large 
caterpillar's poison. But he wasn't certain of that and he couldn't 
allow any of his Pokemon to get poisoned just because of his lack of 
strategic thinking. 

Pokemon fights were as much of a battle as fighting in a war was- at 
least for the strategic thinking. And that was actually where the 
similarities ended. Still, he needed to adapt to this strange world 
were fighting was done by intelligent animals and not by humans. 
Incidentally at least. 

From the large net and the clothing that the kid wore he deducted 
that this 'Weedle' had to be a bug type. Bug was weak to fire and 
air. He had neither of those, but still. 



The entire concept of type's and weaknesses made no sense to him 
whatsoever but he would play along. 


"Nidoran, your turn!" He called and at the same time made a subtle 
gesture that only Ralts noticed. It shuffled over to him at the same 
time Nidoran was walking forwards. As quietly as he could he could he 
whispered to it. 

"Are Weedle and Nidoran both poisonous?" 

The Ralts thought for a second and gazed at the two combatants 
getting ready for fighting. Then it nodded- to the Spartan's 
satisfaction. Now his plan would work and he would start with an 
advantage . 

"Weedle! Use poison sting!" The catcher yelled, confirming his 
theories further. The creature raised its head and suddenly its 
stinger glowed white. A series of thin, long needles shot out of the 
horn and they were all aimed at the Nidoran. HE knew that it was 
immune to the poison- if they used the same kind- but he still needed 
the element of surprise. 

"Dodge and close in with a zigzag pattern," He ordered his pokemon. 
The glistering hail of needles missed his Pokemon as it moved to the 
side, scattering harmlessly to the ground. Then the purple creature 
charged at the large worm. But he still wasn't close enough and the 
super-soldier knew that it had to dodge at least another volley- if 
the kid was clever enough to realize that himself, of 
course . 

"Quick! Use your silk shot!" Said kid yelled and the Weedle opened 
its mouth. 

Of course, caterpillars used silk to create cocoons . And spiders did 
so too- spiders could use their webs offensively, so perhaps this 
Weedle could do so too. Nidoran might be immune to the creature's 
damage, but it couldn't afford to get slowed down by the sticky 
silk . 

"Roll to your side over your left legs and continue your charge!" He 
responded, not wanting to give the kid any room for breathing. 

The Nidoran did as he instructed- without any form of martial arts 
training- and rolled over its side. Then it continued its charge and 
before the Weedle could do anything he rammed the insect with his own 
horn; . He hit it against the side of its head and knocked it out 
instantly . 

"No! Weedle!" The kid said as his little bug fell unconscious to the 
ground. Then he pulled out his first poke ball and called the 
creature back. "You did great Weedle! Let's see you beat my 
Caterpie ! " 

And with that the kid unleashed another worm, this time a green 
one . 

Seriously, which genius named these creatures? 

The Spartan didn't want to give his opponent a chance to strike first 



and ordered his first attack. 


"Nidoran, knock that thing over!" He was experimenting as much as he 
was improvising. He didn't know anything about these Pokemon and what 
the Nidoran could do. So he would have to adapt. 

"Caterpie! Shower the ground in front of you with your silk shot!" 

The kid retaliated, showing a surprising amount of know-how. As the 
Nidoran charged, the Caterpie shot out its sticky silk and this time 
he hit true. Nidoran' s legs became stuck to the ground and his charge 
was stopped dead. 

"Great! Now use your tackle!" The bug-catcher continued. That was 
exactly what the Spartan had been planning- the moment Nidoran got 
caught the strategies changed. 

"Wait for it!" He said to calm his PokAOmon's desperate struggle to 
free itself. It raised its ears in surprise but did not disobey him- 
nor could it, seeing as it was glued to the ground. 

The caterpillar surged forward with a surprising amount of momentum 
on its side. The moment it was almost on top of the helpless Nidoran, 
the Spartan gave him his orders. "Turn your head and ram it with your 
horn ! " 

The Nidoran blinked once and turned its head down just as the other 
Pokemon tried to ram into him. 

"Caterpie dodge it!" The kid cried out, but he was too late. 

Partially at least. The Caterpie turned to dodge but its speed 
carried him far enough for its side to crash into Nidoran' s horn. It 
squealed and quickly waggled backwards before the Nidoran could do 
any more damage. 

Once again, too late. Seeing as the Cater pie's natural color was 
green- just like its environment- the Spartan guessed that its way of 
avoiding predators was too blend in with his surroundings. If it were 
poisonous- pokemon or not- it would have bright colors to warn its 
potential enemies away. 

Like purple, for example. 

The caterpillar squirmed and rolled over the ground as the poison 
took its effect. 

"Damnit ! Caterpie, return!" The kid said with a soft voice- his 
enthusiasm completely disappeared. 

An understandable mistake, but a mistake nonetheless; Nidoran was 
caught on the ground with no hopes of moving for a while. Caterpie 
was poisoned yes, but not lethally so. The poison had yet to take its 
full effect. Had the Caterpie circled around and struck Nidoran from 
his side, repeated hits would have taken their toll on the 
Pokemon . 

The kid still had much to learn- but not from him. He would have to 
find someone else, the Spartan had showed enough kindness. He walked 
over to Nidoran and pried his fingers underneath its stomach. Then he 
pulled it free from the ground, finding completely zero difficulty in 
tearing the silk apart. The Nidoran growled thankfully and tried to 



snuggle his helmet. 


No . 

He pulled out his Poke ball and tapped the creature on its head- the 
red laser appeared and the Pokemon was sucked inside. 

"You beat me!" The bug catcher said, his voice oozing with 
disappointment to those that could understand the concept of 
emotion-filled tones. That meant just Ralts. "But it was fair and 
square- here, take this." The kid handed him a bundle of money, which 
the Spartan took after a second. 

"Thanks . " 

"No problem. I like your style, so let me give you some tips. Coming 
straight from the bug master himself!" He aimed with his thumb to his 
chest for a while, before realizing that the armored soldier in front 
of him didn't respond. So he scraped his throat and continued 
talking . 

"Your pokemon can get poisoned, paralyzed or burnt. They can also 
fall asleep. You can call their name to wake them up, but the other 
three aren't so simple to remove. You must use healing potions or get 
them to a pokemon center when that happens . For exampleaC | " 

He showed him the ball in which his Caterpie resided- "This little 
fella needs to get some attention and quickly! I think I will risk 
the journey to Viridian city seeing as you scared off the entire gang 
there ! " 

The kid's enthusiasm and awe for the Spartan was evident even to him 
and he suddenly found himself feeling uncomfortable. 

"Yeah they're gone. Better move quick- thanks for the tips kid." But 
then he remembered the item he found down the road and presented it 
to the bug-catcher. "Do you know what this is?" He quickly asked 
him . 

"Yes silly, that's a Potion! It heals your pokemon, but it won't help 
my Caterpie with his poisoning. See you later sir!" 

And with that the kid turned around and ran out of the forest, 
leaving the Spartan alone with a some new incomprehensible 
knowledge . 

The Ralts looked up at him and could feel the confusion. Then- when 
it thought that he wasn't looking- it giggled. The Spartan looked 
down at the Ralts, his expression unknown to it and then the creature 
stopped laughing. 

"You could use some more training too." He decided, causing the 
PokAOmon's to gasp in despair. 

Giggle at that . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Math is unsurprisingly ... distant .. . when concerning his personal 
life." 



"_Well what do you know? All those years of training finally paid 
off! You determined that the Spartan is distant when concerning 
personal things ! 

"_Don't insult me sergeant, unless you want me to start on you. No, 
he isn't just distant- he doesn't want to talk. From what I've 
gathered he absolutely despises any form of social interaction. But 
he keeps answering my quest ionsa€ | almost makes one wonder just how 
intense hisa€ | conditioning was, hmmm?"_ 

-Conversation between Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield and 
drill sergeant Mcgonnary- 23 April 2546. 

~ 0 ~ 

**It was very hard to find neutral ground between ' Grrr ! Spartan 
sociopathically ignore everything!' and having the him actually 
interact with his surroundings. I want to do many trainer battles, 
but seeing as our hero isn't exactly one to enjoy battling with 
pokemonaC | yeta€ | it ' s very hard to actually come up with some ideas on 
why to train and how to. But I hope that I pulled it offa€| .took a 
big step with this chapter.** 

**Anyway, will our Spartan remain a predator amongst sheep? Will he 
find actual challenges? ** 

**Will he finally be able to tell the difference between someone 
wanting to hug him and someone wanting to choke him? Tune in for the 
next chapter and find out!** 

**And by the way, if you can come up with a good character then maybe 
it will make a guest appearanceaC i dun dun dun!** 


9. Dug-in Hostiles pt 1 

**Let's seea€ | first of all I want to state something. I am aware of 
the fact that I post a new chapter every few days- which might seem 
very fast to some people. 

>Some people also say that if you burn too brightly at the beginning, 
you will burn out. Meaning that if I keep pumping out chapters every 
other day that I will eventually get the hated writers block- which I 
do not want. But during my journey to the study-cave called school, I 
spent at least two hours per day in a train. So even if I learn half 
of the time, that still leaves me with another hour of free time. I 
like to spend my time worthwhile because of reasons and I like to 
think that time spend writing is time spend well. Perhaps this 
explains why I work so fast. If not, then send me a message and I 
will be able to explain it in greater detail . <strong> 

**Then the fun part. Reviewers! I love reviews. ** 

**Lay Down Hunter, or Yutyrannus? Did you change your name? No 
matter, thank you for the kind words. Only your review on chapter 
7a€| was that sarcasm? :0 I never really know when people are. Anyway 
I appreciate that you keep putting up with me :D ** 

**Primordial Soul- your review made my day when I read it. Your 
positive feedback really contributes to my motivation as a writer and 



you are the only one to actually come up with a side-character that I 
could use. You sir, deserve one of my delicious and famous Internet 
cookies ! As for where I plan on taking the storyaC | I think a long 
way! I have some things planned out, but not all of them 
yet . ** 

**ZombieSlayers : Thanks for pointing that out-I hate it when I make 
mistakes, but I am very fond of compliments on my language. So I took 
the last part of your review as a compliment, if you don't mind? 

:p** 

* *Thestaradder : it seems that that particular scene is a good 
contestant for my 'Aaawwww' contest!** 

**And our guest. You have pointed out several things, but for the 
first real time I find myself disagreeing with some of them:** 

**The motion tracker: Like Spartan 262 said the sensory system of 
MJOLNIR uses an advanced form of technology called the quantum 
mirror. Seeing as on one occasion the motion tracker failed because 
of a crust of salt, I'd say that although it might be protected 
against EMP- it won't be protected against the raw forms of energy 
discharged during the Slipspace incident. You forget that it isn't 

just EMP- it is also a multitude of many forms of radiation. 

* * 


**The rest I can agree with, however I did point out that I plan a 
lot in advance. So I might have already come up with something that 
could cover that. Or maybe not, I won't spoil it.** 

**And yes, you got me with the walking pace of the Spartan. I know he 
could walk his way through Kanto in just two hours- but what kind of 
story would that be? :0 I would shame both my reviewers and myself if 
I rushed the story to its end within two hours. ** 

**But don't worry; fast paced action and wide open plains are yet to 

come ! * * 

**The Constitutionalist: a badass title for sure. I'm glad that you 
like it so much. I don't usually divulge details of my plot ( damn 

you Spartan 262 : ( ) but because of your faithful comment I can tell 

you- in secret, so the rest close your ears- that I have already 
decided on a name for our little Ralts!** 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Target vessel lost over the cliff sir. Inhabitants unknown, most 
likely location for them to go to is Pallet Town. Permission to 
continue the hunt?"_ 

"_Permission granted. 

Conversation between Operative S and unidentified Rocket member- two 
days after slipspace incident. 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" Human speech. 

"_Speech"_ Pokemon speech to humans 



"**Speech"** Speech between Pokemon 


"SPEECH" Pokedex entries 
~ 0 ~ 

Ralts lvl 16- significant moves: teleport, confusion and 
growl 

Nidoran lvl 8: significant moves: peck, poison sting 
~ 0 ~ 

For some reason the Pokedex could now identify certain 'moves' of 
Pokemon after he had scanned them with it. For example, the 'moveset ' 
of the Weedle that had been bashed into submission by his Nidoran 
included 'Poisen sting' and 'String shot' a€" poison and bug type 
attacks, respectively. 

He found this out the moment that the bug catcher and his Pokemon 
left the forest, when he thought that he needed some Intel on the 
used combatants. The best way to get this was by checking the 
increasingly useful Pokedex. But when he reread the entry for Weedle, 
he noticed the option 'moves' in the lower left corner. That might be 
invaluable to his understanding of the world and rules around him- he 
was no longer left in the dark when it came to fighting. Now he could 
direct his Pokemon with much more efficiency. 

He checked the option for his Nidoran- still inside of its ball- and 
found out that he too had the potential for launching poison barbs at 
his opponent. 

"Poison stinga€|" he muttered when he read it. It was still 
completely unknown to him what kind of chemical or biological make-up 
the poison used, but the bug catcher didn't seem to think that his 
pokemon was in mortal danger. 

So a combat poison that wasn't necessarily lethal? No matter, he 
couldn't allow Ralts to get any form of poisoning at all. The little 
thing was already feeble as it was, let alone when poisoned. 

And the potion healed pokemon? Why was he having a hard time 
believing that? Whoever the previous owner of this particular Potion 
was- he was either a huge idiot for losing it, or one clever bastard 
for placing it. While the first scenario would be positive to him- he 
couldn't possibly imagine that Pokemon trainers could be so 
stupid . 

As for the second scenarioa€ | that was the exact reason that he hadn't 
used it on Ralts yet. What if it was some sort of harmful substance? 
Back in human space, if one found a bottle laying down the road it 
was either alcohol or filled with drugs. Not exactly an enticing 
thought . 

So he wouldn't use the poison yet- no matter what the kid had told 
him. For all he knew the trainer was out for revenge because his 
pokemon had been poisoned, or because he had lost. No, he would be 
fine without vague wonder-potions, thank you very much. 



But his Nidoran was very tired from the fight now and Raltsa€|was 
still tired from its recent fighting. Had it even had something to 
drink or to eat? He didn't think so. 

"When was the last time you ate?" He asked the creature- which was 
now walking next to him again. It shook its head and gestured at the 
sky. Probably something like 'when the big bright ball was high in 
the skya€ | ' 

With a shock he remembered that this wouldn't be the first time a 
creature was talking about bright balls. When ONI had him test their 
newest translation software in an engagement between UNSC and 
Covenant forces, he overheard a Grunt that was about to throw a 
Plasma grenade screaming at the top of its lungs: "Enjoy my bright, 
blue balls ! " 

That was particularly disturbing seeing as the alien had only one 
grenade primed- it had to be some sort of malfunction in the 
software. Probably because a plasma mortar had nearly vaporized him 
five minutes prior to that encounter. Those things gave off a hell of 
a lot of interference. 

Anyways, he had shot the grenade in the grunt's hand with a 
well-placed shot of his sidearm and watched the entire fire-team go 
up in a blue flash. 

So he hoped for Ralts that it wasn't thinking of bright balls, or he 
would have to teach it somea€ i mind-breaking physics about the 
sun . 

In theory at least. But when it came to actually punishing the little 
Pokemon with things he always seemed to let it off the easy way. He 
had no idea why he did that. As a Spartan he was immune to the whole 
puppy-eyes concept. 

Right ? 

For several minutes they continued walking, encountering two more 
kids that were out catching bugs. The first one had two Weedle ' s and 
one Caterpie- which fought exactly the same as the first ones had- 
and the second one had two interesting Pokemon. 

"Go Metapod!" He yelled as he threw his Poke ball. The capturing 
device hit the ground and it sprang open. Revealing the form of some 
sort of green, sickle-shaped cocoon with eyes. 

The Spartan frowned as he recognized some of the creature's features, 
but he couldn't place exactly where he had seen them before. 

He decided to give the Pokedex another swing and he pulled it out, 
whilst at the same time ordering his Ralts to watch the creature, to 
see if it couldn't see a few exploitable weaknesses. 

"METAPOD, THE COCOON POKEMON. IT IS THE EVOLVED VERSION OF CATERPIE 
AND HAS THE ABILITY TO HARDEN ITS SHELL, MAKING IT MORE RESILIENT TO 
PHYSICAL ATTACKS. IT CAN'T MOVE ON ITS OWN UNLESS THE OWNER TRAINED 
IT AS A CATERPIE, IN WHICH CASE IF REMEMBERS HOW TO TACKLE ITS 
FOES . " 


The evolved version of Caterpie? What? Some sort of co-evolved 



subspecies or something? Or perhaps some sort of mutation? 


It was a cocoona€ i the Caterpie had been a caterpillar. Perhaps this 
one was just a Caterpie that had spun a cocoon around itself. So why 
use the phrase evolved? 

The Metapod simply 'stood' there, watching Ralts with its uncanny 
eyes . 

"Metapod! Use Harden!" The kid yelled and the Pokemon responded, its 
eyes closing in concentration as its shell hardened. 

Physical attacks didn't work? He briefly wondered if the Metapod 
could withstand a five hundred-kilogram curb stomp but then quickly 
discarded the idea. 

Pokemon were as intelligent as humans, professor Oak had saida€ | and 
he had no reason to think otherwise. Besides, this one posed no 
threat to him and was being owned by a trainer. No bloody curb-stomps 
today . 

The Ralts seemed to be done with its investigation from afar and 
decided to come closer. It kept the Metapod in its sights though, 
just like he had taught it to. 

"You are doing great Metapod! Keep using harden!" The kid yelled at 
his Pokemon. 

Positive feedback when there wasn't anything positive to support? 
Stupid and unnecessary. 

When Ralts was close enough it extended its arm and poked the Metapod 
in its face. It quickly closed its eyes to prevent them from being 
hurt, but its assailant wasn't even aiming for the eyes. Ralts was 
simply poking it in the face without any form of hostile 
intent . 

"Concentrate!" The Spartan said, snapping his Pokemon out of its 
stupor. _"Ralts ral ! The creature said and stepped back- but the 
repeated poking against the metapod's face had disrupted its balance 
and it tilted- and fell. 

"Pod Metapod!" It cried when it fell, unable to recover its 
balance . 

The Spartan could have hit himself in the face because of all the 
stupidity around him. His pokemon was poking the other one- which had 
no offensive capabilities whatsoever- in the face and it had actually 
worked. Ralts' quirky traits had actually done something worthwhile 
for once. 

"How about finishing it?" He spoke to his pokemon in slow, 
concentrated sentences. The stupidity of the situation he found 
himself in was almost too much for him and he needed to calm himself 
down before he actually got frustrated. 

Ralts seemed to concentrate too; but in contrast to the Spartan it 
was doing so to help express itself. A green aura covered the little 
thing and it gestured at the Metapod. An invisible force slammed into 
it from the front and the bug pokemon was slung backwards- right 



against a tree. 


Was he merely imagining things or could he actually see the air 
distort when Ralts used its psychic abilities? 

"No! Metapod!" The bug catcher cried and ran up to his Pokemon, 
cradling the useless creature in his arms like it was his dearest 
friend. "You did good Metapod! You can rest now!" 

Then he looked at the Spartan again. Since he had entered the forest, 
these people were doing nothing but bombarding him with questions 
and- when he wouldn't answer them- challenged him to Pokemon 
fights . 

Why did they even care who he was, what he was doing here or what he 
was wearing and why he was carrying guns? The Marines in the UNSC 
gave him odd looks and avoided him whenever possible- unless when on 
the battlefield, in which case he was like a lantern to marine-f lies- 
but they never asked him questions. And that was the way he liked 
best . 

"Alright! Let's see you beat my next pokemon! Go, Kakuna ! " He yelled 
and threw his last Poke ball. 

The super-soldier (who was expecting some kind of mean looking SOB to 
appear) felt a twang of disappointment when he beheld the next 
opponent . 

It looked like the Metapod- but this one was one was yellow and it 
had large, black eyes. 

'Let me guessa€| ' He thought, 'the evolved form of Weedle.' He didn't 
need to check the Pokedex for this one- he had discovered a pattern. 
These creatures- these bug pokemon- were all over this forest and 
these kids were actively trying to become bug-trainers. He knew this 
because they spouted the facts about bugs and themselves whenever 
possible . 

So the ecosystem in this forest was dedicated to bugs. And seeing as 
this one resembled the previous patterns, this had to be the 
developed form of a Weedle. 

"Kakuna! Use Poison sting!" The kid yelled, nearly causing the Ralts 
by surprise. 

But not the Spartan. The instant he concluded that the Kakuna was the 
Weedle ' s next stage in life, he knew that it would have some sort of 
venomous ability. 

"Teleport to its rear!" He barked as soon as the kid started ordering 
his bug to attack. Ralts thankfully didn't waste any time with 
hesitating and immediately enveloped itself with the green aura. Then 
it disappeared- an instance before the hail of needles hit the air 
where it had been before it teleported. 

"What?" The bug catcher yelled and growled with frustration. "Kakuna! 
Turn around, quickly!" 

Too late. "Ralts, blast it" He calmly said and watched with a faint 
sense of satisfaction as the Kakuna got hit by the near-invisible 



attack. But then, much to his surprise, the Kakuna actually fell 
backwards and fainted. Unlike the Metapod- which had tried to get up 
again- this bug simply gave up the moment the attack hit him. 

It was most likely a poison and bug type- seeing as the Ralts' attack 
had an above-average effect on it. That and the fact that it was 
spewing poisonous needles whenever possible. 

"No! Kakuna!" The bug catcher yelled and angrily called its pokemon 
back. "What kind of pokemon is that? I have never seen one 
before ! " 

Perhaps if he simply opened his eyes and realized that bugs weren't 
everything in life he would have. 

"Unknown-" The Spartan said and walked past the kid. "We're moving 
out . " 

Ralts didn't need anything else to get it moving. It looked less 
exhausted every time it used its abilities and he could actually 
start to see some progress in the training. When the kid was well out 
of range, the Spartan spoke again. "Hungry? Let's get you something 
to eat . " 

~ 0 ~ 

Of course she was hungry! Couldn't the demon hear the noises her 
tummy made? She was hungry for a long time now! She could really use 
a snack. And something to drink. Some sleepa€|a nice bath. And a warm 
nest to curl up in and sleep. And some companions with whom she could 
actually converse. 

But the demon wouldn't understand her anyways, so she simply nodded 
like a good little girl. 

"Good." He said and looked around. Then he simply walked off- but not 
before releasing the Nidoran from his ball and leaving him with 
her . 

"You two behave!" He told them and left. As soon as the demon had 
turned its back to them and started walking, she turned to the purple 
Pokemon and hugged him- careful not to touch his poisonous 
horn . 

"**I missed you!"** She said. Then she realized that she was actually 
touching another creature out of herself and she quickly let it go. 
"**He doesn't talk mucha€ | "** She said, hoping that that would be 
sufficient to justify her actions. 

"**I missed you too!"** The boy replied to her surprise. "**It gets 
lonely inside of that ball. But never mind that- what are you going 
to do about it?"** 

Do about it? About being lonely? Or about not being able to talk with 
a demon? 

She started to formulate a reply that wouldn't betray her ignorance, 
but then she felt the emotions that the Nidoran was experiencing. 
There was no curiosity in there, no intent to solve a problem. 



It was a sense of panic and fear. 

~ 0 ~ 

As the Spartan was walking through the dark forest, he was searching 
around the trees in an attempt to identify something edible. Fruits, 
vegetables or perhaps living creatures that he could hunt down and 
kill. Perhaps Ralts and Nidoran wouldn't eat other pokemon and 
perhaps they did. It mattered little seeing as they needed to get 
something in their stomachs. 

But to no avail; all he saw were trees filled with Kakuna; the 
gold-brown insects were absolutely littering the trees. Which was 
weird, because he hadn't actually seen them. Come to think about it, 
the part of the forest where had had beaten the bug catchers was 
devoid of any form of Kakuna. 

It had also been very loud- filled with noises and chattering of bugs 
and other creatures. 

So why was this area so silent? Was it because it was a different 
ecosystem, where only Kakuna lived? 

Or simply hang around in their trees, showing no signs of life 
whatsoever? 

~ 0 ~ 


"**What is wrong?"** Ralts asked the scared boy, not really sure 
whether she wanted to know or not . 

"**Be quiet!" **he snapped at her in a low voice. That hurt her 
feelings! Why would he be cross with her. She hadn't done anything 
wrong! That was just plain mean. 

She felt tears threatening to break out and she fought as hard as she 
could to keep them back. She wouldn't cry because some stupid Nidoran 
insulted her! The demon had taught her better than that.! 

Just as she was about to give the purple pokemon a sharp remark, it 
continued talking. **"Can you hear them?"** The poison-type said, 
causing new waves of complicated feelings in Ralts' little body. What 
was he hearing that could cause him so much distress? His feelings of 
fear were now bordering on full-blown panic and she knew that he was 
trying his best to control himself. 

"**What are you hearing?"** She replied, lowering her voice as 
well . 

"**The KakunaaC | "** The Nidoran said and slowly looked around the 
area. His ears were in a constant blur of motion, turning from one 
direction to another without pause. 

"**What is with the Kakuna?"** The Ralts said, a feeling of dread 
slowly rising in her stomach. She didn't know much of the local 
Pokemon here- the Nidoran did. He was native to this place and she 
was not. "**I can't hear them. Your hearing-"** 

The rest of her sentence was cut off as the Nidoran interrupted her. 
"**Me neither!"** 



~ 0 ~ 

Ah, there! In the top of a very large tree- a dozen meters ahead- he 
could spot the red distinctive shapes of apples. There had to be at 
least four dozen of them- enough for Ralts and Nidoran to recover 
valuable nutrients that they might have lost during the journey. 

The tree was very large- easily twice as wide as he was. It was also 
kind ofa€ | separated from the rest of the trees. Curious. Still, he 
could easily climb up and grab the apples. 

But they all hung amidst hordes of Kakuna and he wasn't too sure on 
how the ecosystem would react if he simply disturbed them to grab the 
apples. Not that it mattered to him, he simply wanted those apples 
and he would get them. He covered the remaining few meters and 
stopped at the base of the tree. 

There had to be at least three Kakuna for every apple he could spot. 
He would try to not disturb them too much- they were as intelligent 
as humans after all; who knew how they might react? 

~ 0 ~ 

"**I don't understand!" **Ralts replied, hoping that the sadness in 
her tone wasn't too obvious. "**Why can't you hear them? Your ears 
are much better than mine!"** 

"**Are you crazy?"** The Nidoran asked. Again she tried to bite back 
the tears that threatened to overwhelm her. "**I am just not from 
aroundaC | " * * 

The Nidoran gasped and stepped closer to her. "**That explains it! If 
you don't know the KakunaaC | then you can't possibly know!"** 

"**Know what!" **Ralts urged, wanting the Pokemon to finish already. 
"**What do I need to know?"** 

The Nidoran seemed to hesitate for a while before finally answering. 
"**Theya€ | hatch. **" 


~ 0 ~ 

Something was wrong. He could feel it and he wasn't happy about it. 

He looked around. He was high up in the tree; having improvised a 
carrying bag from a bug catcher's net that he had found lying on the 
ground. He didn't know why someone would just leave one lying around, 
but that didn't matter much. With the net he could carry as much as a 
dozen apples, but the weird feeling in his gut didn't 
disappear . 

What was wrong? Was he being hunted? If only his motion tracker 
worked. The tree was still covered with the Kakuna, the apples were 
good to go and both of his Pokemon had each other covered. So what 
was wrong? 

Then it hit him what was wrong. Forests were usually so noisy with 
the many birds and other critters that loudly proclaimed their love 
and need to reproduce that it was hard to concentrate in those areas. 
This area was too silent- he had thought so earlier, but he didn't 



give it anymore thought. Now however, he did. So why was this area so 
silent ? 

He slowly moved his head from side to side. These KakunaaC | were 
awfully still. If they were a cocoona€ | then what were they actually 
morphing into? He grabbed his Pokedex- hoisted the net with apples to 
his shoulder and activated the button. 

Immediately he wished he hadn't. 

"KAKUNA IS A TRANS ITIAL STAGE BETWEEN WEEDLE AND BEEDRILL. THEY 
REMAIN INACTIVE UNTIL THEY EVOLVE INTO DEADLY BEEDRILLS AND HATCH- 
THIS PROCESS WILL BE SPED-UP IF THEY ARE DISTURBED." 

Again with the evolving instead of developing. So these things lay 
dormant until they turned intoa€ i beedrills ? What the hell were those? 
A combination of bee and drilla€| that couldn't be good. 

He suddenly became aware of every motion he made- almost zero though. 
He shifted his eight from his right leg to his left and slowly backed 
off. These things were with enough to swarm through the entire 
forest- he should have never left Ralts and Nidoran alone. If the 
Kakuna hatched and became bees, then they were in big trouble. 

>The branch on which he placed his rear leg suddenly gave way and 
snapped. Adrenaline flowed through his systems as he nearly fell. In 
a reflex he grabbed a nearby branch and accidently shook it . <p> 

The combined noise of the breaking and shaking branches was enough 
for the closest Kakuna to softly twitch. Just barely and very faint, 
but present nonetheless. 

The super-soldier held his breath and tried to blend in with his 
background. That didn't work very well when you were a white 
seven-feet tall Spartan and your background was a grey 
tree-trunk . 

For a moment it seemed that the Kakuna would believe that there 
wasnA't anything to worry about, but then another began to vibrate 
and another. The entire tree was now rustling with the sounds of 
shaking exoskeletons. He didn't feel like sticking around to behold 
the wonder of nature and jumped out of the tree- from more than ten 
meters high. He landed on the ground and rolled once to dissipate the 
force behind his jump and then forced his body to a hold. 

Crap. He had forgotten about that. 

This large apple-tree wasn't the only one covered with the Kakuna- 
there were some other trees and it looked like they were a bit faster 
with their evolution. The outermost layer of Kakuna began to shine- 
actually shine- with white light. His visor polarized and he could 
see the shapes of the cocoons bend a little before their backs split 
open. A pair of wings appeared from resulting opening and slowly the 
back of a new Pokemon became visible- ten times. 

He had seen enough to know where this was going. He had disturbed the 
bee-nest and his Pokemon were out there, all alone. If these things 
reached thema€ | there wouldn't be much left to save. 

And it would truly be his fault. In order to prevent that, he would 
have to reach them before these creatures did. He unslung his assault 



rifle and turned towards where he had come from. A large shape flew 
past his sight and he could make out a large stinger on a yellow 
abdomen . 

These things were at least one meter tall! Talk about killer-bees. He 
started running, taking large powerful strides that soon propelled 
him to a speed of at least twenty miles per hour. The Beedrills were 
now flying all around him and he could make out more features as he 
shot them with his MA5C carbine. Two large, sleek arms with enormous 
stingers for hands. Large red eyes that glistered with deadly 
intent-antenna's that could pick up his movements and sounds with 
ease . 

But their chitinous armor was no match for his bullets and soon the 
ground behind him was littered with the remains of dead Beedrills. 

Not that he stopped to watch- he was too busy navigating the thick 
trees and knocking the monsters in front of him away with the butt of 
his rifle. 

Left right left- there they were! Nidoran was jumping at a Beedrill 
that had somehow split up from the larger part of the group to attack 
them. Ralts was simultaneously fighting two of the swarming 
creatures- alternating between blasting one with its psychic power 
and pushing the other away from flanking Nidoran. 

As amusing as it was to watch them fight these Pokemon, he had to get 
them out of here or else they would be overwhelmed. In one fluid move 
he grabbed Nidoran ' s ball, activated it to recall the creature and 
put it away again. By that time his momentum had carried him close 
enough for him to reach out and grab Ralts with his other arm. 

Nidoran was now safe and he held Ralts in his hand, almost safe. 

He was careful not to squeeze to hard as he navigated through the 
swarming animals. With only one hand available for shooting he was 
still satisfied to see that everytime he pulled the trigger another 
Beedrill died. 

He was forced to take alternative measures in his close combat, 
choosing to use his elbows and legs to slam the attacking creatures 
away from his helmet. They couldn't possibly hurt him but they could 
impair his vision and he couldn't allow that. 

In the distance he could see another kid, this time an even younger 
one with blue shorts and a yellow shirt, wearing a blue hat. He 
didn't know about the threat and he was in no condition to run away 
from such ferocious and fast predators. 

The kid was a liability, a snag in his escape plan. If he took him 
with him then he wouldn't be able to fire his weapon and defend 
himself and Ralts. He would be forced to trust on his agility and 
speed alone; hoping that that would be enough for them to reach the 
exit. He shouldn't take the youngster- wouldn't take the 
youngster . 

As he ran by the kid he reached out and yanked him off his feet, 
placing him over his right shoulder without breaking stride. 

"Heya€ | what ! " He was able to say before he noticed the multiple 
dozens of swarming beedrills chasing them. "Shit!" He screamed and 
wrapped his free arm around the Spartan's neck in fear. 



Carrying both Ralts and the child might prevent him from using his 
weapon, but as a Spartan- and as a soldier- he couldn't leave a 
single human behind for monsters to tear apart. He would strive to 
save as much humans as he could- even if it meant putting himself in 
harm's way. Because that- he had learned long ago- was what being a 
soldier was all about. Sacrificing yourself so that civilians could 
live without fear and pain. 

But that didn't mean he valued the human above Ralts and- by extend- 
Nidoran. He would put himself in danger for the kid but not his 
Pokemon . 

The additional weight did nothing to weigh him down and he darted 
between trees and obstructions without any difficulty. After two 
minutes of running from the swarm he noticed something in the 
distance. He hit his visor's zoom and a gate just like the one he had 
entered from sprung into view. Three police-officers were standing at 
the gate, directing civilians to get inside. 

Within five seconds he got into hearing range and he could hear the 
people screaming. The swarm was in hot pursuit and he realized that- 
if the gate let to another town- people would be endangered. 

He needed to make a stand and drive off the Beedrills. Luckily 
holding lines on his own against overwhelming odds was one of his 
specialties. The moment that the police-men and women saw him they 
beckoned for him to get to safety. 

They should watch and learn. 

In one second he dumped the kid and Ralts inside the gate and turned 
around, his assault rifle at the ready. 

"I don't know who or what you are or where you came from," one of the 
officers said, "but I see that you got guns and that is all I care 
about . " 

A second officer- a woman this time- stepped forwards while shouting. 
"I need all the fire and flying pokemon here at the double! Any 
psychic or ice pokemon too, get to it!" 

She threw a Pokemon ball in the air- as did the two other officers- 
and a total of three Pokemon appeared. They looked like dogs- red and 
white dogs with pieces of fur sticking out from their heads. They 
barked and growled at the approaching force. 

Those were probably the weaknesses of the Beedrills- it looked like 
this wasn't the first swarm that they had to drive off. His 
appearance had turned the humans' luck around though: his Ralts was a 
psychic pokemon and hea€|well, he was a Spartan. Enough said. 

His combat instincts were working in overdrive as his mind processed 
information at an amazing speed. "Ralts, get behind those dogs and 
concentrate on supporting our flanks. Don't let any of them inside 
the building ! " 

Then he turned to the officers and let his professional eye gaze over 
their formation: it was sloppy and uncoordinated. They needed to get 
their shit together. 

>"Your ranks are weak and left open to exploits. You there, you get 



behind him and you take up the left flank. The other left one. Now 
you two crouch and open fire!"<p> 


Thankfully the policemen and a€" women had some form of training. 
Without protest they assumed the combat position he had thought up 
for them and two of them pulled out sidearms- classic 
six-shooters . 

He had already begun picking off targets one at a time while ordering 
the undisciplined officers to take up their positions. By the time 
they could order their pokemon to attack the swarm and open fire 
themselves, he had already shot fifteen bugs out of the air. 

"Use flamethrower!" The officers yelled and as one, their Pokemon 
opened their maws and a torrent of flame exited their throats. It 
might have shocked him at an earlier time; but right now he was 
shooting giant bees with stingers for arms out of the air and his 
psychic pokemon was blasting the flanking monstrosities out of the 
air with its mind. So fire-spewing dogs didn't really seem that odd 
right now. 

While the Pokemon did a decent job of taking out the approaching 
swarms, the police-officers were lousy shots and their reloading 
times were taking so long that he could have reloaded seven times in 
the time it took them to. Eventually they all emptied their clips at 
the same time and the firepower of their three-man team was 
completely removed as they all started reloading their revolvers at 
the same time. 

Lucky for them, they had a genetically enhanced super-soldier in 
their midst that _did_ know how to engage a superior force. The 
firepower put out by the Spartan was too powerful, too well-aimed and 
soon the ground was covered with bodies. After a minute of fighting, 
the numbers of the Beedrill were thus exhausted that they choose to 
cease their attack. The last survivors flew off and he let them get 
away without hesitation. He might need the ammo in later encounters 
and it was only stupid to shoot the retreating forces in this 
case . 

The silence that followed was only disturbed by the heavy panting of 
the pokemon and the police force that had been fighting. Funny, he 
had yet to break a sweat . 

He turned to face the team and thought about chastising them for 
their incompetence. He quickly discarded the idea, however. It would 
only cause more interaction and he had no desire to talk longer than 
he needed. So while the three humans were gazing at him- the kid was 
still cowering with his hands covering his head- he beckoned for 
Ralts to fall behind him. 

As he walked towards the exit- wanting to get out of the forest ASAP- 
one of the officers suddenly yelled "Halt!" 

He stopped and turned to face him. 

"Who are you? Where did you get those weapons?" He said. If only the 
Spartan was able to determine emotions by listening to underlying 
tones; he might have known whether this man was threatening him or 
not. Now he couldn't simply shoot him- he was obligated to respond or 
he was the one initiating hostilities. 



"Just a passing traveler. I am not from around." And that would have 
to suffice; he wasn't planning in divulging any more Intel. He picked 
up the Ralts- who was waiting for him with its arms stretched out- 
and exited the forest. 

The moment he exited the structure connecting the forest to the city, 
he was bombarded by dozens of questions from all the people that had 
been forced to flee Viridian forest. 

"What happened?" 

"Who are you?" 

"Is that a gun?" 

"Are we save?" 

"Who disturbed the Beedrill!" 

He only responded with a brief "All clear." and continued moving 
towards this Pewter City. The officers would have to explain the 
situation to the scared civilians- if they were able to do so. 

He picked up a decent marching speed and walked down the road without 
stopping. He needed to get both Ralts and Nidoran to a pokemon Center 
once again and he needed to get something to drink. Between getting 
knocked out by the Slipspace drive and his fight with the Beedrill he 
had been forced to process and move through an entire new world. 
Having spent as much as two days like that, he felt a bit 
thirsty . 

During their trip, Ralts was getting increasingly uneasy. He knew 
that the Pokemon could sense emotions and feelings from surrounding 
creatures and that it would get disturbed whenever those were 
negative. But he saw nothing out there and he couldn't do anything 
but simply keep walking down the road and keeping his eye out. 

But he began to feel it to: the weird sensation of approaching 
danger, the faint sense of trouble about to raise its ugly head. He 
thought about the Viridian city and how it had been terrorized by a 
biker gang. What trouble could this city be in? What could possibly 
be upsetting his Pokemon? 

When he arrived at the end of the road, he noticed that the trees to 
his left flank had all but disappeared and made way for a large wall 
of stone. It stretched for at least three hundred meters before 
bending to the right. In the corner of that stone wall lay Pewter 
city. A natural protection against flanking maneuvers- but also a 
weakness against attacking from above. The enemy would be able to get 
to higher ground if they fought hard enough and then they could rain 
death down below. 

The Spartan was aware that the mood in this village already 
seemedaC | darker than that of Viridian city. The people here were 
staring at him with weird expressions. 

The town of pewter city could be a relatively cozy spot: lying safe 
in the stone arms, having enough buildings to support around half a 
hundred people, this should be a nice community. So what was making 



these people so grim? 


Ralts became increasingly upset and before they reached the pokemon 
center, he actually had to stop and prevent it from falling off. 

"What is it!" He asked the pokemon. Much to his surprise, it didn't 
respond and kept moaning, wiggling back and forth and trying to get 
away . 

Enough was enough. "Relax! I saved you from a hundred giant bugs with 
three stingers each! Don't you think I can protect you?" He asked it. 
That shut it up for a while. 

While he was walking towards the red building that was the Pokemon 
hospital, he noticed some distinctive buildings. One of them had a 
blue roof, another one had a large brown roof. In the distance he 
spotted a large museum. 

He entered the pokemon center and noticed that there were two nurses 
already working hard to serve a few other trainers and pokemon. He 
mentally sighed and walked to the reception counter. It took two 
minutes for the Nurse to appear, but when she did her eyes inmediatly 
dialeted . 

Why was that? 

"I know youa€ | " She hissed and looked around, hoping that nobody had 
heard her. Then she gave him a sudden smile and said out loud: 
"Welcome to the pokemon Center, how may I help you?" 

He cocked one eyebrow in surprise but didn't comment on her sudden 
change of behavior. "I have two pokemon that need healing; one of 
them inside and one of the outside a poke ball." 

"Sure!" The nurse said and reached out, the palm of her hand aimed 
upwards. While she did she whispered at him again. "My sister told me 
that you were coming!" 

Then her hand stopped moving and she asked him for his poke balls. He 
gave her Nidoran's and picked up Ralts. He set it on the counter and 
leaned forwards, his next words only audible for the Psychic Pokemon. 
"Act normally, something is wrong." 

Despite its problems, the Ralts was still alble to get its mind 
together and it nodded. Then it yawned and pointed at its gaping 
mouth, before rubbing her stomach. Clever little thing, to attract 
the attention to such a small detail while he could do his 
work . 

"What is wrong?" He whispered to the Nurse. 

"Please wait for a moment!" She said loudly and put Nidoran's ball 
inside some machine. While it was doing whatever it was that it did, 
she continued her speech. "The city is in lockdown, nobody gets out. 
We don't know why or how!" 

Lockdown? Had enemy soldiers cut off the city's supplies or 
something? That wasn't a big problem- he would just smash it. 

"I can't say more, you will just have to see for yourself." She 
whispered and looked around again, totally not suspicious or 



anything. "Here are your pokemon back sir!" She added with a loud 
voice. "Your other pokemon will just have to eat and drink something 
before moving on. It is famished. 

Famished? Of course, he had completely forgotten about that. He 
grabbed the net with apples that he had taken with him and untied it. 
He took out four apples and released Nidoran from his ball. The 
Spartan pretended to not see the many gazes and hear the many 
whispers while he was busy and instead focused on feeding his 
Pokemon- which wasn't hard at all. Both of them immediately fell upon 
the fruit and devoured it within half a minute. 

Hungry little buggers. He took out another four apples and left the 
other ones with Joy. "Give these to the trainers here," He said. If 
the town truly was in lockdown then these people would be starving- 
he didn't need the remaining pieces of fruit and his own pokemon had 
enough to be satisfied. 

"Thank you sir!" The Nurse said, obviously surprised by his gesture. 
"I will see to it immediately!" 

While she was moving to spread the food, he looked at his Pokemon and 
decided that he would scout ahead on his own. When he had determined 
the best course of action, he would free this town and ask for some 
more directions- his trail ended here, at pewter city. 

"Alright you two," He said, dropping his voice to a whisper. "I don't 
like what I am seeing here and I will scout out ahead. You two find 
somewhere to hide in this center and I will meet you in fifteen 
mikes . " 

The two creatures simply stared at him, without moving an inch. It 
occurred to him that they might not have understood him completely/ 
"Fifteen minutes." Now they nodded. 

"Take care of each other while I'm gone!" He added and turned around. 
He was certain that his pokemon could stay out of trouble long enough 
for him to find it on his own. 

He was sure that it would take very long for him to actually find out 
what was going on in this town. He would need to ask around, get 
people to answer his questions and then he would still need to get a 
bead on his target. After that he would terminate if possible and 
proceed to clear the city of potiential hostiles. Who they might be, 
he didn't know. 

More bikers? Mercenaries? Soldiers? Maybe he could simply find a way 
to sneak past them and move on. 

Whatever the case, he had not expected for the cause of the entire 
ruckus to be actually waiting just outside waiting for him. The 
moment he stepped out of the Pokemon Center, the faint humming sound 
that he had though to pick up on his way to the city had gotten 
louder. He moved eastwards, as a wooden sign nailed to a wall near 
the eastern exit had told him to. He walked past a last house and the 
full view of the outer passage was revealed to him. 

No, no no! This couldn't be? How could they be here, they couldn't 
be ! 



At the east exit of Pewter city, roughly a hundred meters ahead of 
him, was the distinctive wavering form of an energy shield. 


Pewter city was blocked off by a giant energy wall. But, much to his 
surprise and confusion, this shield wasn't colored like the usual 
deployable covenant shields or even the shielding of the Jackels. So 
either this was some form of experimental shielding, ora€ 

Or what? 

~ 0 ~ 


"_I want to know, where did he go"_ 

"_I don't know, really !"_ 

"_You are lying. I can see it in your face. You are afraid of him- 
worried because he is strange and new. But you are also afraid of me- 
for the same reasons and the fact that you think that you know who I 
work for. You fear for your involvement in these events anda€ | you 
worry about a loved one? Is that it?"_ 

"_Whata€ i howa€ | 

"_Judging by the way your eyes softened but your mouth hardened, I 
would say a little kid. DaughteraC i or son? No wait, both ! 

"_How did you-"_ 

"_Should I continue? Tell me where to find him!"_ 

-Conversation between Operative S and anonymous aide in professor 
Oak's laboratory, two days after Pelican crash. 

~ 0 ~ 

**Oh no! A giant energy shield is blocking the entry to Route 3! How 
could this have happened, what is going on?** 

**Pllllllllllllllllot twiiiiiist ! ** 

**Has anyone else heard of the new pokemon series called Pokemon: 
origins ? * * 


**The concept is amazing but I fear that they are rushing it a bit. 
In the first episode ( spoilers) Red already fights Brock in the 
gym ! * * 

**My story took 8 chapters to get to pewter city. Perhaps I am 
missing a point, though.** 

**Anyway, don't forget to Review and Fave and Follow and everything! 
I have recently reached the 30 reviews and I plan on accumulating 
more! MORE!** 

**Until next time.** 


10. Dug-in Hostiles pt 2 



**So Pokemon: origins is only four episodes? That teaches me for 
watching only one and then immediately drawing conclusions. Oh well, 
doesn't matter. SpartanRedAsh when it comes to the protagonist, 
right ? * * 

**For the record, I appreciate every new follower and faver. Right 
now I have around twenty of both and I can only hope that the number 
will increase!** 

**Also, I have reached the average of 4 reviews per chapter. Let's 
see if we can't raise this! And to do this, I do need more reviews. 

So if you are new or haven't done so yet, feel free to simply leave 
some feedback, information or even a small Side-character. ** 

* * To the people that did review: you are awesome. 

Period . * * 

**Monsieur Constitutionalist: DAOjA vu? I wouldn't knowa€ | dAOjA vu? 
I wouldn't knowa€ | Any case, the situation will be solvedaC i or 
nota€ | in this chapter! Thanks for the compliments in any 
case . ** 

**I think a certain Spartan-reviewer forgot to actually sign in as a 
Spartan. But that doesn't matter; said reviewer is our Guest :D 
Thanks for the awesome feedback man; I see that my grammar still 
needs a bit more tweakingaC i 2 62 * * 

**Nothing more to talk about for the momentaC | I 
think . * * 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Don't underestimate the power of the operative's gift. Her ability 
to read people like an open book has been invaluable to many 
interrogation sessions in our hideout. Since we started using her, 
the need for torture has been reduced to only personal needs. She can 
peer right into your soul and tell you your deepest fears and 
nightmares. And she does it with a smile. 

"_So why send her on this scouting mission? Why not one of our 
designated recon units?"_ 

"_Because a ship is piloted by a human being. And this human is new 
to Kanto- we need to subdue him or her before they can inform someone 
of our operations. You are dismissed! 

"_Sir ! 

-conversation between anonymous Rocket member and 
Officer . 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" Human speech. 

"_Speech"_ Pokemon speech to humans 
"**Speech"** Speech between Pokemon 


"SPEECH" Pokedex entries 



~ 0 ~ 

Ralts lvl 17- significant moves: teleport, confusion and 
growl 

Nidoran lvl 11: significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick . 

~ 0 ~ 

Ralts chewed on her piece of apple as she let her eyes glide over the 
situation. The demon had told them to stay out of sight, but the raw 
torrent of emotions and feelings that flooded the room were too 
interesting for her to simply ignore them. 

"**Why is trainer gone?"** Nidoran asked, confusion clearly evident 
in his underlying tone. The kid was a bit dazzled by the recent 
developments . 

"**The city is bad. He wants to find out whya€ i " **She responded 
between bites. How he knew that the city was bad was beyond her. He 
couldn't feel anything with that weird mind of his, right? The only 
things that he proved susceptible to were faint psychic fields that 
they had encountered on their way here. Or rather, she had 
encountered and then deflected. She didn't know what the demon had 
done to shield himself. 

"**So why does he look so different from the rest of the humans?"** 
The Nidoran asked. He had already finished his dinner and was very 
curious to what was going on. 

"**I think he is a demon-"** 

" * *What ! "** 


"**- but don't worry, he is a good demon. He takes care of us 
right ? " * * 

"**Why do you even think he is a demon!?"** Nidoran sounded scared 
and she knew that she shouldn't have shared her thoughts with the 
kid . 


"**Wella€| he looks different from the rest, right?"** She responded, 
hoping that the boy wouldn't notice her own doubts. The truth was 
that her trainer was still completely unknown to her. Both his mind 
and her body had yet to be revealed to her and she doubted that it 
would happen- his second skin was very tough. 

"**But a demon? They don't exist!" **The Pokemon continued. What? 
Everyone knew that demons existed! Silly boy. Had his parents taught 
him nothing? 

"**Well, he is!"** Ralts continued. The Nidoran opened his mouth to 
reply, but instead he turned his ears to the door. Why would he do 
tha- 

And then she felt it too. Someone was entering- someone with 
malicious intent, someone that felt like he owed this entire town. 

The feelings and emotions were so new to her, she couldn't understand 



who this could be. Every human she had encountered until now was 
either nice or bad- but the kind of bad that was driven by basic 
needs like hunger and thirst. This human was complicated bad, his 
feelings were an uncanny collection of twisted thoughts and 
senses . 

"**Run!"** Nidoran said and pushed Ralts, trying to get her to move 
faster. Silly creature! Like she could run as fast as he could! 
Besides, she couldn't move at all now. She was frozen to the table- 
unable to get her body to do what she wanted it to. 

The man that entered the building got noticed by the other trainers 
inside. They all rose and tried to order their pokemon to attack him. 
But he pulled out two strange metal tubes and twin thunderclaps 
filled the room. The humans that had tried to attack him screamed as 
their legs were suddenly penetrated with metal projectiles. Blood 
sprayed the walls behind them when they fell, clutching their 
bleeding limbs. 

_He hadn't even tried to kill them!_ She realized. That thought was 
even more frightening- that he was able to disable so many with so 
little effort. 

He walked up to the counter and noticed her standing there. Nidoran 
was gone and she was alone, alone with this monster. 

"My my, look at what he have here!" He said, his voice sounding like 
something that could haunt young Pokemon in their dreams for months. 
But not her! She was brave; her demon had taught her so! 

If only she could move her frozen body, though. The man walked closer 
and she noticed how he looked bulkier than the average human- his 
body was covered in weird plates that looked very though. On his head 
he had some sort of weird leave- it looked a bit like how her mother 
had always said the sun looked like. Bulbous in the middle in with a 
thin circle around it. 

Ralts couldn't help but notice a weird symbol on his chest. What did 
it mean? Her demon would want the information about this mean 
human ! 

She was so busy with trying to make sense of all the information that 
she didn't notice that the man was actually talking to hr. 

"I haven't seen you before, have I?" He grinned and extended his paw 
to her- he was trying to catch her! 

She had to move, if she didn't then she would be captured by this 
monster! Move, come on move! 

It was no use, her body was frozen with fear and she couldn't get her 
muscles to contract or relax. Damnit ! After coming so far with the 
training that her trainer put her through, she was still a scared 
child! That knowledge made her mad. She thought that the demon could 
help her; that he could make her strong. And here she was, abandoned 
by those that she had come to trust. There was nothing left for her 
to surrender and accept the path that fate had thought out for 
her . 


She watched the human reach out for her and hoped that whatever was 



going to happen to her, it would be quick. 


And quick it was: when the man's hand was only a few inches away from 
her, a purple flash appeared from the corner of her eye. The human 
saw it too and tried to counter the attack, but he was too 
slow . 

Nidoran slammed into the monster's leg, bashing his horn violently 
against it . 

The man growled and with a flash, he had aimed his gun at Nidoran- 
who was still dazed from his hit against his leg. Why hadn't his horn 
penetrated the human's flesh? 

Ralts winced as she saw her friend come to her aid; to think that she 
had almost given up hope! 

"**Move!"** The boy yelled at her all the while trying to snap to 
attention. She realized that the man was about to kill her 
friend ! 

"_Take care of each other. The demon had told her that both she and 
Nidoran needed to take care of each other- that they needed to 
protect one-another. But here she was, frozen with fear and Nidoran 
about to get killed by the monster and his thunder-sticks. 

It wasn't fair! They were both so young, what had they ever done to 
hurt this man, why did he need to hurt them! Her entire life was 
upside down and she couldn't believe why! First her parents had 
disappeared, leaving her to the mercy of the ruthless forest. Then 
the two vicious Pokemon had tried to maul her to death. Everyone was 
so mean to each other in this worlda€|but she had just appeared in 
it. Her mind trembled if she even tried to think about the corruption 
that had permeated her existence. 

She had even failed the one creature that had cared for her since her 
parents had left her. The demon- he had saved her multiple times, he 
had cared for her and protected her. He had fed her when she grew 
hungry and carried her when she grew tired. He had spent his valuable 
time in this existence by taking her under his wing and how did she 
return his kindness? By giving up. By allowing her friend to die in 
front of her without her doing anything to save him. 

That wasn't how her parents had taught her! She should try to save 
everyone around her that she cared for, to protect those that were 
important ! 

And the demona€ i he had taught her how to do it. To never give up and 
never surrender- what was she even doing? She needed to fight! 

A sudden clarity filled illuminated her soul, filled every fiber of 
her being as she realized that she could really do something about 
this situation! 

First the needed to protect her friend- the Nidoran boy. She 
concentrated on him and how he should be safe. Then she linked that 
intent with the little nub of psychic power in her mind and channeled 
her power through her body. 

Her surroundings shifted and disappeared as she became ethereal for 



the micro-second that it took to teleport to Nidoran and take him 
with her. She heard a loud bang! But she was already gone. She tore 
Nidoran from his plane of existence and linked him to her presence- 
and then she felt her power slip away. But that was ok, it was 
alright. Every time she teleported somewhere her sub consciousness 
canceled out her powers to prevent her from going astray. It was a 
defensive-mechanism: she and Nidoran had both reached their 
destination . 

Safety. But where was that? 

~ 0 ~ 

The Spartan pushed his emotions and doubts deep inside of himself and 
a cold, hard rationality took control over his mind. Thoughts and 
sensations passed through his nervous-system with incomprehensible 
speed and he processed what lay before him faster than humans could 
shift their eyeballs. 

The covenant couldn't be here; he hadn't seen any ships in orbit and 
there weren't any reports of strange monsters burning people down- 
monsters that weren't Pokemon. This planet possessed strange 
technology that even the Covenant couldn't possibly develop and this 
shield didn't look like any form of shielding he had ever seen. It 
was square, not round and burned a bright yellow-red tint- as opposed 
to the blue and purple that the covenant used. 

So it wasn't covenant, it had to be native to this planet. And he 
knew that, because he spotted several large tubes extending from the 
shimmering field. They were wired up at the rocks and led all the way 
back to Pewter city. The reason that he hadn't spotted them before 
was because they were so integrated with the stone walls that 
surrounded the town that he hadn't given the strange formations any 
thought . 

So who placed it here? And how would she shut it down? 

He walked up to the field and took a good look. It didn't look like 
it could burn like plasma did, but shielding normally dropped after a 
sustained amount of fire and pressure. 

He aimed his rifle at the central point and squeezed of a long salvo. 
Thirty rounds went into the field and twenty rounds were deflected in 
random trajectories- one of them flew past his helmet so close that 
his shields flared. 

At this rate he would have to fire a dozen mags in the field and it 
still wouldn't drop. He needed powerful plasma weaponry and the only 
weapons that utilized plasma on this entire planet were- as far as he 
knew- locked inside the molten hull that was his dropship. 

So no plasma to take the shield down and ballistics were 
deflected . 

No matter, he had bludgeoned many Elites to death with both his 
weapons, body and random objects like rocks and other covenant 
soldiers. Elite heads were very adapted at breaking the skulls of 
other elite heads. 


He formed his hands into fists and- planning to deliver a 



lightning-fast combo at the wall- struck the energy shield. 


The moment his hand touched the shimmering field a hammer-blow struck 
him in his midsection. He felt his body being flung back and he 
skidded to a halt several meters away. It took him a few seconds to 
recover from the dizziness and pain that filled his head and he 
slowly got on his feet. 

His shields held steady at sixty-seven percent and slowly recharged. 
Whatever this thing was, it had somehow absorbed the force behind his 
blow and delivered it right back at him. This had to be noncovenant 
tech . 

That left him with two options- climb over tall stone wall to his 
dies and see if he couldn't get around the shimmering field, or he 
could follow those cables back to Pewter city and find out where they 
were plugged in. 

He needed more information and he couldn't simply leave these people 
in their current situation. 

He recovered the assault rifle that had been torn from his grasp and 
he kept it at the ready while he moved back to the town .The game was 
on . 

~ 0 ~ 

She was drifting in blackness. She couldn't see where she was or even 
who she was. Her body felt heavy and exhausted and she didn't sense 
Nidoran anywhere. The teleport must have gone wrong somehow- she must 
have messed up . Even in her pitiful attempt to save those that she 
cared for she still only worsened them! 

"**Ralts!"** A voice said. It sounded awfully familiar, but it didn't 
matter. That voice was dead- just like its owner. 

"**Ralts! Listen to me!"** It said. Why did it insist on trying to 
contact her? 

"**Raltsa€| the lights are out!"** 

What? The lights are out? What did that mean? 

A sudden flash of light illuminated the room and she squinted her 
eyes, trying to preserve her vision. 

"**Ralts, you teleported us to the topside of the building. We are 
still in the pokemon center and we are still in danger!"** 

Oh. So that was why it was dark! Relieve washed away every negative 
feeling she had and her mind was clear to think yet again. "**What 
now?**" 


The familiar purple shape of Nidoran appeared next to her. His 
features were grim and she could feel the fear and doubts that lay 
underneath them. "**We need to get back to our trainer!"** 

Get back to the demon? That was nonsense. They couldn't endanger 
their trainer like that! Besides, how were they going to get out of 
there? They didn't even know where they were and the Monster was out 



there somewhere, with his lightning-quick skills and deadly 
thunder-sticks. They couldn't hide from him. 


Actually, if there was one creature out there that could defeat this 
Monster it had to be the demon. If they could somehow lure the 
monster to the demon than they could vanquish him together! But how 
were they going to do that? The moment they stepped out of the 
center, they would be caught. It would be best if they simply stayed 
in one place for now. 

" * * N o , the monster will catch us if we try. We have to wait for the 
demon to get us!"** 

"**Hqw are you so sure that he hasn't left us?" **The Nidoran asked 
her softly. Now she realized what had been eating away at him that 
entire time; why he hadn't actually interacted with the demon more 
and why he was so confused all the time: he didn't trust him. He 
didn't know what he was but more importantly- he didn't know who he 
was . 

"**He promised me that he would keep me safea€ i some time ago."** She 
said. Her words were aimed at Nidoran 's doubts, but they served to 
ease hers as well. "**He saved my life multiple times and he has 
cared for me- for us- from the beginning. He will eventually leave 
this world, yes-"** 

The boy shifted uneasily when she said that; obviously put off by her 
words . 

"**- but he has something that he needs to do before he leaves. The 
most important to hima€|is finding what he is looking for. Then he 
will leave. Until then, he will protect us."** 

"**But he will leave!"** Nidoran cried out, his voice filled with 
anguish and tears about to fall from his eyes. "**He will leave us! 
Why? He took us in his care and now he will leave us?"** 

He was so upset, his sadness was so great that Ralts couldn't help 
but feel his emotions like they were her own. He had struck the blow 
where it hurt the most- where her doubts and fears were the greatest. 
The demon wasn't there forever- after he had found whatever it was he 
was looking for, he would leave them. He would go away and it 
wouldn't even matter to him. 

Because only demons felt nothing. 

A sudden 'clang!' echoed through the room and both Pokemon instantly 
froze. They had been too loud! 

"**What was that!" N**idoran whispered and his sensitive ears turned 
towards the cause of the sound. It had sounded like metal ticking 
against metal and it didn't inspire much confidence in them. 

"**I don't knowa€ | " * *Ralt s whispered and looked around. There had to 
be a decent place to hide in this room! 

There, in the corner to the right. A small chest lay on its die, its 
casket closed. "**We can hide in there!"** She said en gestured 
towards the piece of wood. "**If he can't find us, maybe he'll 
leave!"** It was a very small chance and she knew it, but they had to 



try something. 


"**You get the lights and I'll open that thing up!"** Nidoran 
whispered to her. He ran as quietly as possible to their potential 
cover while she figured out a way to shut off the lights. It had been 
dark in here when they arrived, so it had to be dark when the Monster 
arrived too. He would immediately find out that something was wrong 
if he entered this room while it was bathing in light. 

A small cobblestone lying on the ground attracted her attention. She 
picked it up with her psychic powers and carefully navigated it to 
the light-switch. When it was only a few feet away she accelerated 
it, slinging it at the switch with force. The piece of rock hit the 
switch and turned it, shutting the lights off. 

Now the monster wouldn't find them! 

But she couldn't find Nidoran now, too. The room was completely dark 
right now and there was no way that she could find her way around the 
room in time. The heavy 'thud thud' of the Monsters footsteps sounded 
right outside the door and she needed to get out of sight 
soon ! 

"**Hurry ! "** Nidoran whispered, his voice sounding oddly muffled by 
the thick layer of wood between them. 

Yes, like she'd be able to hurry into cover without knocking over 
half the room's contends. The knob of the door slowly turned, the 
grinding sound amplifying her fears. Her little heart pumped even 
faster and she slowly backed up, hoping to put as much room between 
her and the door. 

By accident she stumbled into a hard edge- bumping her back against 
its edge. A small cry of pain escaped her mouth, but her legs kept 
going! She fell forwards and noticed that there was something above 
her head. 

Had she backed to a cabinet? If so, then she could hide underneath 
it ! 

She fumbled her way under the piece of furniture and quickly prayed a 
silence thanks to whatever deity had provided her with the means to 
escape detection. 

As soon as Ralts had hid herself underneath the cabinet, the door 
flung open. The complicated and malicious emotions of the Monster 
assailed her mind and she crawled even further back, hoping that it 
wouldn't find her! 

Or Nidoran, for that matter. 

Heavy footsteps echoed through the walls as the human walked through 
the room. One of his paws scratched against the wall and a second 
later, the lights flicked on. The room was bathing in artificial 
light and she closed her eyes, not wanting to be blinded. Several 
nerve-wracking seconds followed as the Monster ransacked the room. 
Chairs were slung around and drawers were opened so violently that 
they were torn out of their sockets. 

Then the big chest were Nidoran was hiding in was flung across the 



room. Thankfully, its remained closed and the kid remained 
silent . 

Eventually the lights were flicked out and the monster slammed the 
door, locking both Pokemon in the darkness. 

~ 0 ~ 

Someone was close, he could feel it. His feet made no sound when he 
stepped over rocks and avoided branches. He had spotted a large rock 
lying near the road and he was slowly making his way up to the piece 
of improvised cover, making sure to sweep both the area in front of 
him as the cliff-sides for every possible enemy. 

No sooner had he taken cover behind the rock when he heard the faint 
shuffling of feet. Wishing he still had his motion-tracker the 
Spartan had no choice but to trust his ears and remain till until the 
shuffling was close enough. 

AlmostaC | almosta€ | 

After ten seconds of waiting he jumped over the rock. He saw a 
large-postured man slowly walking down the route nearly five meters 
away from him. 

"Freeze!" He called and the man froze. Covering the remaining 
distance within a second he jammed this rifle against the back of his 
head . 

"What's going on here!" He said. "Why is there energy shielding in 
this city?" 

The man was scared shitless, even he could notice. He was trembling 
and mumbling, trying to form a coherent answer. 

"I-I was o-ordered to f-follow you to t-the w-walls!" 

"By who?" 

"T-them! T-they control t-the city and B-Brock-" 

"Who is he!" 

"He is t-the g-gym-leader ! " 

A gym leader? Oak had told him about those. They were people that had 
opened a building in which a trainer could challenge them for a 
gym-battle. Then they could win badges, show eight of these to a 
place called the pokemon league and get a shot at becoming the 
Pokemon Champion. Whatever that was. 

So this Brock had something to do with this situation? 

"Where is this gym!" He barked and slammed the butt of his rifle 
against the man's shoulder. Very gently, but still enough to force 
him on his knees. Then he pushed the barrel of his gun once again 
against the man's head and clicked the safety on- very softly so that 
the man couldn't hear him. 


Then he clicked it off againO very audible this time. The man 



flinched and began to beg. "Please don't kill me! They forced me to 
follow you I swear! But I don't work for them I want to help this 
town! Please don't shoot. Brock knows how to fix this! See these 
cables? They lead all the way to his gym I swear!" 

The Spartan hesitated for a second. He couldn't just put a bullet in 
this man's skull because he had followed him- but he couldn't allow 
the bastard to simply live to tell his superiors too. 

In the end, he chose to compromise. He lowered his rifle and let 
loose a single shot- wounding the man in his foot. 

He screamed and crashed to the ground, cursing and crying. The 
Spartan had already left, making his way back to the city. It this 
man had been sent by someone, then said someone would be in Pewter 
city at that very moment . 

His Pokemon were in danger and that didn't amuse him in the slightest 
bit. He increased his speed and he reached the town within 
seconds . 

It was empty. Curious. Why had everyone left? Or had they all entered 
their houses, hoping to avoid some kind of conflict? 

With his rifle snapping back and front between the rooftops and 
windows, he slowly entered the village. This felt too much like an 
ambush and he didn't like the feeling very much. The red roof of the 
Pokemon Center appeared in his vision and he knew that his Pokemon 
had to be in there. 

He knew, because the moment that he couldn't find them in there he 
would do whatever it took to get them back. And that almost certainly 
meant cleansing the village by shooting every bad guy in the head, 
following the trail of this Brock and slaughtering the entire 
organization that everyone kept talking about. 

~ 0 ~ 

Ralts didn't know how much time had passed, only that she had been 
hiding underneath the cabinet for some time now. She didn't know how 
Nidoran fared or where the Monster had gone. She only knew that she 
was scared as hell. 

"**Please come backa€|"** She silently prayed to the skies. "**Please 
make him come back, please let him find us. Let him save us!"** 

In order for them to survive, they needed the demon. They needed his 
protection and awesome skills. He would know how to defeat the 
Monster, he would know how to- 

"**Ralts?"** A faint whispering said. "**Are you there?"** 

That was Nidoran! He was still alive! 

>"<strong>I ' m here ! "<strong> She whispered and slowly crouched 
forwards. The room was dark and she couldn't feel the Monster 
anywhere- the coast had to be clear. "**Are you alright?**" 

"**I'm fine, just a little bruised. You?"** 


At that point she had completely exited her cover to expose herself 



to the room. scared, where are you?"** 

A faint knocking sounded and she determined that the sound came from 
her left. "**Over here, still in the chest! It's stuck!**" 

Damnit, that meant that she would have to find a way to free him 
now . 

Just as she was figuring out a way to do so, the door flung open. She 
nearly lost her mind from the sudden sensation of fear that she felt. 
He was back! He was back and she was out in the open, it had been a 
trap! It- 

The rest of her thought-process got cut off as large hard hands 
gently wrapped around her. She struggled and fought and tried her 
best to escape, but to no avail. The creature that had grabbed her 
could have been a mountain for all the good that her struggling 
did . 

But then she was turned around and she saw the weird no-face face of 
the demon. 

"Stand down!" He told her with his ever so calm voice. 

~ 0 ~ 

The Ralts was struggling and fighting his grip- or at least trying 
to- and he doubted that it realized who had caught it. 

"Stand down!" He said; hoping that the PokAOmon's newly-trained 
discipline would get it to calm down. 

Little did he know that discipline had nothing to do with the 
creature's response. It simply stopped moving the instance its gaze 
met his helmet; not moving as much as a muscle and its body entirely 
limp . 

"_Ralts?"_ It asked him with its sweet little voice. The Spartan 
didn't know what was being asked and he didn't care. The 
almost-struggle that the Pokemon had put up when he grabbed it had 
been indicative of a foreign encounter. Someone else had tried to 
grab it and for a few moments the Ralts had thought that he was that 
someone . 

That and the fact that it was currently on the attic, one floor 
higher than were he had left it. 

But where was Nidorana€ | ? 

The sound of muffled pounding against wood answered that question. He 
walked over to a fallen chest and confirmed that the noise came from 
in there. With his fingers he tore of the two hinges that closed the 
chest as easily as if he tore a piece of paper in half and then he 
ripped off the lid. 

"Nido nido ! " The pokemon inside yelled. How had he gotten in there? 
Had someone locked him up? Then why was Ralts still there? It didn't 
make sense. Unlessa€| 


"What happened?" he asked the Pokemon. He might as well have asked a 



brick wall what had happened, because neither of them 
responded . 

Odd. He had walked in the Pokemon Center to find the two Nurses doing 
overtime to treat several trainers with very distinctive wounds on 
the legs: shot by a gun. He had examined the nearest trainer and 
frowned when he did not recognize the caliber as UNSC standard. So no 
UNSC weapon had done this. Then he had taken a closer look on the 
discarded rounds and concluded that a pistol had made these wounds. 
Not a classic pistol; a really old model. The empty piece of metal 
was reminiscent of a revolver-class weapon; a classic six-shooter 
used by the old cowboys in western movies. 

So someone had entered the hospital and simply started shooting? Not 
entirely. The wounds on the legs of the trainers were to symmetrical- 
the shooter had been deliberately aiming at these people without 
intending to kill them- but why? Why disable the trainers and allow 
the nurse's to continue their jobs? Very weird. 

Ralts had undoubtedly teleported away when it realized that it was in 
danger. But how had Nidoran found his way to the attic room? Had it 
simply scurried away to cover as soon as the unknown shooter had 
started blazing guns? Possible. 

But now he was reunited with his Pokemon and it was time to face this 
'Brock' person that he had heard so much about. 

"We're moving out!" He said and withdraw the Nidoran in its 
Poke-ball. With an unknown revolver-marksman running about the place 
he had no intention of putting his Pokemon in harms place. Nidoran 
might be able to hear the gunner and Ralts might be able to sense 
him; but in the meantime they might get killed while doing so. 

No, he would not get them killed when he was perfectly capable of 
spotting assailants himself. The Ralts would simply need to stay 
covered underneath his weapons on his back- and he would simply need 
to trust his own tracking skills. He would protect the creature from 
incoming fire and together they would make their way to the 
gym . 

Which didn't take very long to do. The trip from the attacked Pokemon 
Center to the Pokemon Gym where Brock was supposed to reside had 
taken him only ten seconds. Even when he had stealthed his way past 
the buildings and taken time to search the area for the marksman 
everytime he moved on, they still found the gym within no-time. 

He stood before the glass doors and was annoyed to find that he 
couldn't see through them. He swept the rooftops behind him one more 
time to see if his six was secure and then released his Pokemon. He 
checked the Pokedex one more time to check the moves that Nidoran and 
Ralts possessed at that moment memorized them. 

"Stay behind me!" he instructed them and took position next to the 
set of doors. With one movement he turned towards the entrance and 
slammed his body against the doors; his bulky mass smashing through 
them with the greatest of ease. They didn't shatter into pieces 
though- for which he was thankful seeing as his Pokemon weren't 
wearing powered assault armor- and the Spartan stepped inside the 
gym. 



The instance he did, several strong lights flashed on and his visor 
instantly polarized to protect him from the sudden intensity. His 
Pokemon weren't that lucky and they fell to the ground, their vision 
temporarily impaired. It was an amusing sight to see them trying to 
get to their feet and bump into each other, but he had no time to 
continue watching. The attempt at blinding him was a clear form of 
attack and he planned on retaliating. He aimed his assault rifle 
carefully down the room and took in its details within 
micro-seconds . 

The room was very large; easily twenty metes high. It had room for 
three scorpion tanks to ride side-by-side and at the very back, the 
silhouette of a man was visible. 

The Spartan needed answers and he wasn't planning on letting this 
target slip. Still holding his weapon at the ready he took a few 
advancing strides, as did the man in front of him. He noticed a weird 
pattern on the ground; similar to the stripped-down blueprint of a 
poke ball. A small square where he was currently standing- a large 
circle in the middle and another square where the man 
stopped . 

"Brock?" He called, hoping that he didn't have to shoot the guy in 
the head too soon. As much as he needed information his desire to 
shoot his way out of the town was almost too much for him. 

"I am afraid that you won't be going any further than thisa€|" The 
man spoke. While he was talking, the Spartan reviewed the situation. 
Big energy-shielding blocking his progress, weird man telling him to 
talk to Brock because he ordered him to stalk. Cables leading from 
the energy-shield to the gym and an unknown shooter trying to get his 
Pokemon . 

So considering the current situation he needed to leave some people 
alive for them to share their information with him. 

"Energy shielding. Explain. Now." The Spartan spoke with a low, 
threatening tone. It didn't matter who the shields belonged to- they 
didn't belong on this planet. None of these forms of technology did 
and he still had no clue on how these people got here. He couldn't 
simply murder his way through the villages; he might accidently kill 
someone that had valuable information. 

"This town wasn't always like thisa€|" The man said and the lights 
behind him dimmed a bit at the same time. He was able to make out 
brown spiky hair and a Japanese-like face. "We were a peaceful 
communityaC | until they came." 

"They?" 

"Team RocketaC i " Brock continued, his voice intertwined with a bitter 
tone. "They are a terrorist-organization, bend on controlling Pokemon 
for their own goals. They simply appeared some time ago and struck 
this region a powerful blow. Our cities area€ | disconnected from each 
other and we haven't heard anything from each other." 

The Spartan allowed the man to continue; he had revealed much about 
the current affairs and he now had a clear vision on political 
affairs. But when Brock remained silent, he had to sate another 
factor of his curiosity. "Local law-enforcement? The army?" 



A bitter laugh escaped the gym-leader's throat and he crossed his 
arms. "We never had a need for the army here in Kanto since the war 
ended and our Jenny's aren't numerous enough to stop team Rocket. 

They have guns- we have not. Simple." 

The super-soldier mentally face-palmed. Because the war was over, 
there was no more need for soldiers? What a stupid mentality. War 
always returned and soldiers were always needed- the current 
situation was a perfect example of that. 

"Soa€| Route 3?" He asked, still not satisfied with the 
explanation . 

"I can't tell you too mucha€ | theya€ | " Brock said but quickly cut 
himself off. "Team Rocket set that upa€ | we don't know how." 

Really? Come one, he had to try better than that. "The cables lead to 
herea€ | " 

Brock swallowed and looked over his shoulder, as if he was looking at 
someone. "PleaseaC | just surrender to them and no one gets 
harmed . 

Now they were getting somewhere. His trigger finger itched and he 
needed to shoot SOMETHING. 

"The trainers in the Pokemon centeraC | did they surrender?" 

"Who?" The man replied, obviously confused. In the corner of his eye 
the Spartan noticed Ralts slowly shaking its head. What did that 
mean? Not lying or not speaking truthfully? 

"And if I don't?" He continued, feeling that the conversation was 
nearing its end. 

"Then I will have no choice but to take you out. I am so sorry 
traineraC | but they have my family. And I value them greater than 
anything in the world. If it means saving thema€ | I would do 
anything . " 

The soldier understood that. To protect that which you cared for, you 
had to be willing to destroy that which you cared for. Brock had 
followed this team Rocket's orders to keep the city under control and 
in doing so, had saved his family. Hostages. 

So a terrorist organization that held a family hostage to get what 
they wanted? That sounded familiara€| 

No matter; Brock had declared hostility and the Spartan didn't care 
for him or his family. He would beat the information that he had so 
desperately tried to keep hidden out of him and then he would tear 
down the Energy-shielding blocking his way. 

The gym-leader pulled out three Poke balls and threw them in the air. 
"Geodude, Onix, go!" 

The three objects spilled their contents and the ground shook as they 
hit the ground. There were two floating creatures- stone heads with 
muscled arms attached to them- and one gianta€ | thing . 



It looked like a stone snake; its body was elongated and it had no 
limbs. But its body was segmented into rocks and on its head stood a 
large, pointy cone. 

"His horn is bigger than yoursaC | " The Spartan said with some 
amusement as he beheld the sight before him. Life that evolved in 
such a waya€ | it was rather weird. 

And troublesome; as he had encountered one such creature before and 
bullets didn't kill it fast enough. 

"Ralts, Nidoran, you're up. Take care of those floating things." 

No matter; he'd improvise. While his pokemon would engage these 
head-things, he'd neutralize that big snake. 

~ 0 ~ 

Why was it that everytime that the demon showed up, trouble would 
instantly arise? It didn't make sense! 

The giant creature that was towering over her looked like it ate 
young Pokemon for breakfast. The demon had ordered her to fight the 
two floating rocks but how was she going to do that when the big one 
could just smack them once and be done with it? 

"**Let's go!"** The Nidoran male yelled and charged at the first 
enemy. Was that kid insane! How were they going to- 

The demon charged forwards and with incredible inhuman speed, slammed 
against the giant snake. 

Oh, so that was how they were going to fight. Clever trainer! 

She took a small step forwards and then decided that she would sue 
her psychic abilities to cover Nidoran. His combat prowess was still 
higher than hers, after all. 

"Nidoran, double-kick. Ralts keep clear of the other hostile!" The 
demon ordered them. It was a commendable action- she decided- for the 
demon to simultaneously ride the giant snake and order both her and 
Nidoran around. 

Her innocent mind didn't realize how wrong that sounded. She had no 
time to keep dwelling on that, however. The first Geodude might be 
busy with Nidoran but she had her own troubles. The second one flew 
towards her with a large grin on its ugly head. 

Keep clear? What did that mean againaC i the demon said clear when 
there weren't any mean people aroundaC | she would need to keep away 
from mean people! But how? 

"Geodude, use tackle!" The brown-haired man yelled and the floating 
Pokemon charged at her- and she doubted that her frail body could 
withstand such a powerful hit. 

What to do what to do? 


"Teleport!" The demon said. Oh, so that was what she needed to do. 



She closed her eyes and concentrated on moving away from that place. 
She felt the familiar surge of power through her mind and she felt 
her body disassemble itself. 

The Geodude smacked to the ground a second later. 

Nidoran was very busy fighting the first one; his double-kick had 
landed only one hit and even though his attack was very effective 
against the rock-type, its skin was still rock-hard. The Pokemon 
surged backwards with the hit and groaned in frustration. 

"Use rock throw!" The enemy-human yelled and Nidoran readied himself 
to avoid the big boulders that the Geodude would throw at him. 

While he was jumping back and forth, trying to not get squished by 
the flying rocks that his enemy was pulling from the ground and 
throwing at his head, he noticed that the air began to shimmer with a 
weird green light. 

A split-second later, Ralts appeared. "**Hello!"** She said and 
blasted the Geodude with a powerful confusion-attack. The rock-type 
got smacked into the ground and lifted in the air again- before Ralts 
increased the pressure on its body. The raw psychic power itself was 
strong enough to harm the Pokemon- she didn't even need to smack it 
into the walls and ground to defeat it. 

While Ralts was holding the Geodude in the air, Nidoran took the 
opportunity to take it out with another double-kick. His powerful 
legs smacked the creature in his face and it yelled with pain. 

Sensing that she didn't need to hold the power-flow any longer Ralts 
released him. The rock fell to the ground- no longer having enough 
energy to keep itself afloat. 

~ 0 ~ 

So Brock wanted his Onix to kill him? Fair enough. If a big piece of 
rock could harm him, that is. 

The moment that the gym-leader had sent out his Pokemon, he had 
moved. He knew that his own Pokemon could hold their own against 
those of Brock and in the meantime, he would strike. The Onix was big 
enough to completely smash the squishy Ralts and Nidoran, so he would 
have to remove that threat first. While he gave a few small orders to 
his Pokemon, he charged at the big snake. He fired a small burst and 
the some of the rounds managed to pierce the Onix's tough skin, 
causing it to scream with pain. Or rage, that was a possibility 
too . 

The remainder of the rounds either ricochet off of the creature or 
flattened themselves against it. But not sooner had he fired his 
salvo when Brock's slow reaction time started to kick in. 

"Onix, use tail whip!" He yelled. The Spartan could guess at what 
that was supposed to mean and wasn't disappointed with himself when 
the giant Pokemon lifted its long tail and tried to smash him with 
it . 

Too slow. He rolled to his side and the strike completely missed him. 
And now he was presented with an opportunity; the Onix' weapon was no 
out in the open and it hadn't covered itself thoroughly. While he 



jumped at the animal, he noticed Ralts in the corner of his eye. The 
creature was standing still while one of the so-called ' Geodudes ' was 
flying straight at it. 

"Teleport!" He snapped and the Pokemon obeyed his order immediately. 
How amusing it was that these creatures blindly obeyed the humans 
that caught them. Ralts disappeared in a green flash and appeared 
right behind the one that was trying to attack Nidoran. 

Go teamwork. 

He returned his attention to the task at hand and dug his hands 
between the ridges of the segmented snake. 

"Onix, shake him off!" Brock yelled and the Pokemon instantly started 
to shake itself like a wet dog would- his segmented rocks rolling and 
twisting as it tried to shake the Spartan off. 

But his grip was like iron and his weight prevented the giant Pokemon 
from actively moving too much. Half a ton of armor, thank you very 
much . 

Like bird making use of air currents, the Spartan used each presented 
lull in the movements of his prey to climb higher and higher. The 
whole process of working his way up to the Onix' head took him only a 
minute . 

"Onix, use dig!" Brock yelled and the snake roared his 
acknowledgment. Without a clear way to actually do it, the creature 
launched itself upwards and surged towards the ground, head 
first . 

Clever thing. The Spartan had no desire to get caught in the ground 
and quickly jumped off, his momentum dissipated by a quick roll. 

Now the Onix was underground and the entire gym shook. The vibrations 
were so intense that the he had no clear way of determining where the 
creature currently was. How could it even find its way underground? 

It had to be too dark for the creature to see and it had no visible 
hearing organs. So it had to be feeling its way around; sensing the 
tremors of potential prey when underground. 

And right now Ralts and Nidoran were causing a lot of vibrations with 
their fight against the Geodudes. 

"Onix can sense you wherever you go!" Brock yelled, a hint of 
desperation audible to those that could hear it. "You won't 
escape ! " 

That concluded his theory. Thanks Brock. 

The super-soldier lifted his boot off the ground and violently kicked 
it back. He repeated that move twice and a scowl appeared at the 
gym-leader's face. 

"What are youa€ | " He started but then a sudden movement cut off the 
rest of his sentence. Onix sprang from the ground- sensing the 
Spartan's movements- and struck with full force, head first. 


Or at least it tried to. The Spartan was facing the creature and had 



actually waited for that exact moment. He drew back his fist and 
smacked the Onix right in his maw- cracking the rock-hard skin and 
completely diverting the PokAOmon's path. 

And now it was time to finish this. He noticed that his Pokemon were 
busy fighting the first of the two floating rock-heads and that the 
second one was flying right at them. Damnit ! 

He twisted his upper body and fired his assault rifle with one hand, 
not wanting to turn his back completely on his foe. He fired two 
short bursts and many rounds caught the charging Geodude, some 
penetrating its skin and others flattening against it. All of the 
bullets that hit it- however- transferred their force to the floating 
Pokemon and knocked it off course. That was what the Spartan had 
aimed at. His Pokemon would have to finish it. 

"Onix, use bind!" Brock yelled. 

"Nidoran, use double-kick on the remaining hostile. Ralts, fling some 
rocks to prevent it from moving too much!" The Spartan snapped, 
deciding in that brief moment that the safety of Ralts and Nidoran 
was more important than his own at the moment. 

His pokemon had made short work of the first Geodude and now they 
could completely focus on the remaining one. He had actually managed 
to work in a good team-cohesion with the two; working like a unit to 
dispatch an enemy force. The Spartan briefly wondered if this was 
what teamwork felt like before the stone creature struck. Its tail 
snapped forwards like a snake and about as fast as one too. The 
Spartan had been too focused on ordering his Pokemon and he could not 
completely dodge the attack. The tail wrapped around his legs and 
lower torso and tightened its grip. 

"Please just surrender!" Brock yelled as the Onix grabbed the 
soldier. "Just save yourself, I don't want this!" 

>Was this man pleading for his own life, or for that of him? It 
didn't matter, he had the creature exactly where he wanted it. The 
Onix brought his head close and roared at its captured prey- and that 
was when the Spartan struck too. His fists were as quick as lightning 
and as fluid as water when they hit the creature. It flinched and 
reared backwards, but the moment he did the soldier grabbed it by the 
rock that had to cover its throat and dug his fingers underneath the 
edges. He started to pull.<p> 

The pokemon roared and its tail released the Spartan, but he had no 
mercy. He increased his pressure and the creature started to 
convulse- trashing around in its futile attempts to free 
itself . 

"_Ralts ral ralts!" _His own pokemon yelled but he didn't listen. He 
needed something dead and he needed it now- this man and his Pokemon 
had attacked them and they would pay- 

"Return, Onix!" Brock yelled and a red laser hit the writhing 
creature, reducing it to a small red cloud before its shape was 
pulled inside the ball. 

The Spartan instantly reacted and pulled out his combat knife. He 
took the brief time to aim at Brock's leg and threw it. The stainless 
blade flew straight and true and impaled the trainer in his right 



leg. Brock screamed and fell, clutching his bleeding leg. 


Area secure. 

He moved towards the fallen man and grabbed him by his neck. Then he 
lifted the wounded man off the ground and stared him in his 
eyes . 

The sight of his large visor staring at the man made him forget about 
his leg and his wounded Pokemon. 

"Energy shielding." The Spartan said. "Brock tried to pull at his 

hands a few times but he couldn't get free. In the end, he responded 

with a defeated tone. 

"In the backa€|is the plug. But pleasea€ i he keeps my family there. 
Don't let them get hurt- they had nothing to do with this! 

>A„ sob escaped his throat and the Spartan released him- not 
bothering to finish him off. With his poke ball he called Nidoran 
back and gestured at Ralts to follow him.<p> 

The creature took one last look at the fallen Geodudes and the 
bleeding form of Brock and shuddered. Then it walked towards the 
Spartan and followed him inside of the next room. 

The room behind the main gym-area was small. It led into a long 

hallway with barely any lighting, but he didn't need any light to 

guide him. He thundered down the hall with his rifle at the ready 
kicked the door wide open- revealing a brightly lit room. 

In the brief moment before opening fire he noticed five individuals: 
a female adult, a female teenager and a male child. Both females were 
being held as human shields by two adult males garbed in dark 
clothes, with weird black hats on their heads. The kid was scrambling 
away from the scene, desperately trying to flee the aggressive 
males . 

"Get back here!" One of the males yelled and then the two of them 
noticed that the door had been busted open. 

The Spartan fired his rifle twice and both males fell to the ground, 
a bullet-hole visible in both their heads. 

The women screamed and the adult woman- who had to be the mother- 
ducked towards her child, sobbing and crying. 

Brock's family. 

His finger left the trigger and his mind eased up, the steel-hard 
grip of his training that had taken over his being slowly released 
him and his vision regained some of the darker colors. 

Now that his combat instincts had eased up he was able think about 
the more abstract matters of his situation. He had saved the family 
that was being held captive here- and now that they had stopped 
screaming they were only sobbing now. 

"Who are you?" The mother asked from her crouching position, still 
holding her son in a tight embrace. Why was she holding him like 
that? The room was clear and they were safe. 



"Just a passerby. Who were these people?" He responded in what he 
hoped was a kind and warm voice. 


The teenager flinched when she heard his voice but otherwise did not 
respond. The mother took a few breaths and replied. 

"RocketaC i team RocketaC i " 

Team Rocket? What criminal organization called themselves 'team'? Or 
rocket, for that matter. 

He crouched near one of the corpses and noticed the big R on the 
front of its shirt. 

Black attire, hostage-keeping and attacking civiliansa€ | stealing 
pokemon and attempting murder? 

It looked like this world had their own Insurrection. Great. 

"Your husbanda€ | BrockaC | he is wounded. Get to the Pokemon Center and 
wait until further notice." He continued, his tone flat and devoid of 
emotion as he was thinking about the events of the day. 

Only one of these members had a guna€ | and it hadn't been a revolver 
but a normal magazine-fed pistol. The other one wielded a knife. 

So who had shot the trainers in the Pokemon Center? 

~ 0 ~ 

_The augmentation process turns soldiers into unstoppable killing 
machines. Or at least that is what ONI had hoped. Their drugs caused 
a huge increase in ref lexesa€ | muscle growth and caused the bones to 
become infused with titanium-implants- enough to make them 
indestructible. But ONI has also added something elsea€ | something 
that they won't let me know about. This morning I witnessed Medical 
personnel strap Spartan zero-one-one in a chair. One of them held a 
large injection needle and the other one quickly closed the door. I 
wonder what it is that they do not want me to knowa€ | 

-Logbook entry by mental health specialist Jennifer 
Sunf ield 

~ 0 ~ 

**Damn this chapter was long. I believe it is the longest chapter up 
to date ! * * 

**And with this I will celebrate my tenth chapter, woot woot ! I want 
to express my thanks to my reviewers, favers and followers! You guys 
rule and it is only because of the dedicated attention of the 
aforementioned people that I have been able to continue this series. 
We have only just begun though; I have many more chapters 
planned . * * 

**Coming next: Nicknames and bloody violence, evolution time for one 
of our favorite Pokemon and the Spartan finally finds out that he is 
like professor Oak in some ways: Are you a boy, or a girl?** 



**Tune in for the next chapter!** 


11. Mental approaches 

**Primordial Soul... you know just what to say to make me happy! I 
always enjoy reading your reviews, I actually save them for when I 
have some cookies and downtime to do so.** 

**This story being a crossover between two different world makes the 
balancing a bit hard to pull off. There is the character development- 
which I believe has to stand central in a story- but around the 
character development are several key concepts that have to balance 
each other out. Pacing, action and plot are just a few examples. Even 
this far into the story I find myself puzzling with these things. 

* * 


**But don't worry, I was actually worrying about not having enough 
action. I have planned many things that will set the pacing to a bit 
calmer state: humor, interaction with Pokemon and actual social 
interaction with other charatcers . * * 

* * As for your last quest iona€ | only time will tell- because I won't 
: ) * * 


**Mister Constitutionalist- I did not realise what you meant with 
that- but you have my respect for talking about such a personal 
subject in a place where everyone can read it. And your 
reviewaC | well , it needs no saying. Your feedback is always 
appreciated and formulated in a very warm way.** 

**The last part of this chapter was very hard as my mind was 
distracted. I hope it is coherent enough for my fans to enjoy it- and 
then there is one last message. Tonight is Thursday and my vacation 
starts at Monday. ** 

**I am going on a hike trip for a few days- Friday the 25****th**** 
will be the day that I return. Until then, I am afraid that I won't 
be updating. So enjoy this chapter while you can! ** 

~ 0 ~ 


"_I don't know why he chose the EVA variant. He says he likes 
ita€|but I don't know. Do you thinkaC | you knowa€ | that he wages 
pshycological warfare with it? The visor is pretty impressive you 
know . 

"_What, Zero-one-one? If he says he wears it because he likes it, it 
is because he likes it. He doesn't do hidden intentions- he doesn't 
know how to. 

"_Is it that bad?"_ 

"_Kids normally grow into it in their normal environments. He never 
had the chance . 

"_Greata€ | look who's awakeaC | 

-conversation between Drill sergeant Mcgonnary, luietenant Wicks and 
Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield. 



0 


"Speech" Human speech. 

"_Speech"_ Pokemon speech to humans 
"**Speech"** Speech between Pokemon 
"SPEECH" Pokedex entries 
~ 0 ~ 

Ralts lvl 19- significant moves: teleport, confusion and 
growl 

Nidoran lvl 13: significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick . 

~ 0 ~ 

Now that the situation was relatively under control, he needed to get 
the energy shielding down .That was his first priority now and he had 
wasted enough time with his little fight with Brock, even though he 
had gotten some useful information out of that. 

Realizing that he needed some directions he turned to the mother that 
was taking care of her son. 

"The cables from the energy shields, " he said, "where do they 
lead?" 

It took the woman a few seconds to recollect herself before she could 
reply. "Th-there is a small room over there-" she pointed a trembling 
arm to the left and added: "there you can find ita€ i " 

After that she fell silent again. So The Spartan left the shocked 
family to tend to their own and moved on. The plug had to be 
somewhere and he would find it. The little Ralts that followed him 
was very quiet- too quiet for his normal likings, but now he paid it 
no mind. He had two priorities: first he'd have to disable the Energy 
shielding that blocked his route and then he would have to find a 
quiet place toa€ | let his Pokemon rest in peace. 

He found the room that the mother was talking about and stepped 
inside. From the walls to his sides there were at least four 
protruding cables- and they all converged at one point, right in 
front of him. There were a few buttons and handles and he quickly 
looked over them, trying to find the one that he needed. 

In the end his eyes fell upon a large lever, right in the center of 
the control panel. It was turned on and pointed to the left- so he'd 
pull it to the right and see what happened. 

He pulled the lever and the background noises faded away. Obviously 
he had done something, but what he did he wasn't exactly sure off. 
What if he had simply deactivated something else? No, he wouldn't 
risk it. He reached out and grabbed the nearest cable with one hand- 
and the one underneath it with his other. He gave a hard yank and 
both gave way- with a loud static discharge they came free of the 



console . 


He repeated this with the other two cables and was satisfied with his 
work. The energy shielding would be down and he was free to proceed- 
to where actually? He still had no idea where to go from there. 

With a small sigh he resigned himself to the fact that he would have 
to ask for directions _again_. He absolutely hated doing so- but he 
had no choice. In order for him to contact the UNSC and ask them to 
get him the hell out of there he had to reach that 'Saffron 
city ' . 

He turned around and was surprised to see that Ralts wasn't following 
him anymore. Weird. Where could that little thing be? Probably still 
with the family in the room next door or something. 

He walked out the door and left the ruined cables behind him. It 
occurred to him that the family wasn't that quiet now- their soft 
sobbing and crying had disappeared and given way for something 
else . 

But what? 

The answer presented itself to him rather quick, in the form of 
Brock. The man had somehow managed to drag himself out of the 
gym-room to see his family and was currently in the room with them. 
His children were clinging to him as if they were drowning and he was 

the only way for them to stay adrift. His wife was sitting in front 

of him, holding his wounded leg and bandaging it with a piece of her 
clothing . 

The sight of the family comforting each other made him feel 
uncomfortable, but he had no idea why that would be. The appearance 
of the Spartan went unnoticed until Brock lifted his head- perhaps to 

see what had become of the room where the console was- and saw him 

standing there. 

The super-soldier was aware of the fact that his appearance was 
unnerving to lots of people. His white armor and EVA helmet gave him 
a rather inhuman appearance. The family had had more urgent matters 
to think about when he had showed up. But now that they were safe, 
the seven feet tall soldier looked all the more menacing. 

It took the man some time to actually speak, but when he did he 
didn't sound angry or resentful. 

"Thank you for saving my familya€|" he spoke, his voice sounding 
weak . 

He thought that he had actually saved his family? Whatever, if that 
prevented him from being hostile then he could go right ahead. 

"I want to give you somethinga€ | even though your methods werea€| far 
from elegant, I still want to present you this." 

He reached inside his pocket and the Spartan immediately tensed, 
ready to act as soon as Brock pulled out a weapon. 

But he didn't. Instead of a weapon, the man pulled out a small, grey 
object. "This is the Pewter city gym badge!" Brock said. "I know that 



the circumstances weren't exactly ideala€ | but you beat me 
nonetheless. And to survive the direct assault of an 
Onixa€ | especially one as strong as minea€ | that is something 
else . " 

Was it? He had fought grunts that posed more of a threat than the 
Onix did. Wasn't this man angry that he had nailed his leg, nearly 
killed his Pokemon and then proceeded to cause a bloodbath near his 
family? 

He hesitated with taking the badge. He had a priority and that was 
more important to him than anything. On the other hand; he would be 
stuck here on the planet for a few weeks at the least. He couldn't 
exactly do much in those weeks- save for training himself and his 
Pokemon so that they might defend themselves when he was gone. 
Besides; if the towns truly weren't connected to each other then they 
might not trust him when they saw him. He didn't want to cause more 
harm that could easily be avoided without misunderstandings and from 
what he had heard; Brock was a rather well known man. If he took the 
badge with him then he could use it as proof for his reliability. 
People would be more willing to help him if they knew that he wasn't 
a ' bad guy ' . 

"You risked your life by saving usa€ | you put yourself in harm's way 
to save people that you don't even know!" The woman said with a soft 
voice. Her tone was low and tired, but what she said wasn't mean or 
hurting. So she had to be grateful. Her words, however, didn't make 
sense to him. 

Then she too reached inside her pocket and pulled out something 
small. It looked like a yellow crystal on chain- some sort of 
jewel ? 

"I want you to have thisa€|as a sign of my gratitude. It's a small 
trinket that my father once found in an excavation. He said that it 
is called amber- perhaps you can find some use for it?" 

As a soldier, it was his job to put himself in harm's way for the 
innocent. He shouldn't be thanked for doing his job- it was to be 
expected. He didn't earn rewards. 

"Merely doing my duty ma'am." He responded. Then he reached out and 
grabbed the Badge from Brock's hand, but not the 'amber'. "No man 
should be rewarded for doing their job." 

The woman looked shocked by his statement- clearly he had said 
something weird. "But you didn't just do your job- you could have 
turned around and walked away!" 

No he couldn't have, an energy wall was in his way. Weird 
female . 

"Please take ita€ i at the very least you can sell it for some money- 
things are rather expensive the farther you come into Kanto." 

It was funny in a painful kind of way that he had first taken in 
Pokemon to care for and that he had now 'won' his first badge. The 
fact that a woman proposed him a reward for his duties was justa€ | not 
good . 



Still, he needed the money; He couldn't afford to be snippy or picky 
when it came to survival. So he slowly grabbed the piece of amber too 
and put it together with the badge in his pocket. 

"Thank you." 

He hoped that it would stop here, he and Ralts weren't- 

Ralts! He almost forgot; he had actually returned here to search for 
Ralts . 

"Ralts?" he said and looked around. "You copy me?" 

No response. How weird; had it gotten hurt somehow? Had it hidden to 
prevent people from hurting it? No, he hadn't trained the creature 
like that. So where was it? 

>"Ralts?" The woman replied. "Is that your pokemon?"<p> 

He nodded. 

"I think I saw it trying to hide back in the gym-room. Perhaps it is 
there? " 

Why would it be there? It had no reason to hidea€ | had it? 

~ 0 ~ 

The demon was bad. She knew it from the beginning and still she 
decided to give it a chance; hoping that perhaps it could redeem 
itself. She had ignored everything that she had come to hate about 
him ! 

His indifference to the creatures around him, his stupidity when it 
came to their feelings and his terrible appearance. 

He had murdered and killed and caused the death of those around him 
and she had been forced to experience the emotions and feelings of 
those around him. The demon had never once expressed itself in a way 
that she could understand and she had always thought that his lack of 
emotions was what made him so terrifying. 

She had been wrong. 

When she and Nidoran had been fighting the floating-rocks, the demon 
had been fighting the stone-snake. It had displayed an amazing set of 
skills and concentration; being able to dodge climb and move while at 
the same time telling her what to do to save both herself and 
Nidoran . 

And then she had felt it. The demon's well controlled mind and tidily 
kept sensations had boiled over and something had escaped from the 
iron prison that was his mind, something terrible and painful. 
Something that had hurt her when she had picked it up. 

It had terrified her even more than his usual stoic attitude; what he 
had felt had bordered on the complete loss of his mind. She couldn't 
even fathom it; she had spent the next two minutes sitting next to 
the crying humans and the young child that was being held by the 
mother . 



She didn't know why, but she liked being near them. So when the demon 
continued moving to reach his goal, she had tried to make sense of 
what she had felt. 

The demon's entire being had changed. His mind had been replaced by 
something primal and evil- even if the sensation only lasted for a 
few seconds, that didn't change it. 

That made it worse. The demon's entire mind had been gone and 
replaced by his deepest urges and needs; the most primal and feral 
parts of human being. And then he had returned, his common sense 
returned and immediately he had shielded his thoughts and feelings 
from her probing mind. 

And she had been forced to share in his sensations when he lost 
control. The demon was truly a demon; the most evil form of life that 
could be. And she had been blindly following him- it- for a few days 
now. It had pretended to care for her and Nidoran but at the same 
time it didn't even try to hide the fact that it would leave them as 
soon as possible! 

So she ran. She turned around and fled the room; she fled the 
horrible combination of pain and horror that her life had become. She 
fled the pain of her parents leaving her behind and she fled the 
bloodlust that could control the demon so easily. 

She wanted to be gone- she wanted to disappear from this terrible 
world and just find a hole to hide in and cry. 

She felt the tiny nub of her mental power in the back of her head 
tingle and move. Without actually intending to she summoned a cloud 
of purple energy and it enveloped her body. The fact that the 
appearance of her psychic powers had changed didn't bother her; 
nothing did. She simply focused on her intent to disappear and 
blocked out everything else. Her powers peaked and the nub in her 
mind broke free- 

-and with a purple flash she disappeared. 

~ 0 ~ 

Why had it he tried to hide? It didn't make sense! 

As the Spartan walked out of the gym, he kept wondering what had 
happened. He couldn't just move on he had to take Ralts with him, 
that was just a fact. But it wasn't anywhere in the gym- he had made 
sure of that. He had called Nidoran from his ball and ordered him to 
find Ralts. Even Brock and his family had tried to help him and in 
the end, Nidoran had shaken his head. 

No Ralts in the gym, then. Perhaps it had teleported in a fit of fear 
and fled the scene? So where would the diminutive Pokemon be? 

For the next five minutes the super soldier searched the village, 
having Nidoran concentrate on Ralts' sounds and those only. It didn't 
help, they couldn't find it. Damnit ! 

The Spartan didn't know what to do- for the first time since he had 
landed on this planet, he was out of ideas. Nidoran couldn't find the 
Pokemon and he couldn't either. Should he steel his heart and once 



again sacrifice that which was important to him for his duty? 


He could always return here when he had contacted the UNSC. The 
people were safe now and would be very gratefulaC i but he didn't trust 
them. He trusted no one and the only one that he did trust was 
lost . 

No, he couldn't advance without his PokAOmon. 

He had patrolled the entire village; moving at speeds that nobody 
could hope to track. Even Nidoran lost him in the end- only when the 
Spartan paused in front of a large hole in the cliff near Route 3 did 
he reunite with him. 

"Hear anything?" He said to the little creature. Nidoran focused his 
oversized ears on the entrance and kept his position for several 
seconds. Then it slowly turned to the Spartan and shook his 
head . 

That didn't have to mean anything though. He had spent plenty of time 
moving through caves- weird things happened to sounds in there. So 
there could be a small possibilityaC i right ? 

~ 0 ~ 


"**Don't tell him I'm herea€| "** a soft voice spoke to him. Nidoran 
spun around, frightened out of his mind. Had someone snuck up on him? 
Impossible! He would have heard that! And the only thing he had heard 
was a small rustling noise coming from the cliff. 

He waited for the voice to repeat itself, but it didn't. What had 
just happened? 

"**Hello?"** He yelled and noticed that the trainer wasn't paying any 
attention to him. Clearly he hadn't heard the voiceaC | 

"**Is anyone there?"** It was silent for a minute, but then- 

"**Go away!"** The voice said again. Nidoran frowned. Ralts had told 
him of her psychic powers, but that didn't mean thataC i did it? Could 
it? 

'_Ralts?'_ he thought, concentrating on that name. He was certain- 
the Pokemon had somehow contacted him with her mind! 

But no matter how hard he thought and how much he focused, it didn't 
repeat itself. There was no more whispering in his mind and no more 
forms of communication. But the weird rustling noise continued 

So Ralts didn't want to be found? Why was that? What had 
happened? 

Don't tell him that I'm hereaC | wasn ' t trainer allowed to know? Why 
was that? 

Damn. Something had actually happened to her and she didn't want 
anyone to find out- but that left him with two problems. 

If he listened to her and honored her request, he would put her in 
danger . 



If he didn't listen to her then she would be found by the trainer and 
kept safe- but it wouldn't be what she wanted. 


What to do, what to do? 

He gazed over his shoulder and looked back at his trainer- who was 
nowhere to be found. 

Odd. Where could he have gone to? He really was fast- and quiet 
silent for someone his size. 

Nidoran kept moving forwards to the cliff, hoping that Ralts would be 
somewhere there. But to his dismay, the human was already there. Had 
he somehow traced the telepathic communication back to that place? Or 
had he noticed him slowly moving there? It didn't matter; he couldn't 
simply let the 'demon' find Ralts without him deciding what to 
do . 

He accelerated his speed and ran towards his trainer, hoping that he 
could somehow catch his attention. 

He didn't seem to notice his distress. He could alert the trainer now 
and let Ralts get caught. Or he could ignore her. He didn't know what 
to do and he slowly walked up to the crevice where he thought that 
she was hiding. 

"Hear anything?" The human asked him. 

What would he do? What should he do? 

~ 0 ~ 

The poison-type didn't react to his question in any other way. It had 
simply shook its head and kept his gaze on the small hole inside the 
cave. For some reason he couldn't shake the uncanny feeling that he 
could stop his search; that he had found what he was looking for- who 
he was looking for. And Nidoran was acting very strange. He had often 
felt like Nidoran and Ralts could understand each other- the way they 
kept chattering to each other. But they hadn't been together for some 
time; Ralts couldn't have spoken of its sudden disappearance to 
him . 

So now? The hole was too small for him to effectively enter. Nidoran 
could do it, but he wouldn't send the little thing inside there. It 
was his responsibility- whatever had compelled Ralts to run away, it 
couldn't have been just fear. There hadn't even been any return fire; 
that engagement with Brock hadn't been that scary. So something else 
had to have happeneda€ i what ? 

He wouldn't know. He reached for the hole- and quickly withdrew his 
hand as a psychic blast slammed against it. His shielding flared and 
it dropped a few percent . 

The Spartan made a mental note that psychic pokemon could hurt his 
energy shields and reached for the hole again. He braced himself as 
another psychic blast slammed into his gauntlet and this time didn't 
falter. He grabbed the inside of the hole and placed his head in 
front of the entrance. 



"Ralts!" He calmly said. "It's me, hold your fire!" Perhaps the 
Pokemon had mistaken him for a hostile. But why hadn't Nidoran heard 
it? Could it be possible that Ralts hadn't even made a sound? 

But the PokAOmon's ears were so sensitive that it could have even 
picked up Ralts breathing. Or so he understood it. Either way; he 
would have a little 'talk' with the creature. For now, he had to find 
a way to get Ralts out of there. 

"Come on, we're moving out." 

No response. What was wrong? "Ralts move out! That's an 
order ! " 

Still nothing. Enough was enough; the Spartan had little patience for 
misbehavior. He had wasted so much time and energy by taking the 
Ralts with him- the one thing that the Pokemon could do in return was 
obey him and stick with him. 

He took a step backwards and then lunged forwards, reaching for the 
inside of the cave. He heard the clattering of rocks hitting rocks- 
and a very faint sobbing. Then he heard the Pokemon scrambling away; 
moving deeper into the cavern. 

What? Could Pokemon cry? What had happened to Ralts that it was 
sobbing? Was it to excrete salts from its body or because 
of a€ | feelings ? 

"Raltsa€|" He said softly, not knowing what to do. From the corner of 
his eye he saw Nidoran glaring at him- as if blaming him for the 
little psychic's hurt. The Spartan grabbed the poke ball and withdraw 
the Nidoran. He couldn't use distractions now- his curiosity was 
roused and he had to know what was wrong with the Pokemon. It might 
help him understand further encounters- 

Ah hell. He simply wanted the Ralts back at his side- for reasons 
that he couldn't comprehend. He felt the faint sensation of unknown 
feelings in the back of his mind and briefly wondered what it was 
that he felt. It didn't matter either way, but he was curious as to 
what the Pokemon could do that caused those feelings to rise in the 
first place. 

He looked up, his gaze scanning the surface of the cliff for any 
holes large enough for him to enter. 

None. Off to the next field of vision. The soldier moved a few dozen 
meters down the route and turned the corner. He noticed an entrance 
in the stone wall up ahead and ignored the girl that yelled for a 
trainer battle. He moved to the promising entrance and was surprised 
to see that the cave system actually included this entrance. 

Had his luck turned or something? 

"Sir, wait!" Someone yelled and he heard the tapping of feet on the 
ground- the sound of someone running towards him. Nope, he had no 
time silly children. He had a companion to save. 


From what Ralts had to be saved he still wasn't sure, but he'd figure 
that out later. 



Without any further delay he pulled his assault rifle from his back 
and walked into the entrance. In his haste to find his Pokemon, he 
missed the next words that the girl yelled at him. Or perhaps the 
cave actually distorted sounds as they entered its entrance. 

"Don't go in there! It's Zubat mating time and there are hundreds of 
those bloodsuckers in there!" 

~ 0 ~ 

The cave was dark and wet; dripping water echoed through the walls 
and unnerved her somewhat. She had no idea why she had hidden herself 
in the cavern- when she reappeared after her teleport, she had found 
herself somewhere on Route 3. Her first thought had been to get into 
a good hiding spot and the small hole in the cliff had seemed like a 
good idea to her. 

But the demon had been near- it was searching for her. And Nidoran 
was there too- a source of guilt for her. She had left the kid with 
the demon to bring herself to safety. That wasn't a very nice thing 
to do to her friend, but she trusted Nidoran to be capable enough to 
protect himself alone. The demon hadn't done anything to harm him 
yet . 

But Nidoran could find her and she didn't want that. So while she 
focused on warning the kid with his sensitive ears away, she noticed 
the demon coming closer and closer. She trusted that Nidoran wouldn't 
betray her and slowly crawled backwards. 

Then the demon had noticed her. She couldn't help but be overwhelmed 
by her emotions- the fear and the pain, the feelings of loss and 
anger were too much. 

Tears broke through as she scrambled backwards, away from the 
reaching demon. He called her name and asked her to come out but she 
wouldn't have anything of it. She needed to be safe; she had to get 
away- 

A torrent of energy flowed through her mind and without intending to 
she blasted the reaching hand away from her with her powers. 

Oh no. She had attacked the demon! It would want revenge now, just 
like he wanted with the male and his stone-Pokemon . 

His head appeared in front of the entrance- his scary reflective 
nonface obscured her vision- and he talked to her again. His 
agitation was reassuring in a way- he didn't sound dishonest. His 
emotions were still obscured to her like always, but this time she 
could sense that he was frustrated with her. 

So no hidden intentions of revenge? No trickery to get her out? 

Didn't it realize that she wanted it away from her? 

His head disappeared and she knew that now was her only chance. She 
slowly crawled backwards into the cave-system behind her. But then- 
like a strike from lightning above- the demon slammed his arm inside 
and he tried to grab her. Her heart skipped multiple beats and the 
realization of his move struck her hard. 


He wanted to get her back that was obvious. But didn't he- it! 



realize that she didn't want to be with it anymore? 


A sob escaped her throat and she moved even further away from the 
reaching hand of the demon. 

"RaltsaCi" He spoke her name as he slowly retracted his limb. His 
voice sounded heavier than normal, but she didn't care. She crawled 
further into the tunnel, away from everything that hurt her. 

But then the ground underneath her disappeared and she fell, fell 
deeper into the cavern of darkness. She had to slow her movements, 
she had to act quickly! 

She channeled her mental powers- which became easier and easier to 
do- and canceled her descent. Her momentum ceased and she levitated 
in the air, mere centimeters above the ground. 

Now what! She couldn't get back up again and she had no idea where 
she was, the cave was dark and wet and noises were everywhere. 

The need to cry again was very present, but she repressed it. At 
least her time together with the demon hadn't been useless: it had 
trainer her well; her powers were easier to reach and her mind was 
clearer than before. 

But that could also be simple growth; the demon couldn't have been 
responsible for everything 

She slowly walked forwards, her arms wrapped around her chest. She 
was cold, wet and alone. Could things possibly get any worse? 

She bumped into a rock and fell to the ground. It rolled a few paces 
before hitting another rock- which caused several smaller pebbles to 
fall to the ground. The sudden noise was very loud in the silent 
cave- and suddenly she felt the base feelings and needs of many 
dozens of creatures at once. The sensation nearly overwhelmed her 
mind before she managed to block them out of her mind. 

It seemed that she wasn't so lonely after all. 

~ 0 ~ 

Math tensed and stopped moving when he heard the clattering of rocks 
in the distance. It could have been a few meters in front of him, or 
hundreds. If only he still had his motion tracker. He had to try and 
repair that one of these days- if his field-stripper was still in one 
piece . 

So there was movement somewhere? That had to be Ralts. He had the 
pure luck of reaching a large tunnel-system where he knew that Ralts 
had to be. But now he still had to find the weird little thing. 

Why had it fled? What could have possibly happened to make it run 
away? He couldn't for the life of it understand. Could he have done 
something to prevent the pokemon from running? Could he have 
protected it from the sensations that it had to have experienced? 
There was no way of telling. 

A faint rustling near his head made him spun around, his rifle at the 
ready. Nothing. 



Even with his clear-night vision he couldn't see everything in this 
cave. Had it been the wind? 


No, his senses were tingling and he knew that something was there. 
Something was tracking him- question is, was it a threat? 

Had it spotted Ralts? 

He slowly moved on, keeping his rifle sweeping from left to right and 
keeping his concentration peeked. Nothing would get the jump on a 
Spartan, that was for sure. 

Suddenly his MJOLNIR armor picked up a weak wailing, like a child in 
distress. The sweet feminine voice of Ralts was the only logical 
explanation for the sound. Had he found her? 

He increased his speed, moving through the tunnels with speeds and 
reflexes that no human could have ever hoped to match. He never 
bumped into something; he never even lost his bearing. He instantly 
homed in on the sounds in the distance and noticed the same eerie 
rustling noises he had heard a few moments ago. Now they were up 
ahead- together with the sobbing and screaming of his Ralts. He 
winced when he heard the sounds of distress and pain- the sadness 
that underlay its tone and the desperation with which it 
screamed . 

Yes, he had spotted Ralts. 

~ 0 ~ 

The monsters were everywhere; flying through the air without any 
problem and evading her blind attacks. They came from nowhere and 
were determined to hurt her. There were so many of them- she kept 
getting clipped and smashed and cut by the monsters. 

They hurt her and she screamed and cried with fear and pain. She 
wasn't even feeling that much pain- it was just the shock and intense 
ferocity of the creatures that were pelting her that caused her 
screams . 

Tears were rolling down her face as she desperately struggled to get 
away from her assailants. They never left her alone and she could 
feel their killing intent. It was so basic and primal- it reminded 
her of the demon in some ways. How it had lost its mind to the savage 
madness for moment before it had regained control. 

These things weren't in control- they were completely guided by their 
needs and had no more control over their actions than a leave flying 
on the wind had. 

Another monster hit her in her back and she lost her balance. With a 
heavy smack she fell to the ground and she knew that she would not 
life to see the pain come to an end. 

She had left the demon and the Nidoran just as her parents had left 
her and now she paid for it. There was no one to protect her, no one 
to save her. She would die alone and afraid- in pain and 
desperation- 



A clap of thunder split the air, then another and another. Within two 
seconds ten of the monsters fell to the ground, their blood 
splattered across the ground. The remaining creatures scattered into 
the darkness and it was silent. 

She lifted her head- it felt so heavy and it hurt so much- and saw 
the demon standing there. Tall and mighty, his skin shining white and 
his golden face made him look like a divine being. It had found her- 
and saved her. But why? Did it want personal revenge for her hurting 
it? Or was it merely content to punish her for leaving 
it? 


"Raltsa€|" It said and knelt next to her, extending its claw to her. 
The palm of the hand was faced upwards and its fingers touched the 
ground. What was it doing? Did it want something from her? Why was it 
acting like this? Was it testing her? 

Before either of them could speak again, she rustling of a hundred 
wings filled the cavern with sounds and many dozens of shapes 
descended from the ceiling. They poured from every hole, every 
opening and they swarmed around them. 

Even the demon could not survive this! She realized with 
despair . 

~ 0 ~ 

He had found it. He had actually found Ralts- it was lying on the 
ground in a large dark cavern, being assaulted by large blue bats. 

The animals were everywhere- in the instance he analyzed the tactical 
situation he counted at least fifteen of the creatures. They were all 
concentrating on the helpless Pokemon- attacking it from everywhere, 
the cowardly creatures. 

But they had made a fatal mistake- one that they could never have 
known to be possible. The small pokemon that they wanted to kill so 
mercilessly had a protector. One that was armed with a powerful MA5C 
assault rifle and 7.67 caliber armor-piercing rounds. 

Time slowed for the Spartan as he sighted down the sights. He didn't 
know how much clips he had left to use- but it had to be enough for 
this little engagement. With every shot he fired he nailed at least 
two of the bloodthirsty creatures. 

He noted that there were two kinds of hostiles- small ones without 
eyes and larger ones with a big gaping mouth and a pair of 
mean-looking eyes. Their large pointy canines identified them as 
carnivorous or even blood-sucking. Original. 

But with every bat he killed, another one took its place. After the 
first two seconds of the fight the swarm had descended upon them. His 
shields flared slightly but only dropped a few percent from the 
constant buffeting of their bodies against him. He knew that his 
little companion wouldn't last a second when the swarm hit her- even 
if he protected it between his legs it would still get killed. There 
were just too many of them and he didn't know how he could protect 
his Ralts. 


The creatures moved like they were suspended in honey but the swarm 
got dangerously close to it- he estimated that it took the bats only 



a few seconds before they reached it- 

-and his rifle clicked empty- Damnit ! Had had wasted half of the 
magazine with his battle against Brock and when he started shooting 
the bats, he did so with only half a clip. 

Now it was empty and even though he could reload in just as much as 
two seconds, the temporary lull in the fight would present the bats 
with an opening to sweep down and murder Ralts. 

Unacceptable. He needed to protect it but how? There wasn't a single 
way for him to completely protect the creature from the attacking 
swarm. To do to he had to completely encase it somehow- or the 
attacking hostiles would simply swarm through the openings and 
weaknesses . 

The creatures noticed that he had stopped firing and even though they 
moved so slowly, they still steadily advanced towards the two lone 
defenders . 

And then it hit the Spartan. He did have a way to protect his 
Pokemon- he would just have to sacrifice his most important and 
deepest form of dignity and protection. He would have to do what no 
Spartan ever wanted to do and he had to do it in a dark cave filled 
with bloodsucking angry bats. 

But it meant protecting Ralts, so he'd gladly do it even if the cave 
was filled with hungry Brutes and hunters. 

He reached up to his helmet and quickly undid the seals. It emitted a 
loud hissing as the internal atmosphere fell away and he tore the 
helmet of his head. He tasted the cold twang of humid air and the 
screeching of the swarming creatures sounded even more annoying. He 
knelt before Ralts- damn he was slow, he needed to move faster! 

"Get down!" He yelled and placed the helmet on top of the Ralts, who 
had understood the message very clearly and was making itself even 
smaller to allow the helmet to completely fit over its body. 

Then the Spartan stood and placed one boot on top of the helmet, to 
protect it from being knocked over. The tough EVA helmet would be 
enough to protect the Pokemon from almost everything that this world 
could throw at it . 

But now that his helmet had been removed, he had no shields to cover 
his head. With one boot on his helmet and the other one placed firmly 
on the ground, he stood tall. He quickly reloaded and continued his 
stream of fire- his near pinpoint accuracy and overwhelming rate of 
fire was the undoing of many creatures. But the constant screeching 
was so deafening, so consuming that he soon found himself unable to 
maintain his slaughter like before. His kill rate slowed down as he 
was forced to concentrate on each and every target. 

Was this some sort of hunting technique? Confuse the target with 
screeching sounds and then overwhelm them? 

A wing clipped his cheek and he felt a burning feeling following its 
trail. Something hot and wet dripped down his jaw but he ignored it. 

A large shape came out of nowhere and he quickly held his hand up to 
catch it. The large bat flew right into his palm and the Spartan was 



able to make out a large gaping mouth with large sharp canines. Then 
he smacked it out of the air and it smashed into a wall, silencing 
it . 

A white-hot needle penetrated his skin and he instantly reached up to 
grab at his neck, grabbing the sucker that had bitten him there. He 
squeezed and the animal died in his grip. 

That constant screeching- it was so intense that he couldn't even 
comprehend where he was standing, up and down lost their 
meaning . 

The screaming bats did indeed confuse their prey with their loud 
screeching, he realized. He couldn't remain standing upright for much 
longer- not whilst balancing his weight on his hind leg and at the 
same time applying just enough weight to keep his helmet pinned on 
the ground. He had to shift balance or he would fall, he was sure of 
that. And if he fell, he wouldn't be able to keep Ralts safe. 

And it would die. 

~ 0 ~ 

The demon was firing his thunder-stick with amazing skill. Monster 
after monster fell out of the air and none of them had even touched 
her so far! But despite its efforts, the amount of flying Pokemon was 
too great for them. In the few seconds that the demon had been 
fighting, the flying horde kept getting closer and closer to her. 

They couldn't possibly hurt her defender but if it stopped fighting 
or even paused in his valiant efforts to keep protecting her, they 
would get her. 

And she knew that would happen. There was nothing she or it could do 
to stop her impending death. 

And then it happened. Just when her hopes were as low as they could 
be, the demon- in its ever quick and honed speed- grabbed his head 
and pulled. He actually pulled at his head and it came off. Ralts 
watched with amazement as the demon tore its head of and revealed 
another head. In the brief second before it knelt before her and told 
her to get down, she was able to make out an incredibly pale skin- 
And then the demon placed its second head over her body and 
everything became dark. The thundering noises of his stick continued 
and the ground underneath her vibrated. A faint 'thud' signaled that 
the something had hit her shelter and she couldn't understand what 
had just happened. She tried to make sense of what was going on and 
failed miserably. 

She tried again. First, the demon had showed its ugly side. Then she 
had left it and it had followed her. Then she had attacked it and 
again, it had followed her. At first she had thought it was because 
of revenge, but now it had done something that she had never seen it 
do before, just to save her. It went to such great lengths just to 
keep her protecteda€ | was it so hell-bent on getting its own revenge? 
Or could it truly be caring about her; was it actively trying to 
protect her just to keep her save? 

And how? How could it have torn off its own head? Was that a demon 
trick? And its facea€ | it looked soa€ | alien. It was human and at the 
same time it was not. 



The constant Supersonic screams of the attacking Pokemon didn't seem 
to affect her so much within her protective shell. Was it somehow 
preventing them from confusing her with their sounds? Was that what 
had protected the demon too when he came to her aid? His second 
head? 

The weird shelter shook violently and she instantly covered her head 
with her hands. What was happening? The thundering had slowed down. 
Had the demon won or was it dying? 

Another quake tore through the ground and this time she heard two 
heavy thumps. The protective shell moved with each impact and 
teetered on its edge, nearly falling over and revealing her to the 
swarming monsters . 

A third, much louder impact smacked against the encasing shelter and 
it fell over- lying uselessly on its side. She crawled on her hand 
and feet underneath it, desperate to get away. A few drops of blood 
hit the ground and she instantly sprang back. What was..? 

She trembled over her entire body and slowly gazed up. She saw the 
demon standing right next to her- his thunder-stick occasionally 
barking loudly and an attacking bat would fall to the ground. Now 
that its protective second head was gone, the monsters actually 
managed to hurt him. And while the demon kept getting pelted by one 
hostile after another- which it all managed to repel- she was able to 
catch a glance of its face. 

It looked relatively human. In fact, it looked very human- it 
possessed two eyes and one nose, together with a mouth and two ears. 
The odd thing was that its features were sharper than any humans she 
had ever seen and its skin was pale, very pale. It was as if it 
hadn't seen the sun for many years- like the demon had been dwelling 
in a cave for most of its life. Was that why it wore a second head? 

To disguise itself? 

A crazy thought entered her mind. A thought that burned all her fears 
and doubts away and caused a sudden clarity to fill her head. 

It wasn't a demona€ | it was actually a human! 

The realization hit her with such force- with such intensity - that 
she could actually feel her body quiver and burn with an unknown 
feeling. It was a humana€ | and it was bleeding for her. Its- his- face 
was covered with scratches and gashes and still it fought on. It 
could have kept _his_ second head on- but it got himself hurt for 
her. It was actually bleeding willingly just to protect her. 

And she had tried to flee him, thinking that he would hurt her. 

Her body burned even brighter and she could actually feel what kind 
of emotion it was. She just couldn't name it- it was such a pure 
basic feeling that she simply knew that what it meant. It 
meanta€ | development . It meant that she finally understood something 
about her world and most important: She understood her own 
feelings . 


She was burning so bright now that her body actually began to glow; 
she could swear that her limbs were shining with green-white light 



and she felt her body change. Her mind encased itself in an iron 
shell and rearranged itself- she couldn't even describe what was 
going on. She simply understood- she understood so many things now. 

It was as if she had been living in a small sphere up to now- and 
that sphere had just shattered to a million pieces. Her understanding 
and intelligence expanded immensely; like a creature that had changed 
from a water-dwelling creature to a land-dwelling creature. It was an 
evolution- just like her mother had told her when she was younger. 
Pokemon could evolve during certain circumstances- and their powers 
and intelligence would grow tremendously. 

She had just evolved! 

Her mind freed itself and she felt her body. She felt its gracious 
elegancea€ | it s flexible limbs and perfect balance. She felt like 
dancing- dancing to celebrate her newly gained awareness and physical 
abilities. Dancing to see what she could do and dancing- 

-dancing to show the demon what she could do. 

" * *Not a demona€|"** she giggled to herself and sensed the many 
teeming minds of Zubat and Golbat around her. The silly creatures 
were attacking her trainer and she couldn't have that. 

She took a step forwards and gestured with her hands. For a 
split-second a shimmering blue wall appeared in front of the bloodied 
warrior and then it disappeared. But she knew that it hadn't simply 
faded away- it was simply invisible to the naked eye. 

The human- what was his name again? Oh yes, it was Math. He was still 
standing tall- like the proud and unbreakable fighter that he was. 

She noticed the many wounds on his face and her eyes locked with 
his . 

Her eyes could have never seen it before she had evolved, but now 
they did. She saw so many things now- and she saw the human's eyes 
shift. It was so subtle that anyone could have missed it- but not 
her. She saw the movement and instantly knew that the human was 
surprised at her new form. 

Pleasantly surprised, she hoped. No matter, she would get to that 
later. For now she had to protect her trainer from any other form of 
pain- he had sacrificed his own protection for her wellbeing and by 
doing so, had revealed his true form to her. 

That had inspired the inspiration for her evolution and she was 
eternally grateful for him. Now she would return the favor and chase 
these silly little bats away. 

She pirouetted three times and wondered at the extent of her 
flexibility. She stopped the movement and waved with her arm once. 

The attacking Pokemon were knocked back and she could feel how 
confused they were. She grinned wide and extended her mind as she had 
done before- but this time, it was so much more. 

She touched the minds of the violent Pokemon and shouted at them with 
her mind: **'Go away! We will leave your cave if you let us.'** 


She was satisfied when she realized that the bat-pokemon had heard 
her- and even more so when most of them actually turned to fly 



away . 


The human lowered his weapon and watched the creatures flee. The 
ground was littered with remains of multiple dozens of bodies and 
spend casings- together with large plashes of blood. Most of it was 
purple, but there were drops of red spread across the bloodbath. A 
testimony to the trainer's bravery and prowess. 

"Ralts?" He said, confusion was evident in his tone. His voice was 
soa€ i strong. It presented a good listener with so much ways to read 
him- and she was a good listener. When it came to him, she was the 
best listener. For yet unknown reasons she could understand him. Far 
better then she could before- which, to be honest, was absolutely 
zero . 

But still, his mind betrayed forms of ignorance. Things that were 
unknown to him and known to her- things that had to be known to many 

forms of life. She would have to attend those too- but for now, she 

giggled at his misunderstanding of the world around him. 

1 _* *No silly* *_**!'* * she told him with her mind. His eyes narrowed 
and he turned around, his weapon doing a complete sweep of the cave. 
The warrior was jumpy! How amusing. When he turned to face her again 
she walked up to him until they were only a feet apart. Then she 
looked up at his face- he was looking all serious and 
mistrusting . 

The human looked down at her form and she knew that he was eying her 
body. She also knew that it was purely tactical what he did- she 
stole that from his thoughts. They were still well-hidden from her, 
but her new powers were unstable and she was able to glean some facts 
from his mind. Like that one. She could let him guess at the 

situation some more, but when another drop of blood fell from a gash 

on his cheek a pang of guilt and pity overcame her. 

i_**You can call me Kirlia now**_**, '** she told him. It occurred to 
her that he might not believe her- he was incredibly paranoid for 

some reason. .* *Math **__**.** 1 she added his name- he had only told 

her as far as she knew. 

His gaze held hers for a second longer before she broke the contact. 
For some reason she couldn't look in his eyes for too long- there was 
something she had to research first. 

"What happened to you?" He asked. 

'_**I evolved. '**_ She simply stated while she walked up to his 
fallen "second head." How stupid of her- this was obviously some 
piece of armor. Humans wore hats and pieces of clothing more often 
than not and he obviously needed the protection. 

She tried to lift the heavy piece of equipment and was surprised to 
find out that she couldn't lift it. What strange kind of material was 
this thing anyway? 

She turned around and nearly jumped a meter in the air. Her trainer 
was standing right in front of her; obviously having snuck up to her 
without making a single move. 


Damn he was good. 



"Kirlia?" He asked. "Did you change your name?" 

She giggled. Like she chose to; her species had simply changed when 
she evolved. She was a Kirlia now like he was a human. Or almost 
human; she wasn't entirely sure that he was completely 
human . 

'_**Noa€|I changed into something else. I simply evolved- you aren't 
the smartest one are you, Math?'**_ 

She had no idea how the rules and borders had shifted. She needed to 
completely review her situation- and for some reason, the human had 
linked his name with a significant value. 

"Are you speaking telepathically? " He deduced that rather 
quickly . 

How did he know that? 

"EvolvingaC | how did you do it?" 

Damna€ | now he hit the personal thing. One side of her mind simply 
wanted to brush the question away- he wouldn't tell if she was lying. 
But she couldn't bring herself to lie to him- he had gone through so 
much simply to protect her. He had saved her life againa€ | and had 
gotten hurt while doing so. 

She teleported up to his shoulder and sat down on his broad 
shoulders. '_**I like your namea€ '**_She said while she thought of a 
way to tell him how she had done it. 

"You need one too." 

What ? 

'_**Pardon me?**_' 

"I can't keep calling you by your species name." He figured that out 
quick too. He was drawing all the fun out of this little game! "You 
need a proper name." 

Who was he to give her a name? Wella€| maybe her trainera€ | adopted 
humana€ | mastera€ | and someone that she needed to raise properly. She 
had his name- it was only fair that he named her too. 

But he remained silent. 

'_**Well? Get on with it!**_ She told him. 

"Wella€| he said and seemed to hesitate. "Are youa€ i I mean, you look 
likea€!" 

He seemed to be unable to form coherent sentences. What was wrong 
with him? She tried to peer into his mind, but it was well fortified. 
A single feeling he could not hide from her, however. She identified 
it as confusion and she quickly determined what was wrong. A red 
blush crept to her cheeks as she came to her conclusion. 

He didn't know that she was a girl! Silly humana€ | he might as well be 



a demon with his knowledge of life on this planet. _**'Can't you 
tell ? ' * *_ 

Wait a minutea€|if he couldnA't tell whether she was a girl or a 
boya€ j thena€ | 

_* * A ' DO I LOOK LIKE A BOY TO YOU?'**_ 

~ 0 ~ 

This was completely insane! His pokemon talked to him? In his mind? 
That didn't even seem physically possible! 

First he had witnessed the Ralts glow completely white and turn into 
another Pokemon, and then it had somehowa€ | made the bats go away. How 
had it done that? 

And seriously, how was it talking to him in his mind? How could he 
defend his thoughts when someone could simply read them out of his 
mind? He would need to focus even harder than normal now. He trusted 
Raltsa€|but now that it called itself Kirliaa€|its entire attitude 
had done a 180. How was he supposed to understand a creature that 
could read his mind? 

And he didn't even know what to call the little thing. Well, slightly 
less little thing. He could name her something simple and 
militarist ica€ i but its attitude had dazzled him so much that he 
didn't know whether that was a good idea or not. 

Perhaps it was because of the constant screeching that the bats had 
emitted during the fight or because of the new mental contact- but he 
couldn't completely think clear now. He accepted the PokAOmon's 
attitude for now and searched his mind for something that could 
satisfy it. 

Or was it a girl? Its voice sounded so femininea€ | 

"Wella€| he said didn't know how to put it. Questioning the sex of 
someone didn't seem very social to him. 

"Are youa€ | I mean, you look likea€|" 

He winced and realized that his confusion had already insulted the 
creature. He let it yell at him for a second before finally 
recollecting himself. 

"Stand down- mind your tone." He calmly told it. The Kirlia on his 
shoulders stopped midsentence and looked at him with its big, not 
ugly eyes. It looked so femininea€ | it had to be a female. 

"Girl?" He asked the potential lady. It slowly nodded and reached out 
for his face. Instantly his arm snapped up and grabbed the limb 
before it could touch it. Then he realized that he might have 
insulted it yet again and let it go. 

It had run out on him once and he didn't intend to lose it- her- 
again . 


And just when he thought about the potential new interaction that he 
would have to put up with, a name crossed his mind. A nice name for a 



woman- if only he knew why that particular name came up in his mind. 
He didn't know what was going on with him- he would have to blame it 
on the weird mental interaction and move one. 


"Lucy." He decided and let the name sink in with his Kirlia. The name 
seemed to be charged with significance to him- if only he could 
remember why the name was so important to him. Oh 
well . 

'_**Lucya€| '**_ He Kirlia repeated and stared off in the distance as 
if she was focusing on something. Then she snapped out of it and 
looked at him again with her large, penetrating eyes. '_**a beautiful 
namea€ | that couldn't have come out of your mind!'**_ 

That was it. He would have to completely reeducate the Pokemon- her 
evolution had undone all the discipline that he had taught her. He 
reached out with his arm and swept her from his shoulder. In mid-fall 
she twisted her body and landed on one leg on the ground. Then she 
turned around like a gracious ballerina- which she actually resembled 
right now- and kept her balance without difficulty. 

Then she stared at him with a smug expression and crossed her arms. 

So she thought that she could outwit him? Let ' s see her outwit 
thisa€ | 

"Let's see if you can do some push-ups with that new body of your." 

He said and grabbed his helmet. 

The Spartan didn't realize it yet, but the new interaction with his 
telepathic Pokemon had actually gotten him to relax more than he had 
done in a few years . Things were changing- but whether they were for 
the better or for the worse was still unclear. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_That last operation is reason enough for even the most 
battle-hardened ODST to develop a Post-traumatic Stress disorder! You 
have to let me talk to him!"_ 

"_Negative Ma'am- we can't let him think that this Op was any 
different from his previous Operations against the Insurrection. He 
needs to stay focused. 

"_are you training a soldier or raising a psychopath? Let me 
through ! 

"_No can do ma'am."_ 

-conversation between Mental Health specialist Jennifer Sunfield and 
security guard Hendricks, 12 October 2548 

~ 0 ~ 

**Bam! Chapter 11, the One that changes everything. Here the 
communication barrier gets raised and the Spartan and his companion 
can finally talk!** 

**Or so you would thinka€|** 

**Don't forget to review- I need serious feedback about the 



telepathic interaction. Have a nice week people!** 


12. A new kind of war? 

**People! I am back! Better yet, I am back with another 
chapter ! * * 

**Yutyrannus**** : That will most likely come too, do not worry! 

Thanks for the praise; I am glad that you liked 
it.** 

**ZombieSlayers**** : Good, sometimes I think that people think I rush 
a bit too much. Telepathy can be a tricky thing to work out, it is 
nice to read your opinion on my work!** 

**Siphon 117: ****When it comes to a Spartan, trouble is always a few 
meters around a corner. There will be more trouble- but will he 
prevail ? * * 

**The Constitutionalist:**** As always, your review made my entire 
day. From morning to evening. No worries my friend; you caused me no 
offense and with the way you formulate your feedback I doubt that you 
ever will ; ) * * 

**When this chapter comes out, I will be awaiting your review! 

* * 


***Salutes back* ** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: * * * *Actually , I have already 
decided on two new team members for our favorite slightly sociopathic 
hero to take care of. He will only have to find and capture them- or 
does he?** 

**Anyway, I am glad that you liked it. Might I inquire as to what 
misunderstanding you referred to; I don't really know what you 
meant ? * * 

* *Seagreenshoes : ****Thank you. More you want. More you will 
get . ** 

**Guest!**** The first guest? Our only guest? You delivered to us the 
fiftieth Review! Cyber-cookies and love raining upon thee!** 

**You couldn't find the story? Has to do something with my 
EMP-fingers. People always tell me that I am a true disaster to all 
their electronics.** 

**I don't really understand the Mega-evolutions concept yet. I find 
it to be a little tooa€ | digimon-like? Can I say that? Either way; I 
have seen the Mega-evolution for Gardevoir- and another Pokemon that 
I will not spoil yet- and I did not like it very much. 

>As for your other questions: maybe and you will see 
: p<strong> 

**Finally, a special shout-out to * * * *Spartan-2 62 * * * *- whose 

Emperor-like behavior rather unsettles me : ( . Did Palpatine survive 

or not? ** 



**I know what you reviewed chapter 10 but I didn't read your review 
until I had already put up the 11th. As always, your feedback is 
appreciated. It forms a solid base for me to improve my writing 
skills on and- when I feel a bit down on a dark, raining day- 
completely shatter what little self-respect I have. Just kidding- 
most ly . * * 

**1, 2 and 3: you are right- but the third one might be a plot-twist 
: 0 * * 

**4: nope, he took what he could carry and left the rest inside- 
thinking that he might return for them later.** 

**5: From my understanding, even though the shielding won't break the 
force of a blow will still be distributed through the armor itself. 
Covenant ships, for example, had their hulls bend from the impact of 
a MAC-shell even though the shielding held.** 

**6... where is six? SIX! 7: thank you, I was wondering about that. 8: 
* blushes heavily* sides... I meant sides...** 

**9: I think you are correct. 10: I knew that you would notice that! 
11: in a way, yes.** 

**12 and 13: yes. ** 

**14: I know all about the iron-hard discipline of SPARTAN-I I ' s . I 
will not say any more in order to avoid spoilers. You had me once and 
I shall not be tempted to spoil again!** 

**15: I literary do not know. It kind of scared me when I 
double-checked it : ( ** 

**16: I know that. But does our little Health Specialist know that? I 
can see how that confused you though and you had me with the bones. 
That was my unfortunate mistake- I kind of forgot the injuries that 
the II's sustained in 'the first strike'** 

**17: I located it and gave it a stern reprimand. It shall not appear 
again . * * 

a€ | 

**So, in conclusion you guys rule. I want you all to know that I read 
every review and I want to take the time for myself to respond to 
each one of you. If I somehow insulted a viewer or sounded sarcastic 
in some way, please send me a message. I have never once used sarcasm 
in my long pre-story babbling- I think- and I do not intend to do so 
in the future. Neither do I wish to insult my reviewers- I love you 
guys too much :D** 

**Without further ado, to the story!** 

**Ps: I just wanted to say that I had a great time on my little trip 
and I have experienced some VERY weird things. In addition, injuries, 
but those make me manly! Thanks anyhow, master**** 

Constitutionalist ! ** 
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Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 20- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
growl and reflect 

Nidoran lvl 14: significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick . 

~ 0 ~ 

"No. " 


'_**Pl eaS e? ' ** 


"No . " 

' * *Come on, there is so much that I need to know and you finally 

listen to me ! ' * *_ 

"You never talked before." 

'_**I did, you never listened !'* *_ 

For the past fifteen minutes, the Spartan and his Pokemon had been 
walking down route 3. The little creature had done nothing but 
chatter the whole time and he honestly did not know what to do with 
her. She sounded like a civilian and he never actively worked with 
those before- so how was he supposed to know how to act around 
her? 

In the end, he realized that this was somehow his fault and submitted 
to hera€ | unsettling curiosity. They were going to spend some time 
together after all, so he might as well try to show some interaction 
from his side. 

Partially at least. 


"I won't take off my helmet." 



'_**You already did so before! '**_ 

"To save your life, remember?" 

'_**Buta€| '**_ The Kirlia stopped talking and seemed thoughtful for a 
few second; but she never interrupted her constant stream of dance 
moves. She had been dancing nonstop since both of them had emerged 
from the cave- something that the Spartan didn't understand- and her 
gracious elegance was unmatched when compared to other pokemon he 
encountered . 

But why the dancing? There were so many things he still needed to 
know about her- but seeing as he refused to answer her weird 
questions and odd remarks, she would most likely ignore his own 
questions. So he had to find a way to question her without having to 
answer her own. 

And to do that he would need to talk with her. Again. 

'_**But you were wounded!' **_She started again, having found a new 
argument to use against him in her attempts to get him to take off 
his helmet. Why she was so interested in his face was beyond him. 
_**'You need to get that checked out, it will get infected or 
something. ' **_ 

"Nice try . " 

Lucy's eyes narrowed and her expression changed into yet another one 
that he could not read. One of these days, he would finally be freed 
of all these stupid nonverbal communication forms. 

i_**You always act so distanta€|it is somewhat rude. ' **_ 

So? What was wrong with that? Waita€ | she said it was rude. So that 
was wrong? 

'_**So tell me something about yourself !'* *_ 

Now the Pokemon was just toying with him. It was so frustrating- he 
didn't want to reply to her in order to avoid awkward 

conversat ions-but he also couldn't stay silent; she would keep prying 
and he had a feeling that he would somehow lose if he ignored 
her . 

Lucy wasn't a hostile- on the contrary, she was a friendly. She was 
his companion until the UNSC could get him out of there. And- for 
some silly reason that he didn't understand- he cared for her. He had 
saved her, taken the time to take her with him and had even wasted a 
lot of time and effort to try to train her. 

The weird tingling in the back of his skull that he had often felt 
around the psychic pokemon had completely disappeared, but the 
aftermath was still very present in the form of his Kirlia. 

The Pokemon with human-like intelligence, the capacity to understand 
human speech and as of now- the ability to actually communicate with 
humans on a mental level. It was completely out of place. 


So he had couldn't simply ignore her- he had to play her stupid 



little game and reply to her questions. 


Spartan style of course. 

"I am not from this planet." He decided to tell her. That would 
unsettle her and keep her quiet for a while, right?" 

Nope . 

' _* *Not from this planet? Are you an alien? You look human! '**__ 

How? How could she ask so many things in such a short notice? She had 
a childish curiosity for her surroundings and it annoyed the hell out 
of him. They had passed at least four kids wanting to battle- three 
of which he had told to buzz of and the last one of which he had 
beaten with superior tactics and Nidoran. 

"There are other worlds where humans live. I came from one of 
them . " 

i_**2o p ow y 0 u get here?**_ 

Sigh. "Remember the ship we visited? Using that." 

Lucy remained silent for a few more seconds while they passed yet 
another corner. How long was this Route anyway? 

Then she stopped dancing and looked up at him. He halted too and 
briefly wondered why she would stop moving for asking her questions. 
Was something wrong? 

i_**S 0 why did you leave? 1 **_ 

Why did he leave? It wasn't as if he had a choice in the matter; he 
would have to go wherever the UNSC wanted him to go in the 
never-ending series of missions against humanity's enemies. He had 
left his home planet because it was destroyed by the covenant. 

"I am a soldier. I go where I am needed." 

Lucy was quick to respond: __** 'Really? You blindly obey people 
telling you to leave your home? ' **_ 

It wasn't like that. Humanity was in danger of extinction and the 
only thing standing between the billions of innocent people and the 
murderous Covenant were soldiers- like him. He was a Spartan- 
following orders and completing missions was his life, there wasn't 
anything else for him except protecting humanity. She couldn't 
possibly understand that. 

"Mankind is at war- what I want isn't important." 

'_**War? We never noticed. '**_ 


"We?" 


'_**Yesa€imy parents, me and the other Pokemon around us.'** 
"The war never reached this planet." 



'_**So you are a soldier. And you are stuck here. Is that why you 
need to get back to your people? To continue fighting for people you 
don't know? 1 **_ 

That was about right- what was wrong with that? 

"Yes . " 

Lucy sighed and started moving again- this time simply walking on her 
thin green legs instead of dancing. Had he somehow upset hera€| again? 
Why was it so hard to say the right things? 

i_**S 0 w hy do you keep interfering with this world? If you plan to 
leave soon, why should you care about any of us?'**_ 

Wait a minutea€ | was she upset that he would leave eventually? Didn't 
she understand that- unless he somehow rejoined the fight- humanity 
would fall? That the covenant would eventually find this weird planet 
too and burn them all from above? 

"I need to find a communication array. Then- after I used it to 
contact the UNSC- I still have to wait some time before they find me. 
I need to make sure that you and Nidoran can keep yourselves safe 
when I am gone . " 

The Kirlia remained silent for a few seconds before finally 
responding again, catching the Spartan completely off-guard with her 
next words . 

i_**2o <gid y 0 u play a lot in your childhood? '* *_ 

Damnit ! 

~ 0 ~ 

The two of them continued on like that; Lucy asking him completely 
random and nonsensical questions and him desperately trying to avoid 
them. Eventually he reached the hypothesis that Kirlia needed some 
form of entertainment that was not him. So he decided to send out 
Nidoran and see if he couldn't distract her from her constant 
babbling . 

The small Poison-type was curious to his whereabouts for only a few 
seconds before his eye fell upon the gracious form of Kirlia- a 
completely new sight to him. 

And then the Spartan had to listen to a chattering telepathic AND an 
enthusiastic kid. He was very thankful that he couldn't understand 
the constant japing between the two Pokemon and was content to simply 
keep walking with them. 

"**You evolved!" **Nidoran said once again as he beheld her form. 
"**How did it happen, tell me!"** 

Both of them were walking behind their trainer now; the 
white-armoured figure kept moving slightly faster than them and they 
had to struggle to keep up. 

"**I already told youa€|**" Lucy responded. "**Those Zubat and Golbat 
were viciously attacking our trainer and I had to save him. So I had 



to evolve in order to save him!"** 


Yes, like he would believe that.** "Seriously? You evolved to save 
him? How would that even work? My parents told me that Pokemon only 
evolve when a certain change is in the air."** 

He couldn't really wrap his head around the whole evolution thing. 

His parents had only covered the subject because it was a part of his 
life; eventually he would get to it and that was it. Hunting and 
fighting was more important as a subject to them- they taught him how 
to track and prevent from being tracked. They taught him how to 
survive, not how the dedicate pieces of the world fit into each 
other . 

" * * 1 1 ' s true!"** The newly dubbed Lucy replied. "**I saw him getting 
evolved and I needed to rescue him!"** 

"**Come onea€ | have you seen him? Like anything can hurt him!"** 

Lucy crossed her arms and grumbled. Looks like someone can't come up 
with better explanations. 

"**What was that?"** 

"* *Hea€ | might have taken his helmet offa€|"** She repeated and 
quickly jumped ahead; taking large elegant strides to catch up with 
the Spartan. 

"**And why was that!"** Nidoran yelled and tried to keep up with her. 
He was still very curious as to how Lucy had managed to evolve- he 
wanted to do that too- but he wouldn't believe her little story about 
her needing to protect their trainer and evolving to do so. 

Kirlia looked over her shoulder at the little poison-type and 
giggled . 

"**Why don't you ask him?"** 

He bristled at that comment. She knew that the trainer couldn't 
understand him! He could not talk to him about the weird things that 
had been happening. "**Very funny!" **He yelled and ran past 
her . 

The long road curved northwards as they continued walking. The 
trainer was still walking at a brutal pace; eventually even his 
stamina ran out and he fell behind a little bit. Lucy too was having 
trouble keeping up seeing as her stamina had to be the worst of all 
three of them. But she cheated by simply teleporting ahead everytime 
she fell behind a large portion. 

He was just about to call out to her when all of a sudden, the human 
stopped. His weird gray stick snapped up, as he aimed it 
ata€ | nowhere . What was going on? 

Nidoran looked around him as his father had taught him- to take in 
every little detail, to get an idea of where a fight would take 
place. He saw a large hole in the wall ahead- a wooden sign was 
pinned next to it saying 'Tunnel to Mt Moon' and a single human 
building with a red roof stood a good dozen meters to its left. 



A series of bushes and trees covered the side of the road and could 
potentially hide prey and predator alike. Was that what the trainer 
was looking at? 

No, his stick was aimed at the red building. What was there? Could it 
be- 


-his trainer moved- moved faster than anything Nidoran had ever seen 
before. He looked like water; fluid and gracious while at the same 
time reminding him of the wind, lashing out with its bladed edges. In 
a split-second, the trainer dove to his side, rolled over the ground 
and stopped low next to him and the pretty Lucy. His body hung low 
over theirs, his legs working together with one of his arms to keep 
him in that position while he fired his grey stick at the 
building . 

Thunderclaps pierced the air- multiple explosions echoed across the 
cliff-walls and suddenly three holes appeared on the roof. 
Unfortunately, he could not see what was attacking them as the heavy 
noises were splitting his skull in half. His sensitive ears could 
pick up a sneaking Rattata from over two-hundred meters away. 

He winced as the resulting noise of the exchange of fire pierced his 
mind. Closing his eyes, he curled in a tight ball and tried to cover 
his over-sensitive ears. What was going on? Who was attacking them? 
The pain was so intense that he could barely think; half his mind was 
consumed by the echoes of the grey stick and his body protested 
against it with everything it had. 

" * *Nidoran ! " * * Someone called out. Why was someone yelling his 
name? 

"Move!" The calm voice of the trainer said. It wasn't stressed out in 
any way but he could sense the urgency in it. However, how could he 
move? If he budged even an inch, the pain in his head would cripple 
him. There was no way- 

"Lucy, teleport and get him to safety!" 

What ? 

A flash of brilliant green light appeared even through his closed 
eyes and he felt his body disassemble. This had happened before: back 
when he and the then-called Ralts were attacked by the weird human in 
the Pokemon Centre. He recognized the weird sensation and felt a 
twang of relieve; he was about to get to safety. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy channelled her powers through her body and gestured at the prone 
form of Nidoran. The poor kid was completely caught off guard by the 
ambush; an unknown enemy had hidden himself on the rooftop and was 
currently firing his own thunder-stick down at them. Her human had 
been the first to notice him- even before he had seen the Pokemon 
centre; a weird sensation had been growing inside of his mind and he 
had been uneasy for a while. The moment they stumbled upon the red 
building, a sense of alert had echoed through his mind. 


She knew this because she had been inside of his mind as well, 
studying the iron-hard walls that concealed his thoughts from her. It 



was unusual for a human to have a mind that well guarded- every 
trainer that they had encountered thus far had been examined by her 
and she had snuck inside their thoughts as easily as Nidoran could 
produce his poison. 

Nevertheless, for some reason, the only things she could grasp from 
Math's mind were his ever-suppressed emotions and feelings. Every now 
and then, she could pluck a recently made decision from his mind, but 
that was it . 

But the weird sensation that had warned the warrior not to blindly 
advance- the sense of alert that his sub consciousness had created- 
might as well have been a raging Charizard for all of its subtlety. 
Because the human didn't consciously warn himself of the danger, he 
could not hide the sensation. Therefore, she was able to glean at 
least in part what was going on. 

But she did not like what she found- things were about to get violent 
again . 

The instance that the trainer moved, she did too. While he was 
covering them with his own body and returning fire to whoever was 
shooting at them- she devised a cunning plan on how to deal with 
their assailant. But first, she had to get Nidoran to safety- a task 
that was rather easy for her, considering the newfound increase in 
her psychic powers. 

'_**Gotch a ! ' **_ she replied and teleported both herself and Nidoran 
away. As soon as they disappeared, the trainer was free to move and 
retaliate . 

Which he did. She couldn't see what he did as she had to focus on 
reassembling her body without destroying it, but when both she and 
the young Nidoran reappeared on top of a tree, she could hear the 
distinctive blasting noises of the armoured human's weapon. For some 
reason, the explosive bangs sounded different. Almost like there were 
two different kinds of weapons being used? If their unknown attacker 
possessed the same kind of weapons as her trainer dida€ | 

a€ | they would be in serious trouble. 

~ 0 ~ 

With both Lucy and Nidoran gone, he was safe to move. The few rounds 
that had impacted on his armour since he had shielded his Pokemon 
with his body had caused his shields to drop to eighty percent. He 
quickly calculated the force behind the rounds as he charged at the 
Pokemon center. Whoever this hostile was, the weaponry he possessed 
wasn't as advanced as the Covenant's or even the UNSC's. So the 
weapons on this planet were all limited to basic pro jectilesaC | or so 
he hoped. 

Turning and twisting his body in strange and unpredictable patterns, 
he was able to prevent the gunner from inflecting more damage on his 
shields. Within a few seconds he had reached a speed unmatched by 
humans and aimed at the door. 

The shooting had stopped sometime after he had started moving, so the 
gunner must have realized that his position was compromised. Smart 
guess . 



Five-hundred kilograms of Spartan slammed into the thin glass doors 
blocking the entrance to the Pokemon Center and smashed through it. 
Time slowed down as he breached the building and he rolled with his 
momentum. He had already adjusted his body so that his shoulder hit 
the doors first- and as he slammed through it, he brought his arms 
down and ducked low to avoid enemy fire. Then he whipped his legs up 
and completed his manoeuvre; with his gun aimed at head-level, he 
quickly swept the room before deciding that it was clear. 

He wasted no time and quickly charged up the stairs, disregarding the 
collateral damage his heavy MJOLNIR armour caused to the interior. 
Within half a minute he had cleared the entire upper level and the 
small attic room. But when he moved to jump out the window, he 
noticed that it had already been breached. 

He hadn't done that. So the unknown hostile had resided here? Then he 
had to be close. 

The Spartan jumped through the window and spotted a dark figure from 
the corner of his eye. The shooter was heading for the tunnel- the 
same one that he would have to take to advance anyway. 

Was he setting up another ambush in there? Then he would have the 
advantage. The unknown gunner couldn't possibly see in the dark- and 
the Spartan could. Check. 

"Lucy!" He said and slowly swept the surrounding trees and bushes. 

The marksman already had a head-start and he would need to play cat 
and mouse in a dark tunnel system. There was no time to waste. "Lucy, 
respond ! " 

i _* * Yo 'demon!' **_The snippy voice of his Kirlia sounded within his 
head. He still couldn't wrap his head around that. A'_**We have some 
information for you! We are getting out of the treeline to-A'**_ 

"To my right, copy that." He cut her off. He had already spotted them 
before she contacted him and he had no desire to let her think that 
she could outwit him. 

~ 0 ~ 


" * *Damna€ | * Kirlia muttered when the trainer responded. For the 
first time, he had outwitted her. But fear not! She would get many 
other chances to play 'Outwit the dull armoured emotionless and very 
stone headed human trainer'. On second thought, she needed another 
name for that game. 

She beckoned to Nidoran to follow her and then jumped out of the 
tree. She did two pirouettes before she landed on one leg, graciously 
spinning around on her hind leg. How the little poison-type landed 
wasn't important- she got the points for style, the trainer had to 
give her that . 

"Stop showing off and move out!" He barked at her and dashed into the 
dark tunnel. 


She bristled and felt her cheeks sting red. Behind her, she could 
hear the little Nidoran male laugh at her. 



"**Yeah, stop showing off!"** He yelled and quickly followed his 
trainer . 

Lucy crossed her arms angrily and flung a branch after the kid, 
nearly hitting him on his head. 

How dare he insult her like that! She simply liked to dance, what was 
wrong with that? Didn't that big stupid idiot realize that his 
thoughts were so well-hidden, his emotions so well kept, and that his 
entire personality suffered underneath it? 

And didn't he realize that it is the trainer's personality that 
determines a Kirlia's powers? Her looks? 

a€ | her behavior? 

She had to keep herself entertained and happy to prevent her own mind 
from falling into a dull depression. So yes, she danced to entertain 
herself. Couldn't those males understand that? 

Realizing that she couldn't allow her own emotions to get out of 
control, she concentrated on her breathing. It was a technique that 
her father had taught her to help her retain control and 
concentration . 

In. Out. In. Out. 

She slowly released her breath and decided that one of these days, 
she would make the trainer understand. But for now, she would follow 
him once again into another form of danger. 

~ 0 ~ 

With his battle rifle at the ready, he slowly crept into the dark 
tunnel. Nidoran was at his side and he had ordered the little Pokemon 
to keep his ears primed. The gunslinger would strike again, here in 
the dark bowels of the earth. And when he did- when he tried to get 
them again- he would realize that he forgot to make sure that his 
prey was really prey. 

The cavern was dark, very dark. Even with his enhanced vision, he was 
unable to effectively make out what was behind the rocks. Every now 
and then, a bat would fly over his head and he had to resist the urge 
to shoot it out of the air. 

No wasting bullets and no giving away positions. The unknown hostile 
was still out there and blinded by the darkness- a disadvantage that 
would be his undoing. 

"Lucy?" He whispered and took another few steps. Somewhere behind 
him, someone had hit a small stone and he could hear it bouncing 
away. Accidently or as a distraction? He couldn't tell. 

The psychic Pokemon didn't respond- which was weird, considering how 
she could simply talk to him in his mind. So she didn't stay quiet 
because she wanted to stay hidden. It had to be something 
else . 

Nidoran sniffed the air and his ears rotated. That instantly brought 
the Spartan back to his current situation. "What?" He whispered. 



The Nidoran closed his eyes in concentration and then sharply barked. 
It was a weird sound, his voice was still a bit high-pitched but it 
was a distinctive animal sound. It had to be meant as a warning. 

A second later he could make out a dark silhouette crawling over a 
rock; its head turning from one direction to another. 

Gotcha. The Spartan aimed down his sights and squeezed off a burst. 
The three bullets penetrated the body and ricocheted off the rock. 
There was no scream, no muffled cry. Nothing. Not a good sign. 

A second after he fired his battle rifle, multiple lights came to 
life all around him. At the same time, the dark silhouette became 
completely visible and he could make out two of the floating rocks 
holding up a jacket. The man was creative; he had to give him 
that . 

But he would have to on a completely different level to be even close 
to him. As soon as the lights flared on, his visor polarized to 
compensate for the sudden change of lighting. Shots rang out as the 
gunner saw the Spartan standing in the now brightly lit room, but 
none of them found their marks. The Super soldier was simply too fast 
for anyone to follow and he instantly blended in with the 
shadows . 

Having spent considerable time waging guerrilla warfare on all kinds 
of enemies, he knew exactly how to use make optimal use of his 
surroundings. The hostile target had made a terrible mistake- apart 
from attacking a Spartan's Pokemon- he had tried to ambush one in an 
environment where he was at a disadvantage. 

From the shadows. Math had no trouble getting information from his 
target. The shooter was wearing clothes that could be called ancient. 
A dark western hat, a long coat and a black shirt with a large, red R 
printed on its front. Very stealthy. 

'_**That is the guy who tried to kidnap us back in the hospital! '**_ 
The familiar feminine voice of Lucy said in his mind. 

Another thing to add to the 'cowboy' his whoopsie-list : trying to 
steal a Spartan's Pokemon. This would be over _very_ fast. 

"Order Nidoran to eliminate that rock-pokemon . " He responded to her. 
He couldn't let a floating rock rampage around the area when he was 
about to have a firefight. 

"You are a sneaky bastard aren't you!" The target yelled at him- or 
at a position approximately three meters to his left. Now that he had 
lost the element of surprise, the only thing he could do now was 
taunt him. And that would not work on him- not ever. He could open 
fire now and kill the SOB, but he needed information once again. 

So his finger left the trigger and he placed the rifle on his back, 
without making a sound. The cave was so silent that he could hear 
everything that was going on. He could hear bats flying around, their 
screeches soft and subtle now that their numbers were so low. He 
could hear the fighting between Nidoran and the rock-pokemon. 


"Lucy, help Nidoran to neutralize the enemy Pokemon!" He said aloud 



and instantly sidestepped as the gunman let loose a few shots in his 
general direction. The man was wielding two classic revolvers and 
from what the Spartan had seen, he could use them very effectively. 
But even the most advanced weapon in human history will become 
worthless when you can't hit anything with it. 

He could hear the Nidoran shouting enthusiastically and he guessed 
that his pokemon had taken down the opponents'. And he was done 
playing ' know-your-enemy ' with this person; it was time for 
action . 

He took a few strides and quickly accelerated to an acceptable speed; 
he needed to be fast enough to dodge the bullets and tackle the guy, 
but he needed to take him alive in order for his information to come 
into play. 

The shooter turned around and faced the direction from which the 
Spartan came- perhaps he had heard him, perhaps not- but he wasn't 
fast enough. His arms came up halfway before the armoured body of the 
Spartan slammed into him. The force of the impact was enough to send 
him flying, but he quickly grabbed the man's arm to prevent him from 
being flung across the room. With his remaining hand, he grabbed the 
gunslinger by his face and he lifted the man in the air. He half 
expected the man to try to attack him again, but nothing 
happened . 

Weird. The super soldier released the hostile and he fell to the 
ground, without any apparent attempt to recover becoming visible. 

So the infamous little gunslinger was unconscious? Time for him to 
test a theory he had been thinking about for some time. 

If Lucy could somehow find her way inside his head to talk to him 
telepathically , does that mean she can do so with other people? Could 
she possibly be a mindreader? 

If soa€|then she could break into the mind of the gunner and find out 
whatever it was that he knew. Failing that, he could still break his 
way into the man's mind himself. He had received extensive training 
on interrogation and the subtle arts of persuasion- which he had been 
forced to use multiple times. It wasn't something he enjoyed- mainly 
because he never understood what the target felt like and why he 
acted like he did. He knew how to do it- but not why to do it. 

He kneeled next to the unconscious body and silently contemplated on 
what to do now. First, he needed to regroup with his Pokemon for now 
and then he would get Kirlia to use hera€| magic. 

"Lucy! Nidoran! Rendezvous on my position!" He called out and waited 
for the response to come. The poison-type cheerfully cried out and 
came running towards him, but the other Pokemon was nowhere to be 
seen . 

He briefly wondered where she could have gone, before a now-familiar 
rustling sound notified him of a nearby teleportation. 

"Lucy?" He started, not really sure on how to proceed now. "Can you 
read this guy's mind?" 


The psychic-type simply stared at him for a few seconds before she 



crossed her arms and looked away, a soft ' hmmph ! ' escaping her 
throat . 

What? What had he done wrong this time? The pokemon looked a bit like 
a scorn womana€ | but that didn't make sense. Women are scorned when 
you cheat on them- anda€|well, that was completely nonsensical in 
this situation. 

"Lucy, get to it." He told her and waited for the little thing to 
work her powers . 

Nothing. She simply stood there, not looking at him and still with 
her arms crossed. She had to be angry with him- there wasn't another 
explanation. But why? What had he done wrong? It shouldn't even 
matter! He gave her an order and she would have to execute it. 

'_**I am sorry. I stopped showing off! ' **_a voice said in his mind. 
It sounded very cold and bitter- even he could tell that. Was she 
being sarcastic or something? Could she seriously be angry because ha 
had told her to stop showing off and get a move on? Was that it? 
Unacceptable ! 

"Did I insult you?" The result was almost instantaneous. _** ' Yes you 
did ! ' * *_ 

He sighed. How would he resolve the situation? He needed her to read 
the guy's mind and get some information. "Does it really 
matter? ' 

'_**Yes! '**_ Lucy blazed in his head. It actually hurt a bit, so 
fierce were her thoughts. 

"Fine. We will have a talk after this-" he gestured at the 
unconscious shooter "-is resolved. Is that acceptable?" 

Lucy remained silent for a few seconds before she answered. '_**It 

is.'* * Good. Now that the situation was temporarily under control, 

it was time for her to get to mindreading. 

"Find out what he knows." 

The psychic Pokemon nodded and her eyes glowed a faint taint of 
green. After a few seconds however, she frowned and released the flow 
of psychic powers; her eyes reverted to normal and she gasped a 
little . 

' _* * Hi s mind is too well protectedaC | I can'taC | can't break his 

resistance!' **_She said, her voice suddenly sounding exited. Or a 
bit panicky; that was also possible. 

"You can't? Make that your first priority to work at." He responded 
and eyed the hostile's body. "For nowa€ | wake him up." 

He'd interrogate the man himself. 

He sat back and watched as the Kirlia attempted to slip into the 
enemy's mind once again. This time her eyes widened and she exclaimed 
a victorious 'hah!' 

Then the figure on the ground stirred and moved- his head slowly 



turning from left to right. Lucy's eyes narrowed and a faint smile 
played over her features. '_**I got him.' **__ 

Two seconds later, the gunslinger woke. His eyes snapped open and 
then quickly narrowed as the intense glare of his own set-up lighting 
blinded him. "Whoa€ | whata€ | " 

Stage one of interrogation: keep the subject confused and 
dazed . 

"Keep his thoughts suppressed, " he said and pulled his combat knife 
from its sheath. "I can't have him thinking clearly." 

'_**What do you want me to keep him thinking off?'**_ She responded. 
'_**I can't simply let his thoughts vanish; they need to be replaced 
with something .'* *_ 

So she couldn't block out someone's thoughts. Psychic powers were 
supposed to be limitless; with the power of the mind and all that 
nonsense. Very well, he would have to improvise. "Can you make him 
see your memories or thoughts?" 

'_**I don't want someone poking around my own thoughts. Memories it 
is . ' **_ 

"Show him the memories of the various firefights I've had-" 
we've had-'**_ 

"-whatever. Show him one memory at a time with designated code-word 
' speak ' . " 

'_**How boring. '**_ 

"Do you want to find out why he tried to kidnap you and kill 
Nidoran? " 

' a€ | _** continue . ' * *_ 

The Spartan turned to face the subject. "Name rank and serial 
number, " he said. If this man were military he would give away that 
information without hesitation- it wouldn't matter to the 
interrogator to know your name and rank if you were already captured 
and refusing to answer would only result in otherwise easily 
avoidable torture. 

"Bite mea€ | " The man said, his voice weak and his eyes constantly 
moving around. 

So not a military man. The big R on his shirt had to be a designation 
of this 'team Rocket' he had heard so much about. Either way, he'd 
have to start simple. "Team Rocket?" He said. The statement would 
sound familiar to the captive and that familiarity would be visible 
in his features. According to professional interrogators, at 
least . 

The man smiled. "Never heard of them, I presume?" 


Bam. With that statement, he had revealed his knowledge of the 
Spartan: everyone in this weird place seemed terrified of team Rocket 



and they knew that. If he didn't know them, then he wasn't from this 
region- according to their logic. 


The gunner knew that he wasn't from around- that he had to have come 
from a different place. That either suggested that Rockets' influence 
over nearby countries was very small or that they thought that the 
Spartan was from somewhere far away. Either way, they already 
understood that someone new had arrived in the area and that said 
person was busy taking out their business one town at a time. So how 
did they know that he wasn't from around? 

"Speak." He calmly stated and continued observing the man's features. 
Even though he couldn't read emotions the way other people could, he 
could still notice the changes that took place on his face. Then he 
would simply have to relay that information to Ralts and she could 
process what the man felt or thought. Very simple. 

The gunslinger frowned and he opened his mouth; perhaps to deliver a 
comeback of some sorts. He never got to speak, however, as an unknown 
memory poured into his mind and his eyes glazed over. The sudden 
intrusion of his mind had to be unnerving to him- now was the time to 
act, before the subject recovered. 

"Why are you here?" The Spartan said, keeping his knife at the ready. 
There were so many places he could focus on- so many forms of pain he 
could inflect to break this person. It was all soa€ | unnecessary . Lucy 
would have to focus on honing her telepathic skills. 

"Part of a teama€ i " the man mumbled and he closed his eyes. Then all 
of a sudden his face contorted in pain and he reached for his head. 

In an instant, the Spartan grabbed his arms again and prevented the 
man from potentially lifting his uncomfortable sensation. 

Stage two: make the subject feel as uncomfortable as possible. This 
could be done through pain, or some more subtle methods. Cut him off 
everything that could be taken for granted. 

"A team, continue." The Spartan said. 

"Four-man cella€ | searching for intruderaC | " The Rocket member 
mumbled . 

So four people were looking for him now? That seemed hardly fair. 

This one had posed only a minor threat to him- and that was only 
because he targeted his Pokemon instead of him. At least 
initially . 

"What was your task in that team?" 

" Ia€ | Ia€ | won ' t tell you a thing!" 

So he had recovered from the first unknown memory. Great. He didn't 
know which memory his Pokemon had selected, but he knew that it 
wouldn't be that impressive. Lucy had only seen a very small part of 
what he could do and the part that she saw, could have been repeated 
by an ordinary marine. 

However, his patience was declining and he wanted to get out of this 
cave ASAP. He wasn't the least patient Spartan of the group- but he 
also wasn't the least susceptible to aggressive tendencies. He 



slammed his knife into the man's hand and pinned it to the ground. A 
loud scream echoed through the cavern, but no one came to help. Then 
he pulled his knife out and repeated the act with the other hand- 
effectively preventing the man from using his hands. 

He didn't notice Lucy gasping with shock in the background and 
Nidoran covering his eyes with his ears. 

i_**You don't need to hurt him!' **_The Kirlia exclaimed indignantly. 
Why was she objecting to that? A minute ago, they had been plotting 
to break the person's mind, but now she was angry that he was hurting 
his body? 

Double standards probably. 

"Be quiet." He replied and pulled his knife out. Then he turned to 
the crippled man and brought his visor close. 

"If you don't answer my questions you won't be able to do anything 
ever again. Including walking, eating and digesting." 

The Rocket member visibly paled and he swallowed the lump that had 
formed in his throat. "We were send to find you and preventa€ | prevent 
you froma€ | from interfering." 

How did they know that he would be a threat? No matter, he only 
needed to know a few things more before he would end this. "And how 
did you know I would interfere?" 

"Pleasea€|" The would-be kidnapper whispered. "She would kill mea€ | I 
can't tell our secretsa€| " 

"Try mea€ | " The Spartan whispered in turn, bringing his helmet even 
closer to the male. He knew what his appearance did to the mind of 
his enemies; covenant grunts and jackels would flee by the droves and 
even the unyielding courage and bravery of the Elites would waver 
when faced with him. His snow-white helmet- covered in their blood en 
entrails- was enough to make even the toughest of covenant warriors 
turn tail and flee. 

And this lowly human- he had to admit- was less courageous than the 
covenant's warriors were. 

"Ia€|" The gunslinger stuttered. "Y-your pokemona€ | i-it was something 
w-we had never s-seen before-e." 

So what? New species were discovered every day on every 
planet . 

"B-but _she_ k-knew the potential. S-she-" 

And that the furthest he got. As soon as the last few words exited 
his throat, his pupils widened- even with the bright light flaring in 
his eyes- and his face slowly turned purple. 

"Whata€|?" The Spartan started- and then the man started screaming. 

It was a long, heavy scream that was filled with unyielding pain and 
suffering. It was unpleasant to hear, seeing as it was the kind of 
pain-induced scream that torture would cause. How very weird. 



Then his arms started to shake and he kicked with his legs- flinging 
his limbs in all directions like a spastic child. His face turned as 
grey as ashes and then he stopped screaming. His eyes widened even 
more- if at all possible- and he slumped back. 

>The super soldier checked the body for vital signs and tried to feel 
if there was any warmth left in the body- it was so grey already that 
the man had to be dead. But how had he died? It looked like poison; a 
painful, slumbering kind. But who poisoned him and why? And most 
importantly, how?<p> 

It was only to be presumed that someone out there didn't want him to 
talk. But what did he know? And why not kill him the instance that he 
had been caught? No, the poison had to have been administered before 
his capture. Someone simply either wanted him dead- or said someone 
knew that the gunman would not win the conflict with him. 

So someone else was out therea€ i studying him. It was a bit unnerving 
to think about; if it had truly gone that way, then he had missed the 
person keeping an eye on him. And Spartans never missed 
anything . 

Except for the occasional nonverbal communication form. 

"Lucy?" he asked, having remembered that the Pokemon was linked to 
the man's mind. Perhaps she had felt- 

"Lucy!" Both the Kirlia and Nidoran were lying on the ground. But 
while the poison-type was quivering and covering itself with his 
ears, the gracious dancer was lying on the ground. 

Unmoving . 

He quickly made his way over to her prone form and kneeled next to 
her. "What's your status? Lucy, talk to me." 

No response. What had happened? Had she been assaulted while he had 
been interrogating the Rocket member? Not likely, he would have 
noticed the instant something came close to them. Had someone 
poisoned her in the same way? Then why hadn't she contacted him the 
moment she felt something weird- why hadn't she talked to him? 

He kept two fingers against her chest and checked for any sign that 
his Pokemon was still breathing. He couldn't find any. 

Damnit ! He had to try again. He placed his fingers further down her 
body- on the place where her chest-area ended and where her 
stomach-area began. Was he just imagining it or could he feel a faint 
rising in her chest now? 

He closed his eyes and concentrated on his own breathing, breathing 
in through his nose and out via his mouth. 

Lucy's chest was going up and down as well. She was still 
breathing . 

He was surprised that she had somehow managed to cause such a 
reaction in him. He had felt worried- actual worry. He hadn't felt 
that sincea€ | sincea€ | 


It didn't matter when the last time was. What mattered was that his 



Kirlia was all right. "Nidoran, are there any other hostiles in the 
vicinity?" He asked the other Pokemon, still keeping his eyes on the 
white form of the psychic-type. 

A soft bark presented the young creature's response to him. But 
whether that was a negative or a positive on hostile contact, he 
couldn't tell. He would have to move through this mountain Moon with 
Lucy's unconscious form in his arms, or he could return to the 
nearest Pokemon center- the one right outside- to get both his 
pokemon healed. But if he dida€ | he would present himself to the 
possible contact that was keeping an eye out on him. They would 
expect him to backtrail after having encountered an ambush inside of 
the cavern; place another one on his escape route, to nail him for 
good . 

It was what he would have done. And if there was one thing that he 
absolutely hated- apart from a dozen other things- then it was doing 
what his enemies expected him to do. 

So he would traverse the MT moon cave system while carrying Lucy in 
his arms. 

Both of his arms, seeing as the gal was twice as big as she used to 
be, compared to her Ralts form. She was roughly a foot high when he 
found her, but by the time he had taken her newly evolved form into 
MT moon, she was at least eighty centimetres. Her appearance had 
drastically changed since the weird occurrence. She closely resembled 
a ballet dancer now: her hair had split around her eyes- revealing 
them to anyone observing her- and was now growing at the side of her 
head in bangs. 

The weird red horn on her head had either split or multiplied; she 
now had two horns- one on either side of her head- resembling 
hairpins. The strange white fur-like material that had covered her 
lower body when she was a Ralts had become shorter. Now it looked 
like a tutu- complete with a subtle revealing of her long, slender 
legs . 

Lucy had turned from a weird, small critter into a humanoid female. 
Even her eyes were feminine; large and strangely well shaped. Her 
irises were red- an unusual colour even in the animal kingdom. Why 
she had suddenly changed like that was still a snag in his 
battle-plan on this planet. It was a completely unknown factor, 
unprecedented and unrivaled in anything he had ever seen. A creature 
that could have such a dramatic metamorphosis in such a short time 
wasa€ | a complete breaking off everything he knew. 

This world couldn't be human in origina€ | this was biologically 
impossible. So if the world was of inhuman originsa€ | 

Then who put all the forms of life there? Humansa€ | Pokemona€ | 

It made no sense. No sense whatsoever. 

"Nidorana€ i stick close but keep your ears open. We don't need any 
more surprises. 

The creature barked in response and relaxed a bit. Since the 
interrogation session he had been acting a 
littlea€ | strange . 



'_**Math? ' **__A familiar voice in his head said. Weirda€|the little 
pokemon in his arms was still not moving. How could she still be 
communicating with him? '_**Matha€ | are you therea€ !?'**_ 

It was weird how a voice in his mind could sound exhausted, but that 
was just how he would describe it. Exhausted. "I am here." He replied 
and kept walking. The tunnel was dark and humid- there was no telling 
what kind of Pokemon could hide out there. 

'_**Are you safe?'**_ 

"Of course." Why wouldn't he be safe? The Rocket operative had been 
murdered with poison. There had never been any form of danger to him 
whatsoever. Why was she so worried? 

' _* * I s Nidoran safe?'**_ 

Now she was getting ridiculous. There was no reason for any of them 
to be in dangeraC | 

a€ i unless whatever had happened to her might have happened to them as 
well. She had been lying on the ground completely knocked out. 
Something must have attacked her- killed the rocket member and left 
her for dead. But why wasn't she dead? And why hadn't he felt 
anything? Something was out there and it was trying to mess with him, 
he was sure of that. 

"Everything is fine." 

Maybe someone had shot both the shooter and the Pokemon with a 
poisonous dart? A poison that could kill humans but didn't kill 
pokemon. Noa€ i that couldn't be possible. He would have heard the 
trail that the dart made and there wasn't anyone else inside of the 
cave. Someone had poisoned the operative before he encountered 
hima€|but what had happened to Kirlia? 

i_**You don't understandaC i 

No, he didn't. He didn't understand anything anymore- his entire 
world had been knocked upside down like a warthog that had hit a 
pebble. "What don't I understand?" 

It took Lucy some time to answer. He could tell that she was slowly 
getting weaker- and that was very bad. '_**Something hurt 
mea€ !'**__ 

"Affirmative. I am still working out what happened. My guess would 
be-" 

' a€ |_**s-something that killed the human you fought witha€ | '**_ she 
continued . 

"-yes. I know that." 

'_**Noa€|you don'ta€|you can 'ta€| only him and mea€ | were attacked. I 
was ablea€ | to defenda€|but it wasn't a full scaled assaulta€ i never 
would have dieda€ i '**_ 

"You're losing me. Calm down. What did you defend against?" You can't 



simply defend against a poisonaC | unless Lucy was somehow resistant to 
poison which he very much doubted. So she was aware of an attack on 
her body and she tried to fight it. That excluded poison as a 
weapon . 

'_**She didn ' ta€ | attack youa€ | she toysa€|with youa€|'**_ 

Who was toying with him? What was going on? "Breathe Lucy, breathe. 
Who is toying with me?" 

i_**You can't defend yourself a€ | she will hurt youa€ | '**_ 

"Who will? What is going on?" 

'_**The psychica€ | humana€ | willa€ | '**_ And then her voice faded away 
from his mind. Her unconscious form slowly stirred in his arms, but 
he didn't pay her any mind. A psychic human had killed the Rocket 
member? How? 

Why? 

~ 0 ~ 

"_Two-sierra zero-one-one and Two-sierra zero-zero-seven were both in 
that mission lady. Eleven simply served as a reinforcement unit for 
seven- there is no reason for panic !"_ 

"_I am aware of the parameters of that mission sir. I am just worried 
about the exact naturea€ | of the Spartans' missions. There are 
thirteen of them, am I right sir?"_ 

"_Yes. Not exactly a lucky number- but they all do their part in the 
protection of humankind. More than you can imagine specialist . 

- Conversation between MHS Jennifer S and Admiral Ackerson, 13 
October 2548. 

~ 0 ~ 

* *Tuga€ | tuga€ | tuga€ | what ? Oh don't mind me; I am just pulling on some 
ropes . * * 

a€ | 

**So let me know what you think about this chapter! More reveals, 
some interaction and a somewhat meager interrogation scene. Still, I 
worked hard at this chapter. Especially because I had formulated so 
much ideas and inspiration for the long-turn events that I felt I was 
getting a bita€ | spread too thin on the short turn. You can call it a 
certainaC | very smallaC | litt lea€ | blockaC | that writers get 
somet imesa€ | on how to advance. ** 

**But worry not! Some of you may have already seen some changesaC | a 
few signals that a broader picture is slowly being revealed.** 

**Let us see how much signals you can all spot!** 

**For nowa€ i until the next time. Don't forget to review and 
followa€|and fave and all the things that you do!** 



13. Women or Spartan? 


**Hello people of the good life. I am proud to announce that I have 
officiously reached the sixty review threshold. Why should I be proud 
of that, when my goal should be to reach the hundred reviews? 

Because- as of now- I have an average of 5 reviews per chapter. 5! 
Yay! My royal thanks to everyone that supported or even read this 
fanfiction: including the thirty followers and favers.** 

**Siphon 117: ****i can understand why you choose that line of 
reasoning . * * 

**Chutujr: **** Thank you!** 

**The constitutionalist: ****hihihi. Your review made me giggle. I'm 
glad to see that you think I am getting better- sometimes I worry a 
bit that my writing style is a bita€ | repetitive? Unchanging? 

AnywayaC | * * 

**Deadsori**** : perhaps :)** 

**Guest****: Confusing! You both use such fancy ways to review that I 
was in doubt for a while. So Guest is the first and TBG is the 
second? It doesn't really matter; you guys are both 
great ! * * 

**Wella€|as great as your suggestion wasa€ | I had already planned to 
do so in advance. Way in advance. I didn't really take your 
suggest iona€ | but I did change the directory in which I keep the 
fanfiction saved because I thought someone had hacked it and saw the 

chattering. But I am glad to conclude that there was no hacker :D 
* * 


**Since when are humans psychicsa€ | 'don't open that philosophical 
door, it's a trap!'** 

* * As for your last quest iona€ | Ehma€ | I remain neutral on this ground. 
You made me blush though.** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44 K:**** wella€| He did reload it; I 
just forgot to mention it. ** 

**Yes. That evolve thing was a bit of a gamble. It was meant to be 
philosophical in Kirlia's eyesa€|but then I realized that I described 
it very vaguely. It was meant to be a mental step forwards for the 
Spartan, sorry for the inconvenience.** 

**The last one before I continue: thanks for the feedback on the 
interrogation. I didn't really have anything to base it on except for 
some old war novelsa€|and my own reasoning. Hope this doesn't mean 
anything for mea€ | * gulp* ** 

**Last but not least: Our very own ****Spartan 262 ****a€" for whose 
little accidents I am responsible in a way, I guess.** 

**My trip was good! It was very good for my Inner writer, but that 

little cryptic comment will have to remain cryptic for a while. 



**1: How about alien-bastard intelligence? 2: yes. You are right. * 
sobs* ** 

**4: DAMNIT! 5: he is having a rough day. 7: yes. That issue- 
addressed in previous witty comment.** 

**8: Thank you, sometimes I'm not sure as to use a dash or not. 9: I 
see your point, but at some point during the human-covenant war the 
UNSC was unable to launch nukes via slipspace because they would be 
detected and destroyed by the radiation that the slipspace 
emitted . * * 

**11: FFUUUUUU ! I didn't even see that one! Oh the shameaC | please 

forgive me readers, I am still a bit used to writing Ralts. 

* * 


"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"—Speech" _ Pokemon speech to humans. 
"SPEECH" underused Pokedex speech. 
'_**speech ' **_ telepathic speech 


~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 21- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
growl and reflect. 

Nidoran lvl 15: significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick 

~ 0 ~ 

_APPROVAL RECIEVED . ESTABLISHED AMOUNT OF SPARTANS HAS BEEN 
UNITED ._ 

_GREEN-LEAF FORMATION ACCEPTED- FRIGATES AWAITING COA-RDINATES FOR 
SLIPSPACE-JUMP ._ 

_WARNING! LOGISTICS HALTED, IDENTIFICATION OF SPARTANS REQUIRED TO 
ADVANCE 

_-UNSC Artificial Intelligence Eternity processing the information on 
UNIDENTIFIED battle-group send to recover Two-Sierra 
zero-one-one ._ 

_~ 0 ~_ 

The cave-system was larger and more developed than the previous one. 
There was an abundance of the strange, blue bats that buzzed so 
annoyingly but less so than in the previous cave. It was strange how 
the ecosystems on this planet could differ so much and at the same 
time, remain so familiar to each other. There was a large cave-system 
filled with Pokemon next to a town that had a gym filled with 
PokemonaC | which lay adjacent to a forest- filled with Pokemon. Every 
place he had been seemed to revolve around the creatures- was the 
entire world like this? And endless series of landscapes of differing 



climates, all inhabited by Pokemon? 


Could these creatures even adapt to their surroundings? Or did they 
remain like they were; unable to change except by evolving into a 
bigger form? Was there no natural selection or growth here? He knew 
from experience that big Pokemon would and could eat the little ones. 
But had there been any extinction events? How long did these 
creatures live and how long had they been around? 

The Nidoran male was still moving ahead of him, sniffing the air and 
constantly twisting his ears around- albeit slowly- to keep the 
environment in check. Because the Spartan could not immediately use 
his weapons when assaulted, he would have to prevent rather than 
engage. If he encountered no hostiles throughout the tunnel then he 
could simply get to Cerulean City without any form of trouble 
whatsoever . 

At least that was the plan. The problem was that his 'team' wasn't 
exactly trustworthy. Nidoran kept stopping to sniff at things and he 
looked like he was about to fall over from exhaustion- his flanks 
were rising and falling rapidly and his entire body was literary 
quivering. But whether that was because he was tired or something 
elseaC Iwasn't exactly clear to him now. Occasionally he would turn 
around and look at him with a weird expression that kept coming over 
his features. Weird little thing. 

And then there was Lucy. That girl was a complete mystery to him! 
First she had run away from him. Then he had saved her from a flock 
of bloodthirsty bats and all of a sudden she had evolved; whatever 
that meant. How did that even work, this evolution? She had become 
enveloped in a brilliant white flash and all of a sudden the Ralts he 
knew had disappeared and a completely new creature stood before 
him . 

Her entire body had changed and then she could suddenly read his 
thoughts; talk to him in his mind. It was ludicrous: the only thing 
that could even come close to the experience was the newest Neural 
interface that could link MJOLNIR armour with a smart AI . But that 
was still in development- and this creature wasn't an AI . 

Then he had engaged and neutralized a revolver marksman who claimed 
to be unable to tell him information because a certain 'she' would 
kill him. A marksman who was a supposed member of the terrorist 
organization called 'team rocket' which tried to kidnap Pokemon, 
prevent people from leaving a town and even threatened with 
violence . 

And then the man had died because of an- according to Lucy- mental 
attack? How was that even possible? Someone killed him with his mind? 
That didn't make sense at all. After that the Kirlia herself had 
collapsed. And that too was- according to her- because of some sort 
of mental attack. It had to be some kind of biological or chemical 
warfare. The man had been poisoned together with Lucy, Nidoran and 
him. His armour could filter the chemical agent out of the air and 
allow him to breathe clean air. Nidoran was a poison-type and would 
be immune- hence why he was still walking- and Kirliaa€ | well , she was 
a Pokemon. The poison would be tailored to humans and wouldn't have a 
lethal effect on her. 

That was what he suspected at least . 



So why was she out cold in his arms? And why would she say weird 
things like a human mindreader? The fact that she did it was weird 
enough, but a human? Impossible. Everyone knew that psychics didn't 
exist and while he normally didn't give a rats' ass about what the 
majority thought, this time they had be right. How could there be 
psychic humans? Maybe she misinterpret the human as another humanoid 
Pokemon like herself. Maybe it was even an 'evolved' form of what she 
was now. 

"Nidoran, stand down!" He said as they passed yet another hiker that 
was trying to traverse the cave. The little Pokemon was running 
circles around the man and trying to bite at his ankles for some 
strange reason. But at the Spartan's word, he backed off and 
continued down the road. 

What was with that kid? His physical appearance suggested that he was 
about fall over, but his behavior couldn't be farther off that point. 
He behaved like an energetic animal, desperately trying to get 
attention of some sorts. 

Was it some sort of indigenous life cycle that he had somehow missed? 
Was the Pokemon trying to get attention from females or something? It 
was a male, that much was obvious. And males generally wanted 
attention from females. 

Well if he was, he wasn't doing it right. The only female around here 
was the incidental teenager that was training in the cave. And crazy 
how this whole world was, he knew that Pokemon wouldn't aim their 
sexual frustrations or needs at humans. Right? A pokemon was still an 
animal, no matter how you viewed it. And an animal looking for sexual 
attention from humans was calleda€ | what was it again? 

ZoA'Ephilia? 

But according to other people, the pokemon were on the same conscious 
level as humans were. So they could be counted as humans that simply 
possessed other bodies? That made even less sense. 

The entire concept of Pokemon being as intelligent as humans and 
being able to understand their speech was still foreign to him. Even 
though Lucy was the perfect example of that rule, he just couldn't 
imagine Pokemon and humans living together like this without weird 
incidents . 

Like Nidoran apparently flirting with female humans. He had to admit; 
even though the poison-type looked like a normal animal, the Kirlia 
in his arms didn't. She looked vaguely humanoid, her overall shape 
and behavior pointed her more towards humans than to Pokemon. So if 
she- for a completely hypothetical reason- decided toa€ i fall in 
'love' with a humana€ | would that still be counted as an animal/human 
interspecies relationship? 

Why was he even thinking about these things! This world was getting 
to him. 

As if she somehow knew that his mind was traveling in weird 
directions- some of which involving her- the form in his arms shifted 
and her head moved a little. She didn't wake up completely though, 
but the little movements were enough to cause a weird reaction in the 
little Nidoran that was scouting ahead. His ears turned towards the 



Spartan and he turned his head as if to look at him. 


Then his entire body shifted towards them and he barked twice in 
short succession. As soon as he made the sounds, the earth underneath 
the Spartan broke and shattered. He was quick enough to completely 
avoid the underground attack, but he couldnA't help but curse his bad 
luck as he beheld the new threat that had arisen. 

The ground had split open and burst outwards and the gigantic frame 
of an Onix became visible through the dust cloud. 

The Spartan cursed under his breath and jumped backwards. His 
powerful muscles, enhanced by his MJOLNIR enabled him to quickly 
double the distance between him and the hostile target. The only 
problem was that Lucy lying in his arms caused him to be unable to 
properly defend himself against the wild creature's onslaught. He 
would have to drop the Pokemon to neutralize it and he wouldn't risk 
that . 

"Nidoran, engage and terminate!" He called out as he kept backing up. 
If his other Pokemon could keep the big snake busy long enough for 
him to safely deposit the Kirlia somewhere, he could level the 
playing field. 

But the small Nidoran had other plans, obviously. It recklessly 
charged at his opponent- which was many times larger- without any 
hesitation at all. The Onix wasn't very amused by that display of 
bravery, obviously and retaliated by violently swinging his tail at 
the poison-type. 

Damnit . If the creature couldn't follow orders properly, he would be 
a liability. 

"Keep it busy!" He ordered him and searched for a place where he 
could properly lay put Lucy down. Normally he would throw her in the 
air, shoot the Onix in the face and then catch the psychic as she 
fell down; but with the ceiling hanging so low he would only bump her 
head and then drop her on the ground. 

Not a very attractive solution. 

But just as he was about to simply dump her over his neck and pull 
out his rifle, something happened that made him stay his hand. 

The little Nidoran screamed at his enemy one final time before he 
suddenly became enveloped by a bright white light. It was so bright 
that the Spartan was actually forced to polarize his visor to prevent 
himself from being blinded. 

He recognized this phenomenon from the time Lucy did it. It signaled 
an evolving Pokemon- the energy output of Nidoran would most likely 
be strong enough to completely reform his biological structure. But 
why would it evolve now? It wasn't like the situation was actually 
dire for him like it had been for Kirlia. What drove a PokAOmon's 
evolution anyway? 

The little Poison-type's outlines began to waver and change. His main 
body grew larger and bulkier and his poisonous spikes began to 
elongate. The spike on his forehead became more pronounced and his 
canines grew longer and sharper. 



When the evolution was done, the Nidoran lookeda€ i more mature. His 
eyes had an adult air about them and his overall shape looked more 
aggressive. The Spartan had no doubts about the situation; Nidoran ' s 
battle-prowess had just dramatically been increased. It was 
interesting in how a creature could change its body in such an 
intense way without any factions from its surroundings influencing 
it . 

The newly evolved creature growled at its opponent- even his voice 
had grown heavier. The wild Onix yelled in return and the two Pokemon 
took their time to try and intimidate each other into backing down. 
The entire spectacle was a waste of time in his opinion; why waste 
time and potential elements of surprise in trying to get your 
opponent to retreat? This entire idea of Pokemon battles was just 
messed up. 

The Spartan watched in silence as the two creatures fought their 
little battle. The cave shook with the violent moves and sudden 
motions and several pieces of debris fell from the roof. 

"Finish it off with double kicka€ i " He ordered the evolved Pokemon, 
fully knowing that the attack would knock the Onix out. 

The purple animal glared over his shoulder with a look that the super 
soldier could not identify. Then he focused on the stone hostile 
again and complied with his order. The two creatures clashed once 
again and the poison-type jumped for it. It turned in midair just in 
time for his rear legs to come up and he smacked the snake with two 
powerful kicks right in the face. 

The large monstrosity roared one last time before its body collapsed- 
unseen muscles no longer got the signals to allow them to relax or 
contract as the creature was knocked unconscious. Nidoran- had his 
name changed with his sudden evolution? - emerged victorious and gave 
his opponent one last angry look. Then he turned and made his way to 
his trainer. 

Funny how things could go. 

~ 0 ~ 

The air was still heavy and dark, meaning that she was still inside 
of the cave. Was she even conscious? Or was the supposedly heavy air 
only a figment of her imagination? Her mental capacity had increased 
significantly, but that didn't mean that she understood the workings 
of the world yet. On the contrary; there were more unexplained events 
than she could have ever thought . Her world had expanded to the 
extreme, but her mind still lacked the capacity to grasp it all. 

There were so many strange events that demanded attention that she 
didn't even know where to begin! 

Wella€|for starters she could focus on how a human had possessed the 
capability to nearly kill her using only its mind. Her parents had 
never told her about psychic humans so she couldn't have possibly 
known about it! The evil man that had been captured- and then 
tortured- by her human had also been killed by the human. She was 
trapped between events and she did not even know why or how. 
Apparently she had already chosen a side; the psychic human had 
chosen to target her and the Rocket man at the same time. But why? 



Was there a third party that she was unaware of? A party that was 
trying to kill both her and the evil humans? 

That made no sense. Why? Because the psychic human hadn't actually 
killed her. Yes her mind was a powerful and well-shaped tool, but the 
overwhelming powers that had been at work near that entrance had been 
so immense, soa€ | intense that she could not have possibly withstood 
an attack oriented to kill her. So the human had chosen to attack but 
not kill her while she had been perfectly capable to do so. The 
thought of it made her feel scared to death. For all her powers, she 
was still helpless before something else. Something that could kill 
her and there wasn't anything she could do to change that. 

It also made her mad. Why had the human attacked her and not her 
trainer? Or Nidoran for that matter; the kid would be knocked out if 
an Abra choose to waggle its tail at him- that was how weak he was to 
the psychic type. And the trainera€|he had been the closest to the 
evil man. Why hadn't he been targeted? He was the human! 

It wasn't that she wanted him to be attacked instead of her- she 
cared for him and did not want him to be hurt. Also she had no doubts 
about the difference between their minds. The demon's was well 
fortified yes, but not very subtle. It was a shell waiting to be 
pummeled to oblivion. Her mind on the other hand was a refined 
instrument- or so she liked to think- it would be more suited in 
mental warfare than the trainer's would be. 

And a powerful human psychic would know that. So why attack the 
stronger mind? 

It had to have been a warning. A warning that screamed 'Look how 
powerful I am! ' at her. And it had to have been her: she was the only 
one in the vicinity that could actually comprehend the warning. 

So the human knew that she could communicate with the rest on a 
mental basis- because it could do so too- and had decided that she 
would be sufficient enough to carry the burden. 

So would it strike again? It had to be after her trainer- otherwise 
it wouldn't have killed the evil man just as he was about to reveal 
secret to him. It also wouldn't have chosen a trainer without a 
psychic type because there would be no use in putting out a warning. 
It could simply murder the human and move on. 

So a warning meant for her trainer? Her trainer, who couldn't 
possibly defend himself against any psychic attack of such magnitude? 
That was what angered her so much. The unfairness of the entire 
situation; what had she ever done to deserve such events? What had 
her trainer done to deserve- well, actually he had murdered many 
times in the brief time that she knew him. It was always in 
self-defense yes, but she had never murdered to save herself. She 
never would. 

And the way he treated his capt ivea€ | the man had been at her 
trainer's mercy and still he had harmed him. Where was the honesty in 
that? How could he be so twisted as to threaten and hurt a helpless 
man like that? 

Maybe he was angry with the evil man. Angry that he had tried to 
kidnap her and hurt Nidoran. That hade to be the reason; anger would 



have clouded the trainer's mind. Yes, that had to be it. 


Why wouldn't her body wake up? Her mind was fully up and processing 
information, so why wouldn't her body follow its example? She knew 
that her physical strength still lacked considerably when compared to 
other Pokemon, but that was the point! A honed mind over a powerful 
body. Nidoran was the physical brawler so he could compensate for her 
lack of strength. Perhaps her body was too tired- the mental attack 
had taken a heavy toll on her. 

Some part of her was angry with her trainer. First he had heavily 
insulted her and then he could have taken the brunt of a severe 
psychic attack. She would have been spared and she wouldn't have 
collapsed. Again. Since she had joined him, her body had been put 
through nothing but intense training and stressful scenarios. Why 
couldn't he have taken the attack for her? Why hadn't he thought her 
important enough to do so! 

But then the rational part of her mind had kicked in and scolded the 
angry part, using facts and logic like: 'he couldn't have taken a 

mental attack aimed at you! ' and 'wouldn't his damage be more severe 
than yours?" 

And then her emotional part remembered the event that had triggered 
her evolution. The completely selfless sacrifice that her trainer had 
paid just to keep her save. How he had revealed his own vulnerable 
parts to protect her. 

How bloodied and hurt his head had been when she had finally scared 
the attacking bats awaya€ | 

No. Her trainer was obviously new to this world and he didn't 
understand it. There were so many things that he didn't understand 
and that was why she was there .She could help him- teach him how to 

act like a proper human and educate him in the importance of 

emotions . 

If he would let hera€ | 

A sudden change in her environment brought her mind back to the 
situation. What was going on? What was the intense energy-output that 
she had felt? It almost felt likea€| 

An evolution. How ominous. Who could evolve in her trainer's direct 

vicinity that wasn't trying to kill him? Could it bea€ | ? 

Was it Nidoran? Had he evolved? But why! What had happened to him 
that he would evolve? 

She finally felt her body respond to her commands, it was a delight. 
Now that she had managed to resume control over her own flesh, she 
would try to contact Math. 

For some strange reason she couldn't telepathically communicate with 
someone when she was unconscious. The problem had to lie somewhere 
with awareness and conscious control over the body and minda€|but she 
couldn't yet fathom that. She had only just begun with understanding 
her own body- she has been a Kirlia for only a few hours or so, 
hello ! 



The very first thing that she wanted to do when she fully regained 
control was to scan the area for any and all negative emotions that 
might indicate problems. She had no doubt about whether her trainer 
could protect her or not, that was for sure. But their apparent 
enemies were tough and she didn't want to complicate a situation by 
suddenly coming back to the world in the middle of some weird 
maneuver . 

On the other handa€ | perhaps the two males could need a hand. What 
problem was there that a psychic type couldn't solve? 

So she slowly opened her ruby-coloured eyes and looked around. 
Apparently she was being carried by the human. He was holding her 
with both of his arms and clearly tried his best to make her feel 
comfortable. He couldn't fight properly in this situation and she 
knew how much being able to fight meant for him-even if he 
didn ' t . 

Even though the human liked to think that he was in complete control 
of his body, he couldn't hide his behavior. And it was his behavior 
that allowed her to read him clear as the day. 

"Sleep well?" Someone said. It took her a while to understand who it 
was and when she did, she felt her irritation growing instantly. 

Sleep well? Sleep? You try being in a psychic assault induced coma, 
jerk . 

1 _* *No . Your steering skills are severely lacking. Did you suffer a 
hemorrhage from the recent attack? '**_ 

"What attack?" He immediately responded, ignoring her sharp insults 
and plucking the words out of her sentence that seemed the most 
interesting to him. "You were out when the Onix attacked us." 

An Onix had attacked him? Did her trainer have a problem-magnet stuck 
up his ass or something? _**'No moron, the mental one. The human that 
tried to kill us with her mind?'**_ 

"Noted." He said and then remained silent. What was that supposed to 
mean? And didn't he even understand that she had insulted him three 
times in a row? Why did he ignore her like that! 

Resisting the urge to try and break into his mind to find out, she 
struggled to get up from his arms. Her body felt sore and painful but 
she needed to confirm the sudden evolution near her, she needed to 
know whether or not it was- 

- Nidoran. Wow. He had actually evolved- he had to be at least two 
times bigger now. His body looked heavily muscled and armoured and 
she felt a faint sense of pity for the opponents that had to face 
this Nidorino in battle. His horns looked fierce! 

"**You look amazing* *_**;**_**"* * she told him. She didn't want to 

have anything to do with the human right now and she was honestly 
interested in knowing what had transpired since she had been knocked 
out . 

"**Thank you!"** He replied. His voice sounded deeper, more mature. 
She was curious as to how his personality had changed with his 
evolution. When he still was a Nidoran he was very childlike- being 



driven by simple needs and sensations. How would he be now that he 
was more mature? 

"**So do you." **He then continued and walked up to the trainer. 

So he knew what the ladies liked to hear? That was an unexpected but 
very positive side-effect. 

"Can you move?" The human suddenly asked her, cutting their 
conversation short. Oh sure she could, but she was so angry with him 
that she didn't feel like allowing him free movement. 

'_**How about you keep carrying me? ' **_ She bit at him and then 
turned her face away. She immediately felt a pang of guilt for her 
behavior, but he needed to find out what he had done himself. 

"Your attitude has been growing gradually worse. What is wrong?" He 
asked her. 

Seriously? Was he that thick? Did he honestly not know what was 
wrong? Fine. Keep guessing rockhead! 

"**So how did you do it?" **She said, turning her attention to 
Nidorino again. "**You said you didn't know how to evolve, so how did 
you manage?"** 

" * *Wella€ | " * * He replied, suddenly sounding unsure of himself. "**You 
explained that you had found inspiration to do soa€ I found 
inspiration myselfa€|" ** He fell silent. Was there something that he 
didn't want to tell her? Was he keeping secrets from her? 

>That was a negative side-effect but she would allow it. For 
now . <p> 

"**Why are you so angry with him?"** He asked in turn and nodded with 
his horn towards the human. "**Is it still because he insulted you 
like that?"** 

In part, it was yes. He had humiliated and degraded her without a 
reason and without any form of remorse. After that he had been 
unusually cruel to a fellow human and had actually tortured the poor 
man for information. 

But what was the main reason for his anger, besides his behavior? She 
felt furious with the human and she didn't understand why she did 
well enough. What had he actually done to her- besides being cruel 
with words- to upset her like that? 

"**It is because of who he is." **She decided to cryptically answer 
the poison-type. She didn't feel like explaining herself to him and 
she would never let anyone know that there was something she did not 
understand . 

"You two, quiet!" The human snapped and both of the Pokemon grew 
silent. What was wrong? 

~ 0 ~ 


A nagging sensation of unease had been ticking in his head for a 
while now. It was quiet- too quiet- and he had a feeling that 
something was very wrong. But he couldn't yet grasp what it was. Was 



it the quiet? Was it the constant jabbering between his two 
companions? Or could it be that he had sniffed out an ambush 
somewhere? 

"You two, quiet!" he ordered the Pokemon and then decided that Lucy 
was fit enough to walk herself. So he kneeled and gently put her 
down- which only got him and angry glare in return. What had he done 
to upset her so? Was it because of how he interrogated the Rocket 
member? He would have to get back on that. But for now, he needed to 
find out what was wrong. His entire being screamed ambush at him, but 
there was nothing there. 

Oh. Wella€ | if there was nothing there in a large cave filled with 
trainers and PokemonaC | then that was what's wrong. 

And then the ground underneath him exploded. Again. He threw his body 
sideways as the deadly waves of pressure smacked into him. It felt 
like he got hit by a sledgehammer in his back and his shielding had 
dropped to forty percent. His body flew through the air and the 
instance it neared the ground, he positioned one arm so that he had a 
hold on the ground. Then he twisted his head towards the hole in the 
ground and simultaneously turned his shoulder to the round. He rolled 
with the blow and- because of the placement of his arm- immediately 
pulled himself in the right direction. 

That explosion sounded unfamiliar to hima€ | no covenant or UNSC 
ordnance had been used. So what caused it? Was it another attack 
staged by team rocket or was it caused by a random Pokemon? The hole 
in the ground was obvious enough, it had been a real explosion caused 
by an extreme energy output. But what had caused it? 

He Spartan wondered briefly about what to about the situation before 
he decided that it was time to be curious. He hated curious time- it 
took so much away from killing time. 

The edges of the hole were curved outwards, which meant that the 
explosion had come from within. 

Or from below. There seemed to be another level underneath the jagged 
hole and a faint source of light. So a new source of hostile activity 
already? Great. This battle in the cave needed to end and he knew 
just how to do it. 

"Follow my lead!" He told his Pokemon and jumped into the 
hole . 

'_**Are you crazy! ' **_Lucy told him, but he was already gone. He 
didn't know if they would follow him into the hole, but if they were 
smart they would follow him. They had already been following him for 
a long time now, so they had no reason to suddenly disobey 
him. 

"Stay close." He replied as he landed. He immediately snapped his 
weapon at the nearest creature- a human clad in black attire, wearing 
a black hat. 

"Wha-?" She said and reached for her belt. Probably trying to get a 
weapon of some sorts, he couldn't have that. He lunged forwards and 
spread his arms- one aiming for her head and the other one aiming for 
her arm. He stopped his hand just before it could make contact with 



her head- and kill her consequently- and instead brought it together 
with his other hand on her gun-arm. Then he grabbed her arm and 
pivoted to her right- taking her with him by guiding her arm to the 
ground . 

It was a disarming technique that didn't harm the victim, only 
brought them to the ground lying belly-down. The object that she had 
tried to pull out was a Poke ball- but without someone there to 
release it, that would be useless. 

The moment he had exited the hole another Rocket member- who had been 
hauling rocks for some reason- turned around and screamed something 
incoherent. Between the second that it took to disarm the first 
member and seeing the Poke ball, the criminal was still screaming. So 
the Spartan scooped the red device off the ground and threw it at his 
head. Nothing too serious; he could kill a man by sneezing in his 
general direction- these people needed to stay alive for more 
information on his part. A flying metal ball thrown at top speed 
would be lethal . 

The red ball flew straight at the goon's head and made contact with 
it. The black-clad man fell silent and hit the ground with a 
' thud ' . 

So not completely useless. 

"You bastard!" the woman yelled at him from the ground. "Do you think 
you can get away with disrupting team rocket's operations? Are you 
nut s ? " 


The fact that she was still on the floor instead of trying to resist 
made her current state of mind very apparent. She had given up hope 
of being able to resist and was trying to aggravate him by 
threatening him. Wrong choice. 

"Don't you think anyone would find out?" He said. It wouldn't help to 
ask the criminal what it was that they were doing here- she would 
only ignore him or tell him to go to hell. But if he pretended he 
already knewa€ | he might get something useful out of her. 

Her features contorted and he knew that he had hit the nail. "This 
stops now." He continued. 

"No!" She scolded at him and forced a smile. "This is only getting 
started ! " 

How clichA©. She was only quoting every bad super-villain movie ever. 
He felt the faint desire to simply shoot her in her head and be done 
with it, but he suppressed it. 

Lucy and the newly evolved Nidoran dropped into the hole. The 
poison-type immediately took a defensive position against the fallen 
Rocket members. It was curious how he was standing slightly in front 
of Lucy. It was very subtle, but he saw it nonetheless. What did it 
mean? 

"You were supposed to be dead!" The female continued. "How did you 
escape?" 


"Multiple people attacked me today." He said and felt victorious in a 



way. He had once again extracted valuable information from a hostile- 
confirmation that the gunslinger was aimed at him. "Who are you 
talking about?" 

"He was supposed to. He is the best marksman in our team; nobody 
could escape him." 

"He WAS the best. Then he met me." 

"Is he dead?" 

"Yes. And you will die too-unless you give me something to work 
with . " 

The woman gulped and looked around her environment- from the Spartan 
to his pokemon, from her fallen companion to the rocks he was 
carrying . 

Then Math pulled out his combat knife- still bloodied from its 
previous use- and she snapped. 

"Okay! Don't hurt me please!" She practically yelled at him. "We were 
here to excavate these fossilsaC i usually the only place where they 
can be regenerated is on Cinnabar Island. But we have established 
another facility in Saffron city. That is what we have been doing 
here I swear ! " 

What? Regenerate fossils? Where they paleontologists or something? 
What was their interest in fossils? 

"And why did I have to die?" All this talking was getting to his 
throat; it already started to hurt. 

"You were a threat. You came into Kanto without an explanation and 
started disrupting our operations. Rumors reached us and the other 
cities alike and people started to get inspired to defy us." 

She was explaining a lot now. Could he trust her information or was 
she merely trying to get him on a wrong trail. 

"You are lying." He stated and kneeled next to her. Then he lowered 
his knife until it was resting against her throat- he did so very 
slowly to prevent her from making any sudden moves. 

"NO!" She screamed and tried to crawl backwards. "I swear that is the 
truth! We were send for the fossils and he was send to kill you that 
is all!" 

"Is it true?" He asked Lucy. Despite of her grudge with him, she 
still answered him with an actual answer. 

i_**She isn't lying- just think about it. She doesn't resist as much 
as the other person and the fossils are right there. '**_ 

So she spoke the truth. Too bad she was a member of a terrorist 
organization; she might have lived had it been otherwise. He rose 
from his crouched position and pulled out his assault rifle. Even 
though he had only three full clips left for the weapon, two bullets 
wouldn't be missed. One for her and one for her companion. 



"What are you doing?" She shakily asked him. 
You wouldn't hurt me!" 


"I told you the truth! 


"If you gave me something to work with. You only gave me information 
on your current activities." 

"What do you want to know?" She screamed at him and a few tears ran 
down her face. "Why won't you just leave us alone you monster!" 

"You are terrorists. You hurt and threaten innocent people." He said 
mercilessly and carefully aimed his rifle at her head. He couldn't 
possibly miss that way and he would need all the ammunition he could 
spare . 

"Please!" The woman yelled and threw her arms in front of her face. 
"Don ' t shoot ! " 

He was about to pull the trigger when his rifle suddenly got 
enveloped by a bright green aura. He recognized it as the 
manifestation of Lucy's mental powers; but why would she try to yank 
his gun out of his hands? Because that was what happened. The rifle 
twisted in his hands and only his powerful grip prevented it from 
being launched out of his hands. He forced the barrel back to the 
criminal's head- but the psychic power assaulting his weapon was very 
focused and efficient. Lucy was apparently aiming her powers at the 
most efficient targets- the barrel and the stock. Why was she doing 
this? Why was she stopping him from killing the hostile? 

He could easily force the rifle back and still shoot the woman, but 
he was curious as to why Lucy would want to stop him. In the end he 
lowered his rifle and turned to the Pokemon, his feelings not 
particularly positive. "Explain yourself." He asked her, doing his 
best not to sound too threatening. 

' * *Me ? Why don't you explain your own actions!?' **_ the Kirlia 

practically screamed in his mind. '_**You have done nothing but harm 
and kill since you arrived here and for what? Some sense of war that 
a backwater planet of yours has experienced? A faint feeling of 
justice that dictates virtually everything you think and do?'**_ 

Her voice gradually rose in intensity and tone as she spoke and by 
the time she was done with that last sentence, she was practically 
screaming. Her voice was so intensea€ | the anger behind it was so 
burning that he could actually feel his mind burn with it. It was 
like a heavy headache. 

Even though her form itself did not speak, he could see her quivering 
with emotion and a red blush had appeared on her face. 

The other pokemon was looking back and forth between his trainer and 
Lucy, unsure of what to do. 

'_**What is it with you and your desire to murder everything you 
encounter? You leave a trail of death and destruction wherever you go 
and your mind stays as dull and plain as ever! '**_ 

His mind wasn't as dull now- but he was glad that nobody could hear 
her outburst towards him; it would be rather awkward. If she truly 
wanted to insult him with everything she had, they might as well take 
time to properly do it. It was obvious that this had been bothering 



her for a while now and if she was to spend any more time with him 
she needed her head clear and focused. 


"One moment." He said and turned towards the fallen rocket member. 

She was still staring at him with her tear-covered face, not sure of 
what was going on. Had she not openly declared that he needed to die, 
he might have felt more compelled to let her go. 

"If we let her go, she will only tell the others about the situation. 
She could give them valuable information." He explained to Lucy, 
hoping that he could get her to do as he wanted. "We can't trust 
her . " 

'_**Maybe you can't with your terrible paranoia problems, but I can 
find out whether it is grounded or not! '**_ She responded and her 
eyes narrowed again. Then, the black-clad human grabbed her head and 
moaned . 

"Get out of my heada€ | " she whispered and stared at the ceiling. 
"Leave me alonea€ i " 

Was the Kirlia actually inside of her head now? Reading her thoughts 
and determining whether she could be trusted or not? 

After a minute of silence, Kirlia relaxed and the rocket girl slumped 
backwards, breathing heavily. 

'_**I told her that if she was smart, she would leave out every 
detail concerning us. There, situation solved without murder and 
death.' **_She spoke to his mind. And she might be right, but he 
couldn't simply let them walk away after what the woman had told 
him . 

"Wait one." He said and once again snapped his rifle up. Before Lucy 

could stop him, he fired off two shots and wounded both of the 

criminals in their feet. "Let's go." 

He left the pair screaming with pain and walked down the naturally 
created hallway in the cave. He could spot a faint ray of light up 

ahead and he longed to be out of this cave system. He had spent too 

much time messing around and now he needed to cover some ground. "So, 
you were saying?" 

It took Kirlia a while to figure out what he meant, but when she did 
she was right at it again. They were walking down the tunnel towards 
the first beams of sunlight and as eager as he was to make his way 
towards this Cerulean City, he wanted to make sure that he could 
still trust Lucy. 

'_**You walk around with your weapons, thinking and acting like a 
simple-minded child and behaving like violence is the magical 
solution for everything! Why can't you simply behave like a normal 
human being! '**_ 

The burning was back- it was raising in intensity and he could almost 
compare it with other levels of headache that he had endured during 
his life. 

Well, she was right. He was acting single-minded because he had a 
single goal. The fact that he used violence to solve situations was 



because he was dealing with a terrorist organization. Was she so 
blind to the reality of the world that she sought reasons where they 
weren't needed? 

"I arrived here and was immediately engaged by the criminal 
organization of Team Rocket. They attacked me with lethal force and I 
retaliated. The civilians around these parts seemed grateful 
enough . " 

'_**Br OC k with his bloodied knife and traumatized family didn't seem 
very happy! '**_ 

"I spared them. Be glad." 

i_**You are unbelievable! How old are you even?'**_ 

Why was it important how old he was? He didn't even follow the days 
that marked his aging- it simply didn't matter. 

"I was born twenty years ago." 

i_**You are only twenty years old?' **_Lucy asked him, her voice much 
calmer now. Why was that making her tone softer? Did it somehow 
lessen her anger? '_**You are a soldieraC i right ? A human trained to 
defend other humans by fighting monsters ?'* *_ 

Normally he would have told her that she had a romantic vision of a 
soldier; that soldiers were merely killing tools for their respective 
governments. That they were simply lives that could be mashed into 
countries because their leaders wanted more oil or riches. But all of 
that had changed when the covenant arrived. The religious aliens had 
succeeded in uniting Humanity in a larger picture. Soldiers weren't 
being wasted for stupid reasons- they were being sacrificed for a 
greater good. 

In a way he was a warrior that fought monsters. Monsters that burned 
people alive and wanted every single human in the galaxy dead. He was 
just about to tell her that she was right; that he was trained to 
protect mankind against monsters whatever the cost, when he 
remembered that memorable day on October 2548. When Spartan 
zero-zero-seven officially sacrificed his own humanity for the 
greater good. 

The operation had taken place on the planet Chi Ceti IV, where he had 
been send in to neutralize a possible Insurrectionist leader in a 
small and isolated village. Zero-zero-seven had been forced to go 
without his MJOLNIR armour; it was an infiltration mission and a 
Spartan would be too conspicuous. He wasn't totally without backup 
though; Math had already infiltrated the surrounding wilderness and 
was within two kilometers distance of the community. If anything 
happened, he would see it and immediately take action. 

In the end, the situation unraveled in such a dramatic way it had 
taken him ten minutes to get to the village and assist 
zero-zero-seven. Both of them had gotten out, but Seven had suffered 
grave injuries and both of them had been forced to take a psych exam 
before continuing on other operations. 


Everyone else would have broken underneath the stress and trauma, but 
not zero-zero-seven. After two days he was already declared fit for 



duty- but the soldier still dreamt about what had transpired that 
day. He was one of the few Spartans to truly experience what it meant 
to sacrifice EVERYTHING for mankind. Body, mind and humanity. 


So no, he couldn't truly tell Lucy that she was right about soldiers. 
But he also wouldn't have to lie to her about them. "We do what we 
have to do- if that is fighting monsters, then yes. We are." 

i_**2o w py the intense desire to murder every human you encounter? 
Shouldn't you be trying to safe everyone you met, including the team 
rocket goons? '**_ 

She was right- had he been a regular soldier. But he was a Spartan 
and that was who he was. "It's not something I can explain. It just 

is . " 

i_**You have murdered multiple times without a good reason. Death- 
when simple injuries would have sufficed. You will explain why you 
did that or I will force my way into your head and find out 
myself 

"Lucy!" He sharply said. This was something that he had been thinking 
about and up to now, he had hoped that it would never transpire, "If 
you value your own sanity and peace of minda€ | you will leave my 
thoughts alone. You wouldn't to handle it." 

It wasn't a threat: if the Kirlia was truly able to read minds- like 
she did with the female- she could eventually get into his. And when 
she did, the full brunt of the war and all of its horrors would come 
crashing down her own mind. It would drive her insane. 

' * * And why is that?' **_She replied sharply. They had finally 

emerged from the dark cave and a colourful landscape lay in front of 
them. The sun stood high in the sky and the Spartan was able to make 
out multiple coloured buildings lying in a neat bundle. A large 
bridge was connecting it with some woods, but the rest of the 
landscape was pretty much just hills and grass. Not a very enticing 
place to avoid potential snipers. 

"As a soldier, I have seen things which I wouldn't want you to see. 
Drop the subject." 

_**A'Only if you tell me why you have such an intense desire to 
murder ! A ' * *_ 

Sigh. "As a soldier for humanitya€ | it is my duty to defend the 
innocent. When a terrorist crime organization comes into play, it is 
my duty to fight it. I was trained for that very purpose." 

'_**That is your purpose in live? To fight and kill in the name of 
peace? ' **_ 


"Yes." He replied, glad that she finally understood what he was 
trying to say. He half expected her to make a witty remark about it, 
but she stayed silent. 

Good. Then he wouldn't have to worry about potentially diverging 
military secrets. Or talking too much. His throat was burning and he 
would need some water soon. He had been moving, learning and engaging 
nonstop since he had arrived at this world a day and a half ago. With 



nothing to drink or eat, his body would soon weaken. He couldn't 
afford that. 


' _* *Do you really believe that?' **_Lucy suddenly asked him, breaking 
the silence. 

"What?" 

'**That your only purpose is to kill living beings? '** 

"I wouldn't have said it otherwise." 

The moment he said that, Lucy teleported on top of his head. She was 
balancing on his helmet with her thin little legs and her arms were 
still crossed. He had to admit that the female had a very evolved 
sense of balance. But why would she suddenly jump on top of his head 
like that? Wasn't she angry with him? 

'_**If that is truly what you think, then you need some serious 
reeducating. ' **_ 

Some what? 

~ 0 ~ 

The human was such a complicated being. He managed to be simple and 
difficult at the same time; having the mindset of a child wanting a 
specific thing more than anything in the world, but at the same time 
being a genius in how to get it. 

He was a murderous unemotional machine, but simultaneously he 
possessed a pure innocence in what he did. He truly believed that 
what he did was the right thing to do- guard his species against any 
forms of attackers. How he did it wasn't important to him, if the 
situation warranted violence then he would kill. 

Or at least that was what she thought . She could be very wrong and 
her trainer could be a crazy psychopath for all she knew, but 
something told her that he wasn't. 

When she was a Ralts, she didn't understand the world. She didn't 
know why or when, only that things were as they were. But she knew 
the inner workings of her species, how a Ralts was able to feel 
emotions and feelings of living creatures around it. 

And just as she knew how a Ralts worked when she was one, she knew 
how Kirlia ticked. She knew that if an individual of her species 
bonded with a human trainer, said individual would be the one to 
understand the trainer the best. No other human or pokemon could come 
even close to the understanding of a Kirlia. 

If her instincts were right, then she would be the one to actually 
understand her human. No other human or Pokemon would understand the 
soldier like she did. 

Then why didn't she understand him like she was supposed to? His 
revelation about simply being what he wasa€ | about acting like 
something he should act likea€| had opened her eyes to him. She had 
been so furious with hima€ | so incredibly angrya€ | that she had 
blinded herself to every positive aspect that he possessed. 



Everything good about him- his noble sense of protecting innocent 
humansa€ | his selfless sacrifice in the bat-filled cave. 

His acceptance of her established dominance over their 
relationship . 

Ever since she had discovered that she could talk to him in his mind, 
she had been able to let him know how she felt and what she wanted. 

He wasn't the assertive one- his emotions were under control, but he 
was so unused to someone close to him a€" someone like her- that he 
didn't even know how to behave. She could just go on and on with 
talking to him and he wouldn't mind. He was so resigneda€ | so 
introvert that she could say anything to him and he would simply take 
it . 

Like her unfair and extreme way of expressing her feelings towards 
him. How she had screamed and raged in his mind. It had to have 
caused much pain to him- any form of emotional outburst was a painful 
experience. So she had insulted, humiliated and hurt him just because 
she didn't like who he was. 

And she felt terrible because of it. It was weird how her mood could 
swing like that. One moment she was ready to hurt him and the next 
she felt so connected and caring for him that she wanted nothing less 
than to take off his helmet and hug his head. 

If only she knew how to take that damned bucket off. 

When she teleported on top of his head, she briefly wondered about 
why he insisted on wearing his body-covering armour all the time. It 
was rather obvious that he liked it- otherwise he would have taken it 
off the moment they exited the cave. She had spoken to Nidorino about 
it for a short while, but he didn't know either. 

There were a lot of things he didn't know- he wasn't a great thinker. 
He had yet to develop a proper wisdom and intelligence. 

'_**Why wonA't you take off your helmet and show me your face again? 
Or are you afraid I might find you ugly?'**_ Perhaps she could fool 
him into taking off his helmet. She wanted to see his body- develop a 
proper opinion on him. If he was a soldier, he should have some 
pretty interesting scars. 

Interesting scars had interesting stories, right? 

"**Why are you soa€ i f ickl**e when it comes to him?" Nidorino asked 
her grumpily. "**He is just a human, what is so interesting about 
him?"** 

"**You are just jealous that you don't have armour." **She teased the 
big Pokemon. He was acting grumpy ever since they had exited the cave 
and she honestly didn't know why. She tried to understand the human, 
yes. But she didn't yet care for understanding the Nidorino. He was 
nice when he was smaller, yes. But now? Everything he was had changed 
into something new. 

"**I donA't need fancy protection, I have my natural armour 
plates !" * * 


"**Wella€|I don't have any armour. So who is the tough one 



now?"** 


" * *Not the one able to fry her enemies with her thoughts, that's for 
damn sure." **He responded, his tone a bit more friendly than before. 
A simple competition about armor and fighting had lifted his 
mood? 

Males were such strange creatures. 

She jumped from the head of her human to his shoulder. He was so tall 
and broad, it was funny to move all over his body. It would actually 
be funnier to dance and jump all over his bulky armour when she was 
smaller, but hey! If she were still a Ralts, she would only be able 
to trip over her own body and fall on her face. 

Not a very attractive prospect. So she would have to do with moving 
like that. 

'_**So, what are we going to do now?'**_ She asked her trainer. If he 
was still planning on getting to this Saffron city, he would have to 
pass through a whole series of towns and landscapes. Trouble was 
always just a few meters around the corner- centimeters when it 
involved him. 

"We move through Cerulean city, ask for directions and don't act 
abnormal . " 

She felt like that last part was directed at her. '_**So that means 
that I will have to put a leash on you, keep you very close to my 
side and probably stick a sign that says 'I bite' on 
Nidorino . ' **_ 

"Who?" 

'_**Seriou S ly? Doesn't that name ring any bells at all?'**_ 

The soldier was quiet for a few seconds before he responded. 

"Nidoran? " 

Almost. '__**Nidorino silly! '**_ 

"He changed his name?" 

'_**You changed mine. '**_ 

"I gave you one." 

TouchA©. No matter what was going to happen in Cerulean city, things 
would get very interesting. Even if they didn't get attacked by 
murderous gunman, crazy psychics or violent Pokemon then they would 
still have to live through her trainer's direction-asking skills. He 
was bound to cause offense there. 

'_**Let's continue where we left off, shall we? ' **_ 

"You insulting me?" 

Ouch. Other continue. '_**No, me verifying you were a normal human 
being .'**__ 



"So insulting me?" 

Was he sulking or something? She didn't know that he had it in him. 
What other hidden emotions was he hiding from her? 

'_**Nearly there. I was talking about getting to know you better, 
seeing what makes you tick.'**_ 

"You sound like you want to dissect me." 

'_**Do eS that mean you will take your armor off?' **_She asked 
hopefully . 

"No . " 

Damnit . So close. 

"So why do you look like a human?" 

What ? 

'_**Perhaps humans simply stole my design. '**_ 

"Now you're just joking with me." 

'_**Am not ! ' **_ 

Very funny little barbarian. Let's see you dodge this! _**'Have you 
ever fancied a girl?'**_ 

If he was so introvert when he was simply talking with his Pokemon- 
the only living beings that he cared for around- then how would he be 
at talking to the opposite sex? Probably in a very entertaining 
way . 

Entertaining for onlookers with a snack, that is. 

"No." Damnit! He was going to ruin the game with his deadly 'no' 
attack ! 

i_**You are a big guy, twenty years old. Practically not even an 
adult in human terms. Teens like to hang out with 
girls . ' * *_ 

"No . " 

'_**Is that your answer to everything? '* *_ 

"No . " Stop it ! 

i_**You are serving me way too many balls here. Are you too ugly for 
girls? Is that why you wear a bucket on your head? Perhaps you aren't 
the smoothest talker around. Can you imagine? Hello there good 
lookin', up for some good times? No. Why not? Don't you want to hang 
out with someone as attractive as me? No. Oh screw you! No. Sounds 
like a lot of fun.'**_ 


"Are you always this chatty?" Not when she was sleeping. She just 
evolved, cut her some slack! 



'_**! just want to improve our standing relationship. It is not like 
you have anyone else here that is willing to talk to you! '**_ 

"You wait and see until I meet the next Rocket member. See how 
talkative that person will be." 

Yes. About that. This was a subject she wanted to discuss with him 
for some while now- he was a soldier, hunted down by a powerful 
criminal organization. He was also new to this world- he knew nobody 
and he was all alone except for two Pokemon. But he needed to realize 
that everyone had feelings- even mean people. ' **I see why you 
thought it necessary to hurt the guy with his silly little hata€|but 
could you please stop harming people on purpose? I hate it when you 
do it. If I were any younger, less evolved or simply less accustomed 
to you then I would have been traumatized by your sadistic 
behavior ! ' * * 

It took the human a while to think about her remark. She had sounded 
serious when she made it and she really hoped that he would listen to 
her. Even if she was the dominant one in their bond, he would still 
do whatever he deemed necessary to get what he needed. Even if that 
would mean hurting her feelings. 

In the meantime, Nidorino saw fit to respond himself. "**What are you 
two jabbing about? I know that you are talking to his mind, but do 
you have any idea how silly it looks to hear your trainer say random 
words every now and then? He is going to make a major fool out of 
himself when he reunites with the other humans!"** 

He was right. The trainer was looking like he was randomly speaking 
to himself- that was a potential amusement factor the likes she had 
not deemed possible. Thanks Nidorino! 

"**0h I know. Wouldn't it be funny to see him making a fool out of 
himself without him even realizing it?"** 

"**If you care so much for the guy, then why are you being so mean 
with him? I mean, first you are extremely mad at him and next thing I 
know you are jumping up and down from his shoulder, playing pranks on 
him and interrogating him!"** 

He was right. She was very privy to mood swings apparently. Perhaps 
it had something to do with her newly formed intelligence or mental 
capacity. She was able to understand a lot of new things now, many of 
which had something to do with her human. 

"**Why do you care?" **She carefully asked him. The poison-type 
suddenly stopped in his tracks and his eyes widened. 

"**Ehma€|I er..wella€|" **He began to stutter. Then he realized that 
he was falling behind and quickly ran up to join them again. 

"**You knowa€ | get to understand your environmenta€ | things you care 
for- I mean we care for! I mean as a group!"** 

He was speaking complete nonsense now. What was with him? Was he 
broken or something? 


Then the trainer decided to announce his newest conclusion. "So I 
can't hurt people for information anymore. Fine. I can just threaten 



or mental torture them. Perhaps even shoot something they like. Or 
shoot them if they don't know anything. Deal?" 


a€ | were all males broken around here? 

~ 0 ~ 

_SECRET- SPARTANS COLLECTED. FORMATION GREEN-LEAF ACCEPTED. 

BATTLEGROUP STANDING BY FOR FURTHER ORDERS TO INITIATE RESCUE 
OPERATION. _ 

_ATTENTION: LATEST SLIPSPACE JUMP OF UNSC PLATERNUS DETECTED. 
COORDINATES RECEIVED- BATTLEGROUP LIMA READY TO DEPLOY TO LATEST 
KNOWN LOCATION OF UNSC DESTROYER PLATERNUS. _ 

_~ 0 ~_ 

**Wella€|it is evening now. The clock has hit 12 ' o clock and my head 
hurts. I am tired- yet strangely amused by how this chapter has 
turned out. It is the first one to hit the 10 000 words threshold and 
I hope that my dear readers are proud of me. ** 

**It is funny how all the reviewers interpret the signs that I subtly 
lay out as the ones that can expand on the small region of Kanto. I 
am not going to spoil anything, but think bigger! ** 

**Except for that I really have nothing else to say. I want the 
post-story babbling to contain a minimum of a certain amount of 
words, so after a few clif fhangerish questions I will fill this out 
with the random words bingle bongle dingle dangle, yikkidi do, 
yikkidi da, ping pong lippitapi too-tah!** 

**So. That being said, will our brave Spartan be able to unravel the 
world around him?** 

**Will the lovely Lucy be able to reeducate her trainer in a proper 
way? * * 

**Will Nidorino's little secret be revealed? ** 

**Tune in for the next 
chapter ! * * 

a€ | 

**Tuga€ | tuga€ i tuga€ i tuga€ i ** 

**Good night ! ** 


14. Well that can't be bad right? 

**Damn people! I have reached a real and proper milestone! This story 
has officially reached the 100K words , making it the largest 
pokemon/halo crossover on this site. Just a few more reviews to go 
and it will also be the most reviewed story of its genre. Look at us 
being awesome! ** 

**Let's seea€ | ****ZombieSlayers : ****my apologies if I caused any 

confusion with my pre-story babbling. I can imagine that a bunch of 



random remarks and answers don't really make a lot of sense. I just 
figured that the people who reviewed the chapter will probably still 
remember what it is they said, so that my response will make sense to 
them. There really isn't a more efficient way to do things; unless I 
write down their questions and remarks as well. That will simply take 
up too much space.** 

**Mister ****Siphon 117 ; **** in my understanding, PokA© balls get 
destroyed when put under extreme stress but their inhabitants stay 
unharmed and get freed. According to the magnetism theory, when the 
ball gets destroyed then the magnetic powers fade and the organic 
gets reassembled to its original form. That was what I meant. They 
got destroyed and the Pokemon were set free.** 

**Spartan 262: ****it's a real shame that your first review-draft got 
wiped when your computer died. As a writer, such things really hit me 
hard. I hope you managed to save somethingaC i ? Anyway, thank you for 
the review. It is really good to hear-read- your opinions on my 
improvement. ** 

**Our ****Yatyrannus : ****Thank you****.** 

* *Sevenar* * * * : Well, I see that as a major compliment. ** 

**About the flying Pokemona€| I'm not going to spoil anythingaC i but I 
left some clues in previous chapters about the identity of the next 
Pokemon in his team. Maybe it is a flying onea€ maybe it is 
nota€ ! ; ) ** 

**BallyMaynard999**** : that's a cute idea!** 

**The Constitutionalist: ****humor is my thing :D** 

**You are closer to the truth than you realize my friend. If only you 
knew what truth! * laughs eviliy.* ** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _ Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" underused Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 


~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 21- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
growl and reflect. 

Nidoran lvl 16: significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The project is a success. Thirteen Spartans- that is, 
Secret-Spartans , are fully functional and working at full capacity. 



After five years of service, there has been not a single casualty. 

And some of their missions had odds that stood as pronounced as 1 to 
1 0 ! "_ 

"_But ? 

_Seeing as we started the project at an average age of four years 
olda€ | our indoctrination procedures were very thorough. They are 
soldiers all right- but that is it. Operatives that can only function 
as long as they are send on missions and battles- we have been able 
to glean off some details about their individual personality's ma'am. 
I will send you the reports this evening. 

"_See to it that you will. Colonel. 

Conversation between Colonel Ackerson and Admiral 
Parangosky . 

~ 0 ~ 

The journey through Mt moon had been a very stressful one. First, 

Lucy had had lost consciousness and his trainer had to carry her. 
Then, the ground underneath said trainer had burst open and another 
stone-snake had appeared to crush them underneath its bulk, for 
whatever reason. 

In order to protect the Psychic-type he had to be stronger; he had to 
become something more, his current strength had been insufficient and 
he couldn't defend those he cared about as a Nidoran. 

So he evolved. It was just as she had told him: once he had found the 
inspiration to evolve, he could. And he did. As a Nidorino he was 
fully capable of taking on the Onix- for his natural instincts told 
him that was the name of his opponent- head-on and emerge 
victorious . 

He thought that his new body and mind would enable him to better 
understand the world around him; that he could finally grasp what his 
trainer actually was and how Lucy's mind worked. 

But with the newfound intelligence came such a dramatic change of 
body and hormones that the world hadn't broadened in view. 

It had changed. Smells weren't the same as they were, colours 
appeared differently and his feelings weren't the same. Whenever he 
looked at the white form of his trainer, he felt a strange warmth 
spread through his body and his heart would move faster than normal. 
His brain would tell him to call down and to resist the urges of his 
flesh, but his heart told him to attack. To lash out and strike the 
human down without mercy. He was a male and his trainer was one too. 
There was a territorial drift in his body that he simply couldn't 
ignore- the only female in their pack was Lucy. She wasn't the same 
species, but since when had that mattered? 

He didn't know why he thought of the human as his rival, or how the 
Kirlia had become the point of interest for his heart. Because 
whenever he saw her, his body would feel the same as when he saw his 
trainer. Only the things his heart told him were very different. He 
didn't even understand half of them and the things he did understand, 
he wanted to suppress and forget. 



How was he supposed to know what he felt when his body was brand-new? 
He was a stranger in someone else's body, unable to control or even 
understand the things he felt. 

There were two things that enabled him to think and act and they 
dominated his mind. The first one was his brain- the ability to think 
and rationalize the signals that his surroundings send him. 

The second one was a collective of ancient instincts and his own 
heart; feelings and hormones that dictated his reactions and caused 
his natural responses to his environment. The two were constantly in 
a fight with each other and he couldn't find the proper balance he 
needed. Couple that with his trainer- his rival in the pack- and 
Kirlia and he had a very dangerous cocktail of thoughts and 
needs . 

He needed help and he knew it. But by the time the three of them had 
exited the dark underground area, Lucy had already woken up and both 
the human and the psychic were constantly conversing with each other. 
He knew that because the dull male would occasionally make a remark 
or formulate a short answer to a presented question. Lucy had been 
very cross with him and the two of them were very focused on their 
own problemsaC | leaving him completely out of the picture. 

They ignored him like he was some worthless child; not worthy to talk 
to. What had he done to deserve that? Was this his reward for all the 
loyalty he had shown them- the orders he had followed and the pain he 
had endured all in the name of training? Lucy didn't even realize how 
he felt and what he wanted and the human- 

- The human was completely cut off from his world. He didn't 
understand a thing about the workings of nature and the things that 
living beings had to endure. He stomped around in his white shell, 
without a care in the world and not a thing to worry about . What did 
he know about leadership? Why was he the alpha male in the pack? 

Why did she like the human and not him? 

Things were so confusingaC i so completely out of order that he needed 
some release soon. Another wild Pokemon had better attack them, or 
else he would unleash all of his frustration and anger at the nearest 
target . 

The trainer himself. 

~ 0 ~ 

The road to Cerulean city was a calm and easy one. A small river 
flowed down the hill and there were only a few trees in the vicinity. 
He could see the various people walking around the buildings- life 
seemed untouched by the blight of criminal activities it seemed. Was 
there a chance that this team Rocket hadn't touched this city yet? 
That their arm of corruption had yet to spoil this place? 

The Spartan had to admit that the place looked quite beautiful. There 
was an abundance of water and children- the bridge shone like gold in 
the setting sun and the air had a red glow to it. It was a picture 
that could be used to describe peace. 



But it was all a lie and he knew it. This level of calmness and 
tranquility could never last for more than a few days before another 
incident would tear their world down. A crime gone wronga€ | a dead 
body on the streets and the whole city would never be the same. This 
world was so proud of their Pokemon that they seemed to completely 
forget the basic needs and desires of human beings. 

The desire for power and control. As long as there were normal men 
and women in this country- people with power and the capacity to use 
it- then there would be corruption. Corruption would lead to an 
inevitable war and death would crawl all over this peaceful 
community . 

And soldiers like him would be needed to put it right again. In his 
life he had only known four years of peace before a war claimed his 
parents, his friends, his home and his entire planet. 

The covenant felt that humans didn't deserve to live in this galaxy. 
So they had come for him. Only they had made a mistake- a mistake 
that would cost them the war. They had left orphans- kids that 
survived the horror of a burning world. Kids who wanted revenge for 
their fallen planet. The UNSC had made sure that he received 
everything he needed to fight back against the alien monsters and 
more. They had given him the chance for the greater good of life- to 
protect mankind in every way possible. 

To make sure that innocent children and people could sleep safely in 
their beds without the fear to be burned alive by religious 
monsters . 

'_**Hey you! Stop glooming and focus ! 1 

Lucy's voice washed through his head like a bucket of ice-water and 
he realized that he had been thinking about war so much that he had 
nearly lost his concentration on the objective. 

And had almost walked right into the not-so-calm river. The torrent 
of water had increased exponentially since he had last glanced over 
it and now it was at least five meters wide, with many thousands of 
liters of water crashing down the hill in a second. 

So when confronted with an image of peace, he would instantly shut it 
out and think of war so much that his concentration wavered? That was 
a serious problem. He needed to address that when the possibility 
arose . 

The sun was already setting and his second night on this world would 
soon start. He had been moving nonstop for almost two days now and 
Lucy had been with him the whole time. She had to be thirsty, hungry 
and tired. She had lost consciousness multiple times he had found her 
and he was forced to admit that he might have been pushing her a 
little too much. 

She wasn't a Spartan- or even a soldier for that matter. 

So when he reached the next city he would ask for a place to properly 
spend the night. He would use the money that he had won from the 
trainers on his way there to buy Nidorino and Lucy some fooda€ | and 
then he would ask for some more directions. 



The three of them continued on like that for another ten minutes 
before they finally reached the entry point to the city. But when 
they arrived there, it occurred to the Spartan that the situation 
wouldn't be as easy as he might have suspected. 

There were two official looking women at the gate busy with 
questioning a group of travelers. He could overhear their 
conversation without trouble and quickly raised his hand 
palm-forwards next to his head- the signal for stop. 

One of them wore green-black attire that identified her as military. 
So the army was here? Good. They would understand the 
situationa€ | right? 

Or they could be mercenariesa€ | militiaa€ | undercover or corrupt. He 
wouldn't risk it. 

Lucy jumped of his shoulder and landed next to Nidorino, who also 
stopped . 

"Potential hostiles ahead." He explained and concentrated on what was 
being said. The two females were asking the group whether they 
werea€ | affiliated with the shady organization known asa€|team 
Rocket . 

The travelers stated that they were not and the officers asked for 
proof of their innocence. Great- he would need credentials to enter 
the city and he didn't have those. What he did have were two guns 
with ammo to spare, a bloodied combat knife and white MJOLNIR powered 
assault armour. Not exactly the perfect way to prove that you weren't 
involved in criminal business. 

'_**They want to know whether we are innocent or not.'**_ Lucy 
explained . 

"How did you know?" He asked her, unsure if he had heard her right or 
not . 

'_**Simple. They aren't very concentrated on their activities and 
they have some pretty big discipline problems, as you would call it. 
Their defense has lots of holes in it and I was able to glean off 
their general intention through one of them.'**_ 

Her explanation left him puzzled- but he trusted her judgment. She 
was a psychic alright; she had proven that countless times. 

"Should we risk them or sneak into the village?" He asked her. He 
didn't know since when he had sunk so low as to ask an animal for 
tactical advice, but she seemed to be the expert here. He was a 
complete outsider to this world and its inhabitants and she 
wasn ' t . 

'_**Like you can sneak into this city without anyone seeing you. The 
moment they see a white armoured giant walk into a building, the 
entire place will be one big police-station 

She was right. As long as he needed supplies, he couldn't sneak his 
way in. Stealing would be too risky and he still needed to ask 
someone for directions. 



So into the arms of the policewomen it was. 


He rose from his crouched stance and calmly walked up to the front 
gates. The travel-group had just finished with identifying themselves 
and was cleared for access. When he was only a few meters away- and 
completely out in the open- the officer saw him. 

"Halt!" She yelled and pulled out a PokA© ball. "Stop right there and 
state your business." 

How very disciplined these women were; to be able to spot a 
snow-white seven feet tall soldier with two pokemon advancing on 
their position from four meters distance, without any cover at all. 
They must be the top-agents in this village. 

Yes. He was being sarcastic. 

He had to give the soldier credit though; she had her eyes on him for 
a long time, ever since he broke the outer perimeter. 

"A soldier right?" The female said. She had short black hair and a 
subtle but long scar running over her cheek. People often guessed at 
other people being soldiers, but they usually based their 
presumptions on looks. He was wearing armour that was completely 
unknown to this world. So he had a hunch that this woman recognized 
him as a soldier based on a trait that every soldier themselves 
shared : 

The ability to recognize other soldiers. 

So this lady had to be either an observant civilian, or a 
stressed-out soldier. 

"State your name rank and intention!" She said and put her hand on 
her side-arm. Yes. Obviously military. 

He straightened his back and involuntary lifted his head. There was a 
shining medal that adorned her chest. There was no mistake about it; 
those were military credentials alright. 

It identified her as a Lieutenant commander. Had she been UNSC she 
would have been his superior; hence the natural reaction of his body 
at the sight of it. Years of military indoctrination weren't simply 
blocked out by circumstances and even though the badge wasn't exactly 
a look-alike with the UNSC counterpart, the very sight of it made him 
want to salute. 

Of course he suppressed it. She wasn't his superior and as much as he 
was yearning for orders and clarification, she couldn't provide 
them . 

"Petty officer Two-sierra zero-one-one." He said loud and clear, so 
the policewoman would recognize him as a soldier as well. 

"What?" She immediately said and threw her PokA© ball to the ground. 
"Growlithe, come on out!" She yelled and unleashed a white-red 
canine . 

Wasn't that she same Pokemon he had seen in Viridian forest? Probably 
a police dog or something. 



It growled and barked at him and in an instant, Nidorino stood in 
front of the Spartan. The purple and the red animals were growing and 
snarling at each other, just as the super soldier and the two women 
were staring at each other. 

"Stand down Christiea€|" The black-haired whispered at her partner. 

Of course he heard it too. 

"I come from Pewter city. I cleared out a team Rocket blockade and 
made my way herea€ | " he carefully said. If these people were corrupt, 
he would see it. And he would take action. "Then I disrupted an 
excavation operation of the same organization in Mount moon. Don't 
you control the situation soldier?" 

Now he had struck first. His negative opinion of this village had 
been made clear and these two needed to know that they were of no 
consequence to him. 

"Why youa€ | show some respect!" The policewoman yelled and the canine 
barked twice in agreement, but the soldier put her hand on her 
friend's shoulder and whispered that she needed to relax. 

Again . 

"Proof it!" The soldier replied. "We have had no contact with Pewter 
for a long time now. If what you say is true, then you should be able 
to proof it right?" 

Without saying a word, the Spartan reached for his the badge that he 
had received from Brock and showed it to the soldier. 

'Wha-" The policewoman responded and lowered her hands. "He speaks 
the truth, he is clean." 

Clean? Had she seen his armour? 

"I can see that Chrisa€|okay sir. You may proceed-" 

Finally . 

"-but you will have to strip your weapons and surrender them to us. 
Otherwise we can provide you no security or access to our 
town . 

Sigh. Of course. 

"That is not going to happenaC | " He slowly said and prepared himself 
for a quick close-combat fight. He would have to disarm both of them 
without killing them and then see if he couldn't enter the city 
without being spotted as the person who knocked the two guardians 
out . 

"Then you can't enter the town. I am sorry soldier, but we can't 
trust you and we need to keep this place safe!" The black-haired 
woman responded. 

"I need to get to Saffron city. There is a communicat ion array and I 
need to contact my people!" He replied, still trying to keep 
civil . 



"I can't let youa€ i " She fell silent as Lucy stepped into view from 
behind the Spartan. The two of them stared at each other for half a 
minute while the Spartan and the policewoman were staring at 
them . 

Eventually, the soldier swallowed and lowered her gaze. "I seea€ | " 

She said and stepped aside. "I trust you. You may enter." 

He wasted no time asking questions and quickly waked past the 
gate . 

"What was that about?" He asked Lucy when they were almost at the 
Pokemon Center. 

'_**I told her that you could be trusted. And she trusted my 
judgment . A ' * *_ 

"She trusted you? Why?" 

'_**Be C au Se individuals of my species are very careful at picking the 
humans with whom they bond. She saw me with you and guessed that you 
could be trusted. '**_ 

What a load of crap. If he had been ordered to, he would have 
eliminated those two without a second thought and proceeded to burn 
the village down. How could Lucy be so sure that he was a good 
person? He wasn't even sure of that himself- there was no distinct 
line between good and bad. He simply was- and he simply did as he was 
told . 

'_**So what will we do next?' **_Lucy then asked him. 

Wella€|he wanted to buy some food for her and Nidorino and then spend 
the night at the Pokemon Center if at all possible. So they would 
take some R&R and prepare for the coming days- 

-which would probably mean a picnic in her eyes. Eating at a place 
where one would sleep. 

"Picnic." He simply said and continued on to the nearest PokA© mart. 
He still had no idea what Pokemon were meant to eat. Did they consume 
specialized food? Where they supposed to eat raw meat or vegetables? 
Berries ? 

Nidorino 's ears turned and focused on him as soon as he spoke the 
word. He growled something and then picked up the pace. 

'_**You got him excited! A' **__Lucy explained and hurried to run past 
him. Both of his Pokemon were moving at top speed to the Poke Mart 
and seemed to be very excited about the prospect of food. Was he a 
bad trainer or something? Were food, water and safe shelter really 
such extreme luxuries that they completely forgot about everything 
else? 

Wella€|he hadn't really paid attention to the needs of his 
companions. Perhaps he should have realized that normal creatures 
required sustenance to keep going. 


Nidorino came in too fast. The distance between him and the doors of 
the market was getting smaller and smaller until the bulky 



poison-type smashed into them. He hadn't been able to stop in time 
and his full frame came to a sudden stop against the glass door- 
which shook and trembled with the force of the impact. 

Lucy came in second- both she and the male had been racing each other 
to the blue building, but unlike her friend she had been able to skid 
to a halt before she crashed into the door. 

The sight of Nidorino crashing into the building with so much clamour 
and violence and petite Lucy desperately trying to lower her speed to 
avoid the same fate wasa€ weird. A faint sense of a€ i agreement ? 
Satisfaction? Rose in him and he didn't understand what it meant. Why 
was it a good thing that these two were acting like clowns? 

And then he heard a curious sound. It sounded- with a lack of better 
judgment- nice. It was a positive sound- sounding not unlike music. 

He had once heard a fellow Spartan describe something as mysterious 
but beautiful and he had to agree that the description was spot 
on . 

This musical sound was mysterious. It took him a while to realize 
that the mysterious sound was in fact Lucy laughing. She was so 
amused by Nidorino that she had broken into laughter and that was 
what was mesmerizing him like that. 

He briefly wondered about the mystical effects that the psychic's 
laughing had at him before he pushed those thoughts away. Not 
important . 

He walked up to the building and carefully grabbed the handle. When 
he had just received his augmentations- a good seven or eight years 
ago- he had accidentally broken a lot of equipment and weaponry 
because of his newfound strength. He had been one of the lucky ones 
though; Spartans zero-zero-seven and zero-one-zero had both 
accidentally killed their instructors in their first new martial arts 
sessions with them. 

It had been an unfortunate development. 

So when he tried to open the door, he was being gentle to prevent it 
from breaking. 

That was weird. It wouldn't open, but he could see light shining 
through the door. The shop was not closed, but why wouldn't the door 
open? 

"What is going on there?" Someone yelled, much to his annoyance. His 
Pokemon had ruined any element of surprise that he might have and now 
he would have to deal with curious people. But didn't he recognize 
that voice? He did; he had heard her before. 

It was the female soldier. 

"What are you doing!" She said and quickly walked up to him. "Are you 
breaking into this shop? I thought you were clean!" 

"I'm not breaking in. He is." He gestured at the poison-type, who was 
still hanging around near the place where he had slammed into the 
door. Why hadn't he moved? And what was Lucy doing? 



The little psychic was pulling at the Nidorino's ears, trying to get 
the guy to move backwards. Why was that? What was she- oh. 

Wella€ | 

Nidorino was stuck in the glass- his horn had pierced the door and he 
couldn't get out. It was an amusing sight, but he was wasting time 
and his Pokemon were making a fuss. 

"What is he doing?" The female slowly asked him. Was it just him, or 
could he actually see her patience declining rapidly? 

"He appears to be stucka€ ! " He replied. 

"Get him out." He turned towards her- his full seven feet of heavily 
armored, threatening and all so deadly body facing her. "I don't take 
orders . " 

"What kind of soldier are you?" She bit at him. "You show up here 
without your unit, wearing some new experimental armour and armed to 
the teeth, telling how you need to get into Cerulean city without 
explaining why and then you proceed to ignore a direct order from 
your superior officer?" 

There it was. The presumption that he was a member of their little 
localized law-enforcement unit. He needed to clarify this to prevent 
any possible clash with the local military. 

"You are not my superior officer." He stated. "I am not from this 
area- and I do not answer to anyone." 

"Where are you from?" 

'_**Watch outa€ Ibefore you know it, there will be two of you!'**_ 

Lucy said. 

What did she mean with that? "You wouldn't understand." He decided to 
tell the soldier. 

"Try me." She crossed her arms and slightly lowered her head, making 
sure to keep eye-contact with him. He recognized that stance. It was 
the same as Lucy's when she set her mind to be unusually stubborn. 
Before he knew it, there would be two of them. 

Yes, two annoying females that wanted to tell him what to do. Why 
couldn't anything ever be simple? He had no idea how to act around 
people- let alone females with an air of command. He wouldn't try to 
explain this impossible situation again- to do so was to accept it. 

He wouldn't. 

"No." He simply said and looked at Lucy. "Get him out." He told 
her . 

i_**You are not my superior officer! '**_ 

What was that supposed to mean? 

"Yes I am." 

Was this woman giving her ideas on how to be even more 
defiant ? 



'_**Fin e . ' 

"Give me a reason why I shouldn't get Christie to arrest you right 
away!" The soldier hissed at him. He could give her three reasons why 
she shouldn't do that- all of them coming at her at one burst. But if 
he started shooting innocent soldiers because they got in his way, he 
wouldn't be worth the name Spartan. He wouldn't hurt the woman in any 
way, but he would do whatever it would take to get her out of his 
way . 

He turned to face the soldier once more while Lucy was busy freeing 
Nidorino. "I come from a place very far away- under direct command of 
an organization you don't know. Nobody knows. I need to get to 
Saffron city in order to contact them- call for evac. In the meantime 
I will bring any Rocket organization to a halt." 

It was a large mouthful and his throat was already aching in protest. 
Why? Why was it so necessary to talk to people? 

"That is an impressive story. If there were any other soldiers 
arounda€ | or if team Rocket was an inch less threatening I wouldn't 
accept it. But for now, you are free to go." 

Free to go. Like she had to say anything about that. "Good to know." 
Lucy had finished with freeing Nidorino and she was still giggling 
about the hilarity of the situation. '__**So? Shopping time?' **_She 
asked him, but he didn't respond. He watched the lady-soldier turn 
around and walk away, taking her silly suggestions and complications 
with her. 

Things were going so completely out of place that he didn't know what 
to do know. Where was he even? In some impossible backwater planet 
that the UNSC couldn't have possibly ever colonized? Surrounded by 
impossible creatures that defied the most basic laws of nature, being 
able to spew water and read minds? 

Stuck between systems in some town nobody has ever heard of, 
desperately trying to get back to the only thing in his life that 
made sense: war. 

But he would never be able to returna€ | would he? There couldn't even 
be the slightest chance for him to ever get reunited with the UNSC. 

He was stuck on this planet with thick dumb people, an aggressive 
purple dog anda€ | anda€ j 

And Lucy. The psychic humanoid that had insulted him, berated and 
belittled him like aa€ | a mother would a child. 

And he had taken it. He had accepted her judgment because she had 
peered right into his mind, said just the things that needed to be 
said. She knew that he was trying to get away from this planet- to 
abandon her- and she still stuck with him. She still helped him. If 
she was able to keep trusting hima€ | then why couldn't he trust 
her? 

And as sudden as his little fit had come, he felt disgusted by it. He 
had never given up hope like that- not ever. Even if things seemed 
impossible he still persevered because that was what needed to be 
done. If he gave up- for whatever reason on whatever mission- 



innocent people would day. 


He couldn't allow little fits of self-pity and misery! He had a job 
to do- a duty to fulfill. Why had he even felt that doubt? Doubt was 
an emotion and he did not have those. Or at least he didn't feel 
them. Was there some outside influence that was somehow putting 
thoughts in his head? 

'_**Are you alright? You have been staring at that lady ever since 
she left. You are simply staring blankly into the air!'**_ 

What? Oh yes, picnic. "I'm fine. Let's get some supplies." He 
absentmindedly shook his head and proceeded to open the door and walk 
inside the store. The shopkeeper was busy talking to some woman he 
didn't know and the rest of the store was filled with elderly people. 
There were at least four senior citizens- all female- and two older 
men. All of them had to have at least hit their retirement 
age . 

Thankfully not a single one of them noticed him entering the shop; 
which was weird, considering how he had made his initial entry. Well, 
actually Nidorino did, but as his trainer- caretaker! - He was 
responsible for the PokAOmon's actions. 

He couldn't just keep calling the guy by his species name. He needed 
a nickname- but unlike with Kirlia, he just couldn't come up with 
one. Guess he lacked inspiration stilla€| 

He took a long look around the store and took a step forwards. As 
soon as he had cleared the way, both of his Pokemon stormed the store 
like they were suicide grunts about to blow up a scorpion tank. At 
least the bulky male had the sense of decency to act nonchalant when 
entering the store- but the moment he was well on his way towards the 
food department, he too lost all of his manners. 

The Spartan sighed as he watched both of his Pokemon rampage through 
the store, searching for their favorite snacks. It was curious that 
the creatures knew what they liked, even though he could have sworn 
that they had never seen the objects before. 

Lucy was the worst of the duo. For some reason she had taken a 
particular interest in the sweet s-department of the store and she was 
constantly teleporting and jumping between a few cabinets of stored 
items . 

'_**What is this? What is that! This looks tasty! Can I have this? 

Ooh that is shiny! '**_ 

She was literary spamming his mind with all kinds of remarks and the 
worst thing was that she had to dive between the various elderly 
women to get to her points of interest. The seniors had to actually 
stand back and take cover or risk being knocked over by the 
overenthusiast ic Pokemon. 

He didn't want to apologize for their behavior, but he did feel 
responsible for how they acted. It was kind of his fault that they 
were this hyped up for food- had he seen fit to feed them more, they 
wouldn't be worshipping any edible products like fanatical Brutes 
right now. 



He saw two of the grandmas slowly walk up to the psychic type and he 
realized that they were going to interact with her. He was just about 
to step forward and somehow divert their attention, when Lucy 
contacted him with another fifty spam-messages. 

' * * That looks disgusting! Shoot it! No wait, I will destroy it 

myself. Is that chocolate? Is it? I love chocolate! Please let me 
have it! Please! '**_ 

It would be funny to hear her beg for the unimportant pieces of 
luxury that chocolate was and he would have commented on her choice 
of words, had he not suddenly felt a white-hot needle being driven 
into his head. The pain was unlike the burning sensation he had felt 
when Lucy was mad at him- this was something else. It was comparable 
to a bullet-wound; so consuming was the pain. What was causing it? He 
could see that nothing had changed inside of the small building, so 
it couldn't be an outside factor. So what was it? 

He tried to block it out once and failed. Why couldn't he simply 
ignore this pain? What was it? He concentrated on his breathing and 
managed to resist the urge to grab his head. He stayed motionless and 
rigid while he battled the searing pain inside of his head. Slowly 
but steadily, he forced the pain away until he was able to move and 
speak without being influenced by the sensation. 

Nobody had realized what had happened and everything was still the 
same . 

He shook his head once and walked towards the women. "Ten-hut!" He 
barked and his two Pokemon immediately dropped what they were doing- 
literary in the Kirlia's case- and turned to face him. 

So did everyone else in the store. 

He had to think quickly, or else the unwanted attention could turn 
into negative attention and he didn't want that to happen. 

"Secure precious cargo and proceed to rendezvous on my position." He 
continued and then gave a subtle sideways nod with his head- an 
indication to his Pokemon that they were allowed to continue on their 
way . 

The two of them looked at each other for a brief moment before 
continuing their desperate search for enlightenment in the form of 
food. Nidorino was a bit more rigid and focused now- that kid was a 
better soldier than Lucy was. 

But every single detail in her behaviour identified her as a 
civilian, unused to command, whereas the poisonous Pokemon seemed to 
be able to carry out his orders without doubt or problems. That could 
prove important to remember later on. 

For now, the Spartan had to simply accept their behaviour as what it 
was and try to ignore them the best he could until they had found 
what they were looking for. That also meant ignoring the various 
whispers and conversations that had started about him and his Pokemon 
in the store. The two elderly males were concentrating on his 
military way of acting and where he was most likely to have come 
from, whereas the four senior women were busy focusing on the 
Kirlia . 



"How cute!" 


"I have never seen one of those." 

"I heard of them sometime agoa€ i " 

"Would you look at that cute little face!" 

What was with aged people and their fetish for cute things? Was Lucy 
honestly that cute in their eyes? He would have thought that Nidorino 
might beat her at cuteness. But who was he to judge? He thought a 
combat knife to be prettier than most females, so what did he 
know? 

He slowly walked up to the counter and turned towards the interior of 
the shop, trying to keep his eye in everyone inside. 

"Tough crew aye?" The man behind the counter smiled. He was an old 
man too- he missed two teeth when he smiled and he wore an eye-patch 
over his right eye. 

"You have no ideaa€ i " The Spartan sighed in agreement. Nidorino had 
managed to knock over two boxes of berries and he had already started 
to down their contents. Lucy on the other hand was still getting her 
satisfaction from being in the spotlights with the elderly women. She 
was smiling and dancing in front of them while they kept making her 
compliments and clapping for her. 

Humans were strange beings. They were able to do the most terrible 
things without any form of doubt, but certain individuals were the 
exact opposite of how evil was portrayed. Just like these ladies: 
they were kind, happy and honestly impressed with a strange pokemon 
they didn't even know. That while said Pokemon found it necessary to 
present some humans she had never met with a gracious dancing 
show . 

Why wasn't the world simplera€|or less stupid? 

"Exfil in thirty seconds." He stated and put some money on the 
counter. "For the berries." 

The second he even slightly turned his back on the ravaging Pokemon, 
he heard the sound of breaking glass. He immediately spun around- 
assault rifle at the ready- to see what had happened this 
time . 

Nidorino had smashed through a vitrine case to get to some 
vegetables. Normally he would have instantly recalled the Pokemon to 
his ball, but if he did that then the animal would stay hungry and 
the glass would have been broken for no reason. 

"Enough!" He said loudly and once again, all eyes were on him. 

Damnit . "Fall in line, now!" 

The two creatures came running- or teleporting in Lucy's case- when 
he called them and finally the situation was a bit under control. 

He placed a few more of the weird currency on the counter. "For the 
broken glass . " 



The man laughed- a sharp, birdlike sound. It was 
ratheraC | disturbing. 


Lucy jumped up the counter with multiple bars of chocolate and other 
sweets in her arms. Was she seriously going to eat all those? Why 
didn't she choose the healthy food, like her partner? 

Who had managed to break half the store down in his search for 
healthy food. So his Pokemon chose to be either extremea€ | or extreme. 
Kind of how he liked to handle situations. 

He put some coins down and quickly calculated what he had paid and 
how much the items would cost. "For the food." 

The man merely smiled at him and grabbed the money. He quickly 
counted it and then gave him the change. 

"Are you going to eat that all?" The Spartan asked her later, when 
they moved out of the store. 

'_**You said that it was going to be a picnic. Why didn't you get 
anything? ' **_ 

Why hadn't he chosen any food? He knew he didn't need any sustenance 
until at least a week a€"he would start to feel weak and only then he 
would get something to eat. He wouldn't risk taking his helmet off in 
hostile areas where someone could potentially poison him when it 
wasn't absolutely necessary. 

'_**I have never once seen you eat or drink! ' **_Lucy continued. 
i_**You have been moving constantly since you found me; don't you 
need to feed? Rest? Relax and have some fun?'**_ 

When would she start to get the message? "I don't need fun." 

The Pokemon Center was only a few minutes away from the shop and the 
simple journey was spend in awkward silence. He knew that he had to 
teach the Nidorino -for whom he still needed a name- to not simply 
break into a store to get whatever he wanted. His money supplies had 
been reduced to two-third of what it used to be and he wasn't looking 
forward to spending more than needed. Who knows when he might need it 
for something useful? 

He had told Lucy to carry her food herself. It was a good lesson that 
he wanted her to learn: never take more than you need. But the 
smartass had only smiled at him when he had told her and when she 
thought that he wasn't looking, she had proceeded to levitate the 
items with her psychic powers and move them that way. 

He didn't care. When he could contact the UNSC at Saffron city he 
would soon be released from this unknowing little world. It would be 
a shame to leave Lucy behind though, he had thought about the 
possibility to take her with him but he had already discarded the 
idea once and he did so again. 

There wasn't anything that the UNSC could offer her safe for 
laboratories and experiments. A psychic humanoid? Either they would 
assume he had found a new alien species or some rare indigenous 
animal. Either way they would probably dissect her or something 



twisted like that. ONI were the ones that supplied his equipment and 
missions a€"including transportation- but that didn't mean he always 
had to agree with them. Usually he simply didn't care for their 
methods or means if they could get the job done a€" or allow him to 
get the job done- but for the first time, he thought that an extreme 
action of the Office of Naval Intelligence would be unnecessary. 

So to prevent that from happening he would have to leave Lucy behind 
when the time came. In the meantime he would simply be glad that the 
pain inside of his head had finally subsided. What could have caused 
it? 


'_**There is our room! '**_ Lucy enthusiastically yelled and took the 
lead in their trip to the Center. She arrived first- followed by 
Nidorino and him. The doors slid open without difficulty and the trio 
was able to enter. 

"Good evening! How may I helpaC i " The nurse who sat at the counter 
smiled at their entry, but her smile quickly faded away and game way 
for a shocked expression. He had no time or patience for gaping 
civilians and quickly crossed the distance between the counter and 
him . 

"A room for the night." He flatly stated and waited for her response. 
But much to his annoyance, the Kirlia teleported onto the counter and 
stepped between the Spartan and the nurse. 

'_**He means that it has gotten too dark to travel and that we are 
stuck in this pretty little town. Could you please point us to a room 
where we can spend the night?' **_She told both of them with her 
mind . 

The nerve of that little Pokemon! Who was she to interfere with his 
operations? Had she completely detached herself from his command? He 
would have to have a serious talk with her when they were alone. 

"A room? Wella€| there is one upstairs. Shall I accompany you there 
ora€ | ? 

"No." The Spartan responded and with a sharp nod of his head, sent 
Nidorino upstairs to scout ahead. At least the male Pokemon still 
obeyed his orders. 

'_**Thank you miss! Have a good night!' **__Lucy courtly said and 
teleported away. Not next to his feet, not somewhere else around him, 
just away. 

What was wrong with them? Why had his pokemon suddenly forgotten 
every single lesson that he had taught them? 

He sighed and followed the direction in which Nidorino had run off 
to. He was bound to find the creature somewhere upstairs in front of 
an empty room or something. The good thing about the poison-type was 
that his good sides were still greater than his bad sides- something 
which couldn't be said for Miss Lucy. The PokAOmon's attitude had 
been decreasing steadily for a while now. This might all be an 
adventure to her, but to him this was a waste of time. 


It took him a minute or so to find the poison-type, but when he did 
he wasn't surprised to find Lucy sitting next to him. 



'_**What took you so long! ' **_ She remarked. He didn't answer her 
and pulled the assault rifle from his back. He would soon need some 
more ammunition so he would have to be careful with his shots. He 
kept the weapon at the ready and slowly opened the door. He entered 
the room barrel first- taking great care to sweep the corners and 
every possible hiding spot. 

"Clear." He said and felt Nidorino run past him to investigate the 
new place where they would spend the night. The sun had nearly set 
and he had a perfect view on the setting star from the one window in 
the room. There were two beds standing next to each other to the left 
and a large cabinet standing to the right. A single chest stood in 
the corner and a small lamp hung from the ceiling, not looking 
particularly bright when turned on. 

'_**A bed? What intense luxuries are brought upon us?' **_Lucy joked 
and teleported on top of the bed. '_**Dibs.' **_DidnA't she ever get 
tired of using her powers all day long? And since when did Pokemon 
have a concept of using human phrases like that? 

The Spartan looked around again and noticed a small alarm clock 
standing next to the bed. It read 18:10. 

So it was actually evening now. This was the first time he had ever 
seen a time-keeping device on this world and it was ridiculous how 
much it looked like the normal human ones. The humans that DID made 
sense at least. Well, it wouldn't do him any good to keep pondering 
about these things. It was time to organize and prepare for the next 
day . 

"Grab some R and R, we rest in three and woke at six." 

The two Pokemon stopped what they were doing and turned to face him, 
blank expressions on their faces. It occurred to him that he had not 
yet used this military slang with them before and that it would most 
likely not make any sense. 

"Bedtime in three hours. We rise at six 'o clock." 

He could have sworn that the pair did the Pokemon equivalent of 
'oooohhhh!' that humans did when they suddenly understood 
something . 

'_**Why so soon?' **_the Kirlia asked him. Nidorino barked at him and 
the psychic turned to face him. '_**He wonders the same 
thing . ' * *_ 

"Dawn is when the enemy lets their guard down. We can strike early 
and prevent being struck at ourselves." He had a hunch that his 
companion's would keep asking him questions, so he decided to think 
of something to keep that from happening. 

"Have fun." He turned and grabbed hold of the cabinet. It was large 
wooden piece of furniture that had a flat backside- which would work 
well enough for his plans. He happened to glance behind him and 
noticed that the two creatures were watching him with 
fascination . 


"Now. " 



That shook them out of their trance. Lucy immediately stood and 
jumped on top of the bed a€" taking a few candy bars with her- and 
started fumbling with the sheets. Nidorino growled once and then 
began his epic journey to climb onto the other bed a€"a very daunting 
quest, seeing as he was quadruped animal and he couldn't climb worth 
a damn. That would keep him busy for the rest of the evening. 

Now that both of the Pokemon were busy with their individual plans, 
he had a chance to get busy himself. He tore the cabinet down, 
placing it with its front on the ground and making sure that the 
backside was completely horizontal. After that he laid down his 
weapons and started his routinely maintaining cycle. If only he had 
better things to doa€ | 

~ 0 ~ 

Chocolate was good. Chocolate was very good. This was the first time 
in her life that she could have chocolate and other kinds of candy 
for dinner- even though it wasn't warm. Her parents had never 
permitted her to eat sweets in the evening a€"safe for the incidental 
dessert after dinner. Some part of her felt satisfied with the 
current events; she had a good friend, an honest trainer anda€|well, 
up to a few weeks together with the human. 

The rest of her felt pretty depressed. It was one of the reasons why 
she had chosen chocolate; it prevented her from feeling too 
depressed. Her parents were gone and she had no idea where they were 
or even where to find them. Her best friend was a Nidorino and her 
human was an emotionless murderous soldier with more issues then she 
had dance moves. 

That wasn't completely honest a€"she had a lot of moves. 

The fact that she wasn't eating healthy or warm at the moment felt 
wrongaC | it felt like a testimony to the anarchy of the situation. No 
rulesaC | no laws and no consequences. Humans had died around her and 
it should have been enough to cause a trauma. It should have been 
enoughaC | but for some reason it hadn't. She 
understood- 

" * *Help 1 " * * 

* *-* *understood that- 

"**Help me!"** 

**-**that the humans had been bad. Who was that? Was someone asking 
for help? 

" * *Please ! "** 

Begging for help? Someone was in trouble. It was time to 
investigate ! 

Lucy glanced at her trainer from the corner of her eyes. He was busy 
with his thunder-stick and wasn't paying any attention to her. It was 
now or never. She closed her eyes and felt her body became enveloped 
in the faint green mist that signified the usage of her psychic 
powers. She concentrated on the image she saw when she looked out of 



the window and ever so slightly increased the pressure on her mind. 
Within a second she felt her body disassemble and then reassemble 
itself. Only this time she was outside, ready to venture into the 
wild. 

" * *Okaya€ i " * * She whispered and looked around the town. "**Where are 
you? " * * 

The town seemed quiet enoughaC i nothing was going on. Had she merely 
imagined the faint cries for help? The window had been closed and she 
had been on the second floor. Nidorino hadn't seemed to notice it, so 
why had she? 

"**Is anyone there? Help me!"** 

There it was again! Who was calling for help there? It sounded like a 
girl buta€ | could it be a trap? Her trainer had taught her to trust 
her own instincts and nothing else. Her instincts told her that 
something was going ona€ | but what? 

"**Hello!" **She yelled. "**Where are you?"** 

There wasn't a direct response to her call, but she could feel 
something. A faint trembling in the ground. Loud barks sounded in the 
distance and actually startled her. Those were certainly real! 

She could hear human speech in the background and even though she 
couldn't make out exactly what they were saying, she could hear that 
they weren't exactly happy. Combine that with the large emotional 
charge in the air and you had a real problem. 

A plum of fire was visible at the end of the road and it attracted 
her eye. Humans couldn't breathe fire, could they? So that had to be 
a Pokemon. 

"**Help me!"** The voice yelled again, much clearer this time. It was 
definitely a female and she was in trouble. 

Then a red figure darted out from behind a wall, the same place where 
the torrent of fire came from. It was a Vulpix, a younger one judging 
by the four tails that fluttered behind her. "**Please help me!"** 

She cried. 

"**What is happening! Who are after you!"** Lucy cried in return, but 
the answer presented itself soon enough. From the same place where 
the Vulpix had come from, multiple of the red-white canines that the 
law-enforcing humans used. 

The same humans that her trainer had so much conflicts with. Why were 
they after this female. 

The dogs were running at top speed to chase the vixen and it was 
obvious that they weren't in the best of moods. 

"**You have to help me; they will hurt me!"** the poor thing said. 

She was obviously terrified and in need of protection. 

In spite of the weight of the situation, Lucy smiled. Here was a 
chance to use her powers; to demonstrate what she could do and what 
the potential of her mind was. These dogs were after the poor fox and 



no matter what had transpired, there were multiple enemies attacking 
a single one. If there was one thing she couldn't stand, then it was 
group-bul lying . 

She did a pirouette and at the second spiral, she stopped and made a 
gesture with her hands. She threw a reflective barrier up in the 
streets and allowed a faint smug to play over her features when she 
saw the fire-dogs smash into it face-first. That should teach them 
for stalking a poor little Vulpix like that! 

The red fox stopped a meter behind her and turned to face the 
assailants with her. 

The canines stopped running and glared at her, malicious intent 
clearly visible in their eyes. 

One of them opened up wide and a torrent of flames escaped its maw. 
Lucy knew that her reflective barrier wouldn't hold out against the 
searing rage of fire and she quickly jumped backwards, joining the 
Vulpix. Then she put her hand against the fire-type's head and 
teleported both of them away. 

The flamethrower burned through the space where the two girls had 
been a second ago. 

Kirlia and the fox reappeared a meter to the right of the attack, but 
the moment they did a group of humans charged around the 
corner . 

"Hold it!" They yelled. There were five of them -law enforcers, three 
females and two males. Two of them were sporting the loud banging 
weapons that the humans loved to carry. She knew from experience just 
how deadly those weapons could be when fired. She and the fox were in 
a tight spot and she knew it. 

The dogs were growling and barking at them, but they held their fire 
back . 

"Freeze!" The lead human yelled and they had no choice but to comply. 
The law enforcers had them in a tight spot and they wouldn't get out- 
maybe she could reason with them, ask them why they were after the 
little pokemon. 

"Get those Pokemon and see who it belongs to! You two, seize the 
Vulpix ! " 

Well that couldn't be good. 

"Watch the Growlithes!" Someone else yelled and the dogs started 
yapping even harder. Before she knew it, two of them broke formation 
after each other and both of them came charging at her and the fox, 
smoke trailing after them and their exposed teeth blickering in the 
moonlight . 

This was even worse. 

Two of the cops yelled at the two fire-types and ran after them, 
their guns at the ready. Lucy could see the two Growlithes getting 
closer and closer and there was no way she could reach the red fox 
before they did a€"and she had no misconceptions about what would 



happen if they reached her. So she could teleport away on her own and 
leave the vixen to die or she could take her chances and attack the 
law enforcement people. Which would most likely get her killed as 
well . 

What would her trainer do in this situation? If she followed his way 
of engaging, she would only need two very large weapons and 
projectiles to spare. 

Yesa€ i there would be no soldier-act alike for her. 

The two canines came within striking distance and the humans weren't 
close enough to catch them. She could actually see their hind legs 
tense in preparation for their pounce- when suddenly their eyes 
dilated and they stopped their forwards motion. Their forelegs 
scraped over the ground and they kicked against the ground to get to 
a stop as fast as they could. 

The humans' expressions were much easier to read. Their faces 
radiated fear and their minds practically oozed with apprehension. 
What was going on? Was she so scary that her enemies fled before her 
very sight? For some reason she couldn't exactly believe thata€|but 
it was a positive development as a whole, so she held on to the 
thought . 

"**Yeah that's right**!" She yelled and shook her fist at them. Fear 
me ! 

Why were they pointing their guns at a place behind her? Behind and 
four feet above her? 

"Drop your weapons! Do it!" The sudden sound of another voice a€"this 
one placed directly behind her- caught her completely off guard and 
she involuntarily yelped with surprise. 

The rough, hard voice sounded familiar to her. There was only one 
person whose voice could be so devoid of emotions and at the same 
time charged with authority and lethal precision. 

She slowly turned around and saw her trainer standing behind her, his 
large thunder-stick aimed directly at the law enforcement 
people . 

"Drop your gun sir!" They yelled in return. The two parties were 
aiming their weapons at each other and the Pokemon were caught in the 
middle, but she didn't feel any fear. Her trainer was the very best 
a€"no one ever was as good as he was . 

"I'll count to seven sir! If I reach seven and you have not dropped 
your gun, I will open fire!" One of the officers yelled. 

"I count down from three to zero. I hit zero, you all die." 

Damn. He wasn't fooling around. Lucy slowly started making her way 
towards the Vulpix. If things got out of hand, her human could handle 
himself. She couldn't and she knew the vixen couldn't 
either . 


"Three . " 



The Growlithe either sensed the futility of their situation or heard 
the trainer make his threat; they turned around and ran back towards 
the law enforcers, with their tails between their legs. The blue-clad 
humans were so nervous by the situation that one of them fell down by 
the sudden movement of the Pokemon and two others took a few steps to 
the side. 

The snow-white armoured human didn't budge and inch. "Two." 

The other human clearly forgot about his threat and watched with 
silent horror at the soldier before him. 

"Zero." He declared and pressed a button a€"or was a lever?- at his 
weapon. The humans instantly threw their weapons on the ground and 
some of them even dropped themselves down. 

"Don't shoot!" They yelled and put their hands in the air. "We can 

resolve this without violence. Are you the owner of this 

Vulpix? 

"No . " 

The humans whispered amongst themselves and Lucy could sense their 
unease and confusion. "Do you own this 
othera€ | Pokemon? " 

"Yes . " 

"Sir your Pokemon interfered with a direct operation intend on 
catching a criminal Pokemon. The circumstances aren't in your 
favor ! " 

Wella€|when they brought it like they weren't. 

"Her actions are irrelevant. Using weaponry to combat wild animals 
signifies that you are uncut for police work. Get out. Now." 

The law enforcing people didn't need to hear that a second time. They 
all recollected themselves and retreated, until only one woman was 
left." 

"Interfering with police activities is a serious crime a€"couple that 
with threatening said officers with a large firearm and harboring a 
criminal is enough to get you in jail. Do you understand 
this ? " 

'_**Math!' **_Lucy contacted the human with her mind. '_**You have to 
protect this pokemon- these people will hurt her when they find her! 
You can't let them get her! ' **_ 

"There is no reason for me to do that, " He responded. Any other 
situation would have caused her to laugh her horns off, but right now 
it didn't matter to her that her trainer looked like he was talking 
to himself. There was only one way this Vulpix would get away with 
her life a€"no matter what so-called crime she committed- and Math 
was the only one who could do that . 

'_**Math please! '**_ She pleaded, hoping that her calling his name 
would be enough to carve away all the stone around his heart. '_**You 
can't let them hurt her; you have to stop them! '**_ 



"We don't want trouble here sir. Hand over this Pokemon and we'll see 
if we can't make a deal with you. Resist us and the Cerulean city 
police department will be all over you a€"don't think you can beat 


'_**Do the right thing! Make up for the people you killed! '**_ 

He looked down at her and she suddenly felt very uncomfortable. "I 
don ' t have to . " 

"The police was stalking a young Vulpix without any reason and they 
were intent on using lethal force. Then they threatened and unleashed 
Growlithes on a strange and OWNED Pokemon when they couldn't get 
their jobs done well. Then you proceeded to threaten an elite and 
undercover soldier when you could be busy defending this city. You 
better forget about this incident and we will do that too." 

A new woman had arrived at the scene a€"one which Lucy had seen a few 
times before. It was the female soldier that spoke like her trainer 
did. Why had she come to chase the police away? 

The officer swallowed and her features hardened. "No can do ma'am. 

You are a very respected and appreciated addition to our team but we 
can't let you control this situation. This man threatened to kill us 
and his pokemon assaulted ours without merit. We can't let him walk- 
we won't let the Vulpix walk. 

"It is a wild Pokemon! You can't expect it to realize what it did 
would cause such grieve ! " 

"And that is exactly where the problem lies. Our hands are tied 
a€"had this Pokemon been caught, its status as a trainer's pokemon 
would have been enough to lessen the punishment our client chose. But 
seeing as it isn'ta€| we have no choice." 

The female soldier looked at Lucy's trainer and tried to make 
eye-contact. The armoured human's head shifted ever so slightly to 
her general direction before his hand suddenly left his weapon. 

Before the Law enforcement lady could even sneeze, he had pulled out 
a PokA© ball, threw it at the Vulpix and then reunited his hand with 
his beloved weapon. 

The officer realized what had happened and she scowled. "No!" She 
yelled and took a step forwards, her hand going to her thigh where 
she wielded a gun. Then the ball shook. Once. Twice. 

Thrice . 

Everyone held their breath a€"with the highly probably exception of 
her trainer- and Lucy realized that the Vulpix had been caught by her 
trainer and what that meant. 

It meant that whatever punishment the once-wild creature would have 
awaited had faded way. It meant that she was safe with him and 
protected against the blue-clad humans, seeing as she was now 
officially a trainer's pokemon. 

It meant that Math had listened to her pleas and committed an act of 
mercy . 



The female soldier looked down at the ball and then locked her gaze 
with the other female's. "It looks like your claim officially holds 
no more weight. The rest of the situation shall be resolved in the 
morning; go get some sleep officer." 

The woman looked angrily at Lucy's trainer and scowled. "You are 
nothing but trouble. Don't think you have won this round soldier, 
mark my words." Then she turned towards the other female and sighed. 
"Yes ma'am, good night ma'am." 

While the angry female left and the good female stayed behind to have 
a little chat with the only male in the vicinity, Lucy felt a twang 
of jealousy. Had this female just communicated with HER trainer in a 
way she couldn't? By using military words and codes and undermining 
the established system? 

Doing something she couldn't properly do? Communicate with her own 
trainer like that? 

While she should be the one to know him the best? 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The crashed flood-ship in Voi wasn't the first engagement that one 
of our Spartans would have with the Flood. There also was an incident 
in November, when a small scouting group encountered the Delta Halo. 
Three of our Spartans encountered the flood there in great numbers 
and were cut off from each other. They managed to get out safe, 
buta€ | 

Conversation between Colonel Ackerson and General Lance, 28 December 
2552 

~ 0 ~ 

**And thus the third member of the party was revealed. In an epic 
series of eventsa€| who am I kidding? Everyone read it!** 

**It is once again very late- by the time I upload this, it will be 
2'o clock in the night. I seem to be making a habit getting up late- 
I don't think my family appreciates me sitting alone in the dark, 
with a laptop on my lap. Top.** 

**I hope I managed to keep you guys with me! A new chapter with 
around 11 000 words isn't easy to read through I know this. I just 
hope that my combination of quality and quantity is in balance and 
that am not writing too much a€"or too less- in one 
chapter . * * 

**This all being said, I have included clues as to the identity of 
the fourth member of the team. Not neccesarily in this chapter, but 
they are still there. Let's see who can find it and win our newest 
Freshly-Baked-Cyber-CO Okie contest . ** 

**That was it. Nightie night folks! 

>a€ | <strong> 


**Tuga€ | tuga€ i tuga€ i tuga€ i ** 



**Tuggity tug tuga€ i tug tuga€|** 


15. Definitely women 

**First off: Advertising time. So you guys probably know Halo right? 
And if you know Halo, you know Roosterteeth . If not- shame on 
you . ** 

* *Roosterteeth ' s newest project is called RWBY . It is an animated 
anime'ish series and wella€|it is very awesome. SoooooooaC | . I have 
been neglecting my duties as a writer and temporarily ignored my 
first real f anf ict iona€ i this one . . . and started work on a RWBY 
fanfiction. But don't worry! As of now I will simply have to work 
harder and update two stories at once. ** 

**You are probably wondering why this is called Advertising time and 
not Apologies time? Because of the following: I have made another 
fanfiction a€"based on Roosterteeth ' s new series RWBY. Please read 
it. And stuff.** 

**And now: Review time!** 

**Zombieslayers : ****Thanks for pointing that little mistake. I'm 
sorry to say that PM'ing will be too complicated anda€ i tediousaC i when 
it comes to replying. I will have to make do with my pre-story 
babbling. Besides; isn't it amusing to read replies to other reviews 
and figuring out what has been said?** 

**Cthulujr ****and ****Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ****Thank you 
for the compliments.** 

**The constitutionalist: ****i can follow your line of reasoningaC | or 
can I? Anyway thanks for the review; I always enjoy the moments when 
I realize you posted another review. ** 

* *Yutyrannus : ****Damn, that's a lot of praise! It means a lot to me 
to hear that.** 

**I think it is time for a disclaimer:** 

**Even though this website is called FAN FICTION dot net, I shall say 
that I do not own Pokemon or Halo and neither do I own any of the 
canon established characters or creatures.** 

**I do won any original plots and characters that I made up myself 
and therefor I own. Dot.** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" underused Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spe eC h ' **_ telepathic speech 



0 


Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 23- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
growl and reflect. 

Nidorino, lvl 18- significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick 

Vulpix, lvl 20- significant moves: _unknown_ 

~ 0 ~ 

"_Today is December 25th, 2552. The war with the covenant is as good 
as over. We have received permission to send a battlegroup to the 
last known location of the Platernus which a€"as far as we know- was 
forced to make an emergency slipspace jump after the Battle of Aegis 
III, which places its disappearance sometime after the Fall of Reach 
but before the Battle of Earth. 

"_That leaves us with a timespan of two months; September through 
November . 

"_Correct . 

Conversation between Captain Wren and Lieutenant Markson, 25 December 
2552 

~ 0 ~ 

"I don't want to hear it." 

'_**Plea Se ! I already said I was sorry 
"Sorry doesn't make things un-happen." 

'_**What was I supposed to do!'**_ 

"Follow my orders, stay clear of trouble?" 

'_**She asked for my help!'**_ 

"Did she? I heard nothing. Nidorino heard nothing." 

'__**He was sleeping on his bed and youa€ | '**_ 


"Yes?" 


i_**You wouldn't have understood it. Humans can't understand Pokemon, 
remember? ' **_ 

"You could have warned me. Instead you engaged the local police 
force, caused a major ruckus when we were supposed to keep our heads 
down and nearly caused a firefight in the streets." 

"_Vulpix vul ! " _The red fox cried. After he had called the Pokemon 
out of its ball, it had kept to itself. But after his last statement 
it suddenly decided to make noise. 

He pointed with one finger at the creature and without turning to 
look at it, said: "Don't even get me started on you." 



The Pokemon did the smartest thing and shut up then. 


The Spartan was walking down the street with Lucy and the Vulpix in 
tow and the female soldier in-between them. After having just 
narrowly avoided an incident with armed police forces, the simple 
fact that he had been forced to take yet _another_ Pokemon under his 
wing annoyed him terribly. He hadn't planned on expanding his 'team' 
in any way and he had trouble enough with the two exotic animals with 
him . 

"Don't be so hard on her, if what she said is true-"The woman 
started, but he wouldn't have any of it. 

"-Then she still interfered with ongoing operations of local 
law-enforcement. " 

'_**I wasn't the one who threatened them with deathaC i ' **_The Kirlia 
softly added. 

"No. You were the one who forced me to do so." 

'_**I never did that! You just appeared out of nowhere! I didn't even 
know that you were there! '**_ 

Irrelevant. "You ignored my orders and ran off on your own. You could 
have gotten yourself and others killed." 

"The situation worked out in the end!" The soldier said and lifted 
her hands, apparently trying to calm the situation before anything 
happened. "They will drop the subject of you threatening them and 
harbouring a wanted Pokemon and we will forget about our own wrongs, 
shall we?" 

"Quiet." He said and continued marching towards the Pokemon Center. 

He had ordered Nidorino to stay behind and watch their stuff while he 
was out fixing things and he would very much like to move on now. But 
his companions were sure to complain when he ordered them to keep 
moving and he was certain that they would eventually fall over when 
pushed too hard. "You will continue to your unit and we'll leave this 
town in the morning." 

"You are not my superior officer, " The female said and placed her 
hands on her hips . 

The Pokemon Center was only a minute away and he could already see 
the red roof sticking out between to other buildings. 

"Neither are you mine. We will continue on to Saffron City and 
contact my people. You will rejoin your unit and take the fight to 
team Rocket . " 

"Excuse me?" She said and scowled. "Since when are you calling the 
shots ? " 

Since always? He had a bad feeling about this situation. "As of 
now . " 

'_**Are you going to send the nice lady away too?'**_Lucy said, much 
to his annoyance. 



"You be quiet now. I have to sort this out." 

He gestured for the Poison-type who was waiting for them at the 
pokemon center to move inside and then quickly followed him. 

"You two. Inside now." He said and watched as the two Pokemon hurried 
to comply. "I can't order you to leave or to staya€|but you would be 
wise to listen to me and go away ASAP." He told the soldier. He 
didn't want to threaten her or hurt her, but he couldn't risk letting 
smarter or more pronounced people know that he was on this planet. 
Discretion and secrecy had always been his greatest ally. 

The woman straightened and clasped her hands behind her back "My unit 
is gone. I am the only one left and as of a week ago, I have no 
superiors. No one is going to dictate my movements and I know that 
you will most likely run into more trouble, am I 
right ? " 

Probably . 

"Soa€|" She continued and relaxed a bit. "I think that I will 
accompany you. At least until you have reached Saffron City- we 
haven't heard a thing from the other cities and I fear the worst for 
them . " 

Why did seriously everyone want to accompany him? Didn't they 
understand that he would much rather be alone? 

But he had no choice. If he wanted to reach the next few cities he 
would need someone to bail him out of situations his Pokemon would 
get him in. He simply couldn't afford to hurt civilians and some 
situations really warranted that. 

"Very well." He said. "But you will report to ME and no 'one else. 
Understood? " 

Her features hardened for a few seconds before they relaxed again. 
"Crystal . " 

Great. In one catastrophic night his burden had increased 
dramatically. First of all: Determine whether the fox would be a 
threat to him or not. Even though he now technically owned it and it 
would be forced to report to him, he wasn't too sure about its 
capacities . 

"Meet me tomorrow morning at the local gym, " The female started. He 
simply stared at her without responding and eventually she got the 
message. "Sir." She grumpily added and saluted him- although he had 
the feeling that she was being sarcastic about that. 

"Noted." He said and entered the Pokemon Center, hoping that he could 
forget about the strange soldier and her ways of acting. First of all 
he would have to establish the ground rules to the foxa€|then he 
would have to teach it the concept of ground rules. After that he 
would have to find out whether the creature could show signs of major 
intelligence a€"like Lucy- or that it was simply driven by basic 
needs a€" like Nidorino. 


"Move it." He said and looked down at the fox. It simply sat down and 



stared at him with its amber eyes. 


So much for starting with a base set of understood orders. He would 
have to start at the beginning; which meant finding out whether it 
was a boy or a girl and then letting Lucy have a little talk with 
it . 

He scooped the fox from the ground and carried to their room. The 
other two Pokemon were already there and waiting for him, Nidorino 
with groggy eyes and Lucy with her arms crossed and an angry 
expression on her face. But this time he knew why she was sulking and 
he didn't care. She had done something very wrong and now she would 
have to face the consequences. 

The Spartan placed the fox in the bed and crouched down next to it. 

At first sight it would indeed appear to be a fox; only this one was 
red instead of orange and had four tails instead of one. 

Which was kind of weird. What kind of evolutionary factor would cause 
creatures to grow multiple tails? What was the use in that? 

He lifted the mammal in the air and observed its underside. It would 
appear that the red fur covering it was more cream-coloured on its 
stomach. Its paws had darker fur and there were multiple locks of fur 
hanging down its head. All in all the Pokemon had a pretty feminine 
look... could it be a girl? 

He sighed and carefully searched with its fingers for any sign 
ofa€ | .malehood. The fox giggled when his cold, armoured fingers 
accidently tickled its belly and he was positive that he couldn't 
bind any indicator of XY-chromosomes. If Pokemon had chromosomes like 
other creatures, that is. 

So it would appear to be female? 

' * *Couldn ' t you just politely ask her?' **_Lucy told 

him . 

"Communications barrier." He replied and stood up. He had seen enough 
to determine that this Pokemon was in facta€ | a fox. But just one with 
four tails. What would he do with a fox on his team? Lucy was 
invaluable because of her psychic power and communication potentials. 
Nidorino had very sensitive ears and could detect danger very soon 
a€"which he could then relay to Lucy, who would tell him in 
turn . 

The two worked as a very efficient tag-team and the Vulpix just 
wouldn't fit in anywhere. What made her special anyway? 

And why had the police been after her? 

"Find out why she was in trouble." He ordered Lucy. 

She sighed and got up. '_**Fine. But only if you promise not to ditch 
her 

Why would he do that? He had caught the damn thing; which meant he 
was officially its owner. He had chosen to keep the creature at his 
side the moment he used his PokA© ball on it and he would not leave 
it behind just because it complicated the mission. No man left 



behind . 


Until the UNSC could pick him up. 

~ 0 ~ 

Yes she had messed up. Yes she knew she had messed up. Yes she felt 
sorry for leaving him behind like that. But what she didn't feel 
sorry about, was what she had done and what she had meant to do. She 
had saved a Pokemon from being assaulted by violent Growlithes and by 
doing so; her human had gotten another team-member. 

"**Hello therea€| "** Lucy started. The vixen was still shocked by the 
recent events and she wasn't too sure whether she would talk to her 
or not, but she could always try. "**Where are you 
from? " * * 

"a€ | **Celadon citya€|"** She responded. Gotcha. 

"**How did you come here?"** She tried next. She got the little 
Pokemon to come out clean and her trainer would perhaps trust her 
again. She had messed up with abandoning him and getting into trouble 
like that, she knew it. But she had to listen to her heart a€"he 
wouldn't understand that, but he could still appreciate the intention 
lying underneath right? 

"**I don't want to talk about it."** 

Damnit . That was still okay, but she needed to verify whether her 
trainer could trust her like she did. "**Why were those humans after 
you? " * * 

It took the Vulpix a few seconds to respond, but when she did her 
answer was surprisingly clear. "**I don't want to saya€|but I am 
innocent. I didn't do what they thought I did!"** 

Now she was getting somewhere. The fire-type was innocent? Then what 
had they accused her off? 

"**If you are innocenta€ | then why won't you tell me?" **Lucy replied, 
hoping that she could pull another answer out of the girl. 

"**I can't tell youa€ | you wouldn't a€ | I mean you couldn ' ta€ i you 
don't understand!"** The poor creature was getting more and more 
distressed and Lucy felt her heart ache. This Pokemon was so fluffy 
and cute and she couldn't bear hurting her a€"even if she did so 
accidently . 

"**I trust you. But that doesn't mean our trainer willa€|"** She 
started. She wasn't too sure about what she would say next; would she 
try to explain how Math's mind worked or would she simply let Vulpix 
find out on her own? 

"We've wasted enough time with useless actions. Grab some rest; we'll 
move at six." 

Well, that spoke for itself. The red fox was looking at the human 
with a curious expression on her face and Lucy could see that she was 
about to speak her mind. A quick shake of her head made sure the girl 
would keep her head down until her trainer had cooled off a bit. If 



he even did such things a€"for all she knew he was so unused to 
emotions that he had actually set his mind to be angry even though he 
did not understand what it meant. 

She smartly saluted a€"a gesture which she had seen among both her 
trainer and the female soldier- and hoped that he would be kind 
enough to simply let the issue rest. Why hadn't Nidorino heard the 
Vulpix cry for help too? With his super-sensitive ears he could have 
heard her running at half a mile distancea€ i she thought. 

Maybe he had heard her but decided not to act? Nidoran wouldn't have 
done soa€|but now? She wasn't too sure. She had done many things 
which she could have never done when she was still a Ralts. So 
perhaps he too had changed? For the worse? 

" * *Nidorinoa€ | " **She whispered. His ear twitched and she knew he 
could hear her. "**Did you hear Vulpix cry out for help?"** 

The Pokemon lifted his head and opened his eyes. He was looking very 
calm and relaxed. "**I was wondering about thata€|"** He started and 
seemed thoughtful. "**Why could you hear her? And not me?"** 

Yes. That was exactly what the issue was. She had no idea and he had 
no idea. The vixen wouldn't tell her secrets and her human wouldn't 
trust her when she raised the problem herself. So what was she 
supposed to do? 

"**You heard her didn't you?"** He continued. "**You were the only to 
hear her and until recently I thought that you were either going nuts 
or lying to us. But then you found her and I realized that there was 
something that gave her away."** 

What was he trying to say? 

She looked over her shoulder to see if the fox was listening to them. 
She appeared to be sleeping, but she couldn't know for sure. "**Let's 
go to sleep for nowa€ | tomorrow I will talk to our trainer and try to 
get him less angry."** 

As far as that was possible at least. 

~ 0 ~ 

The alarm clock he had set for six'o clock rang and he reached for it 
instantly. His hand brushed through the air where he could have sworn 
that he had placed it. His hand connected with the tabletop that was 
still standing there and he nearly smashed through the wooden deck. 
Strange . 

He aimed for the classic-designed clock again and this time he 
located it. He tried to find a button with which he could disable it; 
there was no need to let the entire town know that he was up and 
running so early in the morning. 

His body had been trained to wake up after seven hours of sleep; 
seeing as he had first attempted for his team to go to bed around 
nine and that had been pushed ahead by the skirmish with the police, 
he had fallen asleep around ten instead of nine. So when the clock 
hit 05:00 in the morning, he had woken up. Of course he hadn't made 
usage of the bed; his armour would have been too heavy for the wooden 



structure to support and he'd rather not explain a completely messed 
up room to the people of the Pokemon Center. 


But he had promised his Pokemon that they would get to sleep to six 
and not five, so he waited an hour for them to wake. He had sat down 
in Seiza position and practiced his breathing. The newest 
developments had been very taxing on both his patience and his 
discipline and he could feel his mind slip occasionally . It wouldn't 
make do to lose control and he was very limited with his options in 
self-control now. One of the most effective practices he could do was 
to concentrate on the most inner workings of his mind, shut out every 
single signal from the outside and focus on breathing. 

In through the nosea€ | out through the mouth. It was all part of the 
Zen no-thought training that every Spartan had been put through. To 
be able to react and response with lightning quick reflexes required 
constant training. 

He had often wondered whether it was natural for a soldier as 
disciplined as he was to suffer from aggression fits. Because during 
theseaC | f it sa€ | of his mind, his desire to fight was significantly 
increased. Certain things lost their interest to him a€"like tactics 
and long-term strategies- and others had a rather increased 
significance. It had only occurred on three separate occasions 
though; all three of them had occurred during missions in which he 
had gotten separated from the UNSC for more than a week. He wasn't 
the type to feel homesick during long-term operations and there had 
been plenty of fighting. 

Stress never got to him, it had never done so before and it wouldn't 
ever in the future. So what had caused these isolated cases of 
irrational thinking and acting? He felt it slowly coming up again 
during this op- but so far he had been able to suppress it. These 
breathing and other Zen exercises often helped him during such times. 
He could only hope that this time, it would be no different. 

So when the alarm went off he was violently shocked out of his 
trancelike concentration. During his desperate search for a clear 
off-button the stupid thing continued to ring. So in the end he 
smashed it from behind a€"hoping that he could disrupt its inner 
workings and stop the thing from being so noisy. 

He hadn't expected the clock to completely explode when he did. Gears 
and springs went everywhere and he pelted his Pokemon with pieces of 
shrapnel . 

The Vulpix was hit with a spring against her head and she nearly hit 
the ceiling with a very audible yelp. Nidorino declared war against 
the wall where one of the larger pieces had landed and Lucy merely 
tugged at her blanket, turned around and went back so sleep. 

Was this thing so weak or had he overestimated his strength? 

He slowly raised his head to see if he had caused any permanent 
damage. The two afflicted Pokemon seemed to be completely 
shell-shocked, but otherwise unharmed. 

Lucy was still sleeping though. He had told her to wake up at six PM 
and she was still in her bed. He would have to wake her up, but he 
had no intention of giving the psychic too much attention. One of his 



trainers had once a€"back when he was still a kid- thrown him with 
bed, sheets and all out of the window when he hadn't wanted to wake 
up . 

How old had he been? Five? Six? 

He considered using the same tactic in his Pokemon and quickly 
discarded it. No violence, no abuse and no trust-ruining ideas. 

Did he have something else which could make a loud bang? Apart from 
four frag grenades and two rifles? It would take too long to do 
something fancy to wake her up and he had no desire to do so. So in 
the end he simply walked up to her and tore her blanket off. Then he 
grabbed by her legs and lifted her in the air. 

She gave a loud, high-pitched squeal as he yanked her off the 
bed . 

'_**Lemmego lemmego lemmego lemmgo ! ' **_ She screamed in his mind, 
causing a slight headache in his already throbbing head. 

"Wake up ladya€ i " He said and carried the trashing form to the 
window. "Or I will throw you in a river." 

She grew still after that, but her dangling body was still contacting 
his mind. '_**If you do thata€ | '**_ she slowly and clearly said 
i_**You WILL regret it.'**_ 

Was she threatening him? A Spartan? She had nothing on him. 

Nothing . 

Hadn't she? He'd bite. "Or what?" 

She remained silent for a moment. '_**I still have to think about it, 
but I will get back at you and you will not enjoy it. '**_ 

He sighed. Like she could do anything to him that he wouldn't endure 
without trouble. Still, he let her go. He had simply wanted her to 
wake up and she had, so he would move on. 

Having already grabbed all of his gear and weapons, he was ready to 
move. But it appeared that his Pokemon were still drunk with sleep 
and couldn't even stay upright for more than a few seconds. He would 
have to do something about that if they were to live up to their 
potential . 

"Move out." He said and pointed at Nidorino. "Take point." 

The poison-type softly nodded, still not completely awake. The 
Spartan knew about the risks of having a sleep-walking person take 
point in a land where danger was literary around every corner, but he 
was confident enough in his own capabilities that he didn't need to 
worry . 

~ 0 ~ 

The world was so strange. First of all there had been that terrible 
chase, where those vicious dogs had been hunting her for more than an 
hour before she had finally managed to get that deep in the city. 
After that, her stalkers had located her once again and she had been 



forced to fleea€ i again . 


She had been so desperatea€ i so terrified of those fangs and 
clawsa€|but she had been so tired that she had no air left to scream 
for mercy or help. There had only been running a€"running as far and 
hard as she could. But the exhaustion had kept up with her for a long 
time and the humans with their Pokemon had caught up with her. 

There would have been no escapea€ i there should have been no 
escapea€ i weren ' t it for the psychic Pokemon that had appeared. She 
looked like a smaller version of a human, but her scent and closer 
appearance said otherwise. Looking like a gracious ballerina, with 
eyes that practically radiated mercy and compassion. And she had 
known; she had known about her trouble and came there to rescue 
her . 

The unknown Pokemon had come just in time to protect her from the 
violent canines and then a€"even after the humans had appeared with 
their deadly projectile weapons-she had continued to help her, going 
so far as to sacrifice her own safety to teleport her away. But the 
humans were impossible to defeat; their weapons bit with uncanny 
accuracy and their bite was so painfula€ i so dangerous. 

And then, just as she thought that both she and her rescuer were 
doomed, _he _had appeared. With the average shape and build of a 
human she thought that the humans had surrounded them. But then he 
started ordering the others to drop their weapons and suddenly, the 
two parties had been threatening each other with violence and death. 
She was certain that she was going to die there, but the psychic 
hadn't seemed to worry. 

On the contrary; she had seemed relieved. Another human had appeared 
and after that, things happened so fast that she couldn't recall what 
had been said and done. The only thing that she did know, was that 
she had been captured by the armoured human. 

After a very short night, she had woken up when she heard a very loud 
and irritating noise. But the human was already on it and had 
destroyed the device that caused the ruckus. 

Her poor head was still so tired that she couldn't process the things 
around her very well. She knew that she was walking next to the 
psychic, who had identified herself as Lucy and was still talking to 
her. She was trying to explain the events that had befallen her after 
she had joined up with the tall human, but she wasn't making a lot of 
sense . 

She spoke of demonsa€ | and humans on metal Pokemon that tried to kill 
her human and that he had killed them in return. Her tale was 
tailored with violence and drama, but in her head it also had a 
romantic aspect to it. 

Lucy was the princes in peril and her human a€"their human as of now- 
had appeared like a prince in white armour. Quite literary. 

"**Tell me againa€|"** She carefully asked. The psychic Pokemon had 
informed her of the mood their trainer was currently in and it seemed 
best to simply keep their heads down and be very quiet. "**What is 
with the Nidorino?"** 



The other Pokemon in their team, the poisonous one, hadn't talked to 
them for a while and was walking ahead of them in a pace which was 
getting harder and harder to match. "**Why won't he talk to 
us?"** 


"**0h he is the point-man."** Lucy explained like it made sense to 
her . 

"**What is aa€ i point man?"** She carefully asked, not wanting to 
appear dumb. The Pokemon seemed to notice her predicament though, but 
she was very nice about it/ 

"**Don't worry about that: our human is a very strange one. He uses 
weird terms and codes to prevent other humans from understanding him. 
He is a soldier."** 

How had this pokemon- this Kirlia- known how she felt? Wella€|she was 
a psychic creature. Perhaps she could read her mind? 

"**What is a soldier?"** She asked, feeling less nervous about trying 
to get information. 

" * * A soldier is a human specifically chosen and trained to protect 
the innocent against monsters!"** Lucy proudly said. But she could 
detect a hint of doubt in her voice. What was she doubtful 
about ? 

"**Then why is he angry with you for saving me?"** Vulpix then asked, 
but deep inside she already knew the answer. She had sworn the Kirlia 
that she was innocent too and she had believed her, but the human 
probably didn't. 

"**I left him without a word and caused problems with the local human 
populat iona€ | " * * She said with a sigh. "**And I kind of forced him to 
capture youa€ | no offense to you of course, it was the only way to 
protect you. Otherwise the humans would have been able to punish you 
as they saw fit."** 

Vulpix gulped and noticed that the human had stopped at the entrance 
of a large building. Why had he stopped there? 

"This is the rendezvous point," He said, "we'll wait here for 
oura€ | new ally." He wasn't being honest about it; if he thought of 
the person that they were waiting for as an ally then why didn't he 
say it like he was happy about it? Allies were a positive thing 
right ? 

Lucy frowned and the human turned to look at her. Had he noticed her 
change of attitude or something like that? 

"Explain yourself." He suddenly said. What? 

The Kirlia sighed and the human remained quiet for a few moments. 
Thena€ | 

"She is a soldier too. She'll be here in time." 

Lucy's stamped on the ground with one of her thin legs and groaned in 
frustration. Ooh ! That was what she was doing! She was contacting her 
trainer with her mind, speaking to him via telepathy! That also 



explained why he was seemingly talking to himself while looking at 
her a€"he was replying to her out loud. 

"Hey you there! In or out!" Someone from inside of the building 
suddenly yelled. It sounded like a female, but she wasn't too 
sure . 

' .* * That woman has been studying us for a few minutes nowa€ '**_ Lucy 

told her with her mind. '_**I wonder what it is that she 
wants . ' * *_ 

"**She won't try to hurt us, right?"** She asked nervously. She had 
had her share of violent and mean creatures for a long time and she 
didn't want anyone to touch her without her permission ever 
again . 

" * *Sweet iea€ | " * * Lucy said and gently placed on of her small hands on 
her neck. Vulpix initially shivered under the new touch, but she 
quickly remembered that she psychic was one of the good guys and that 
she had been very nice to her. She was probably trying to comfort 
her? 

She stopped herself from ducking away from the touch and allowed the 
Kirlia to pet her. It felt good a€"it had been a while since anyone 
had caressed her like that. 

"**I won't allow anyone to hurt you. Not ever.**" She said and she 
knew that she meant it. But how could she protect her from the 
monsters in the world? She wasn't able to stop humans, so how? 

Once again the psychic demonstrated her gift. She smiled and said: 
"**Maybe I won't be able to protect you from humans and their 
weapons, but I sure as hell am going to try. BesidesaC | " * * She 
pointed at the armoured trainer a€"who had opened the door and 
entered the building with his weapon in his hands. The Nidorino was 
already following him without a single doubt, before he turned to 
look at them and stopped the door from closing. 

"**We have two bulky males in our team. Our human will never ever let 
anything in this world hurt us."** 

She wanted to follow Lucy and the other two inside of that building, 
she really did, but the place smelled of water and human and she 
didn't trust it. Her fear was larger than her rationality was and she 
didn't want to get hurt again. 

"**How can you be so sure!"** She whispered, a single tear ran down 
her eye She tried to fight her feelings; force them back and prevent 
her from crying, but she was unable too. Soon she would burst into 
tears and she would embarrass herself in front of her new 
friend . 

" * *Becausea€ | " * * Lucy said and this time she sounded one hundred 
percent sure of herself. "**He believes that the sole reason for his 
life is to protect the innocent, whatever the cost. Trust me a€"and 
trust him . " * * 

" * * D o you?"** She replied. She believed the psychic pokemon on her 
words, but she needed to verify it. She needed to be sure. "**Do you 
trust him with your life?"** 



Lucy looked at the open door, where Nidorino was still waiting for 
them. "**I do."** 

Well thena€|if the psychic-type dida€ | then she would have to do as 
well. "**Okaya€ | **" 

Kirlia nodded approvingly at her and the two of them joined Nidorino 
to enter the building. 

~ 0 ~ 

Oh yes he had known about that girl. She had been observing them 
through the glass door for some time while he had been waiting for 
the female soldier to show up. Lucy had told him a€"basically- that 
it was still way too early for anyone to be up, ever and that she was 
simply still sleeping. 

At first he had disagreed, knowing that soldiers had to wake up way 
earlier than at six. But he had reconsidered; everything in this 
world was different. So maybe the spirit and heart of soldiers were 
too? 

And then the spying girl had collected enough courage to call him 
out. She had wanted him to either enter the building or leave it; 
something he could understand. A seven-foot tall killing machine 
wasn't exactly an inspiring sight for teenage girls like her. But she 
had had the guts to call him out a€"something even ODST ' s didn't do. 
So she was either very gutsya€|or very stupid. 

And perhaps a bit of both. 

So he had entered the building; waiting on a doorstep wasn't exactly 
the least prominent way of being obvious and he was curious at the 
interior of this gym. Back with Brock, the gym had been designed with 
Rock Pokemon in mind. So what would this gym be? The concept of 
battling with Pokemon was a somewhat intriguing concept and he was 
nothing if not competitive. If he had some spare time and his Pokemon 
were in need of traininga€ | why shouldn't he visit the local gym and 
see what he could do there? 

He marched inside and noticed a small blue room with a door at the 
back. The room had two tiny ponds in to the sides and couldn't be 
more than seven by seven feet large. 

The girl was standing in the door opening directly across of him, her 
posture didn't seem too confident but what did he know? For all he 
knew she was a religious fanatic looking at him like he was a piece 
of insulting steak and he wouldn't see it in her face. 

He could hear Nidorino sniffing at the water and Lucy sticking her 
foot inside of it. Vulpix was simply staying behind and tried not to 
look directly at him. 

"Y-you came in!" The girl stammered and entered the room. "M-Misty 
has been waiting for a c-challenger with the g-guts to take her on 
f-for a while now." 


Who had been doing what now? 



He remained silent and looked at the girl. He could see her trembling 

slightly and it was amusing him. The sight of young people fearing 

him when he wasn't even covered by blood, guts and scorch marks yet 
wasa€ i interesting. 

So he was about to challenge a gym-leader? Again? Since 
when? 

WellaCi since he had entered the gym, he supposed. Still, the soldier 
wasn't there yet and he might as well hone his abilities and enhance 
his strategic mind when it came to this world. Besides; his pokemon 
needed exercise and he wanted to focus his mind on something else 

than spare time or traveling. He wanted to fight. 

"Ia€|Ia€!" She stuttered and tried to say something else, but nothing 
came out of her mouth. A repressed memory raised its very ugly head 
in the back of his mind and he suddenly felt the urge to reassure 
this girl and then run away. He would compromise. 

He took a step forwards and closed the distance between them. The 
door backed up against the door and her eyes enlarged with fear. She 
couldn't be much older than seventeen. 

"Relax," He said, "you did well." 

The girl nodded and swallowed. "I shall t-tell Misty that t-there is 
a c-challenger at the ready." 

"Do that . " 

And the girl nodded politely at him and quickly left the room. There 
hadn't been much reassuring meaning in his words, but for some reason 
people liked it when others told them that they were being good and 
it had worked. Now he was alone with his Pokemon and he could 
properly prepare. 

He pulled out the Pokedex that he hadn't used for some time and aimed 
it at each of his Pokemon, before pushing the button. 

"NIDORINO, THE HORNED POKEMON. NIDORINO IS VERY POWERFUL AND CHARGES 
ITS FOES RECKLESSLY WITH ITS POISENOIS HORN, BEFORE SKEWERING THEM 
WITH IT. IT IS PROTECTED BY HEAVY PLATES AND SPIKES." 

That was promising, but very useless. He had already concluded that 
some time ago. 

"VULPIX, THE FOX POKEMON. WHEN IT GROWS OLDER ITS WHITE TAIL SPLITS 
INTO SEPARATE TAILS. IT HAS AN INTERNAL FIRE IN ITS BODY AND CAN 
SCORCH ITS ATTACKERS WITH FLAMES." 

Wait what? A pokemon with flames inside of its body? Was that 
philosophical or something? It couldn't be; the Pokedex had stated 
that Vulpix could roast its opponents with flames. So it was aa€ | a 
fire-type? Very promising. Fire was a powerful weapon, both mentally 
and physically. Burn wounds were very gruesome and painful and the 
prospect of dying in flames was a very frightening prospect. He could 
scare attacking hostiles off before they would even attack him. But 
what were its moves? What could it do? 


He pressed the button again and a list of moves appeared. 



EmberaC i quick attacka€ i confuse ray anda€ | will-O-Wisp? What was that 
supposed to be? Oh well, moving on. 

"KIRLIA, THE FEELING POKEMON. IT HAS STRONG PSYCHIC POWERS AND CAN 
CREATE MIRAGES USING THE HORNS ON ITS HEAD. A KIRLIA UNDERSTANDS ITS 
TRAINER BETTER THAN ANY OTHER CREATURE. IT GROWS BEAUTIFUL WHEN ITS 
TRAINER HAS HAPPY OR GLAD AND LIKES TO DANCE WHEN IT IS HAPPY 
ITSELF . " 

Wait what? Lucy could understand him better than anyone else could? 

If that was truea€|then why hadn't she abandoned him ages ago? A 
Spartan wasn't exactly the happiest or gentlest companion, which 
brought him to the next problem. A Kirlia grew beautiful when its 
trainer was happya€ | but she was the prettiest Pokemon he had seen 
thus far. So he was either being happy subconsciouslya€ | or other 
Kirlia were prettier than she was. 

And it dances when it is happy? So that was why she was doing those 
weird moves all the time. And that was also why she had been so upset 
when he had told her to 'stop showing off.' It hadn't been the nicest 
remark he had ever made. 

But she could creature miragesa€ | images with her horns? Those little 
hairpin-thingies ? She could actually creature illusions and ghost 
targets at will? That was something he could use to his 
advantage . 

The door opened and the girl appeared again. "Misty will s-see you 
now . " 

Would she? That was very kind of her. It seemed that this 'Misty' had 
a very large attitude problem. Maybe he could correct it for her 
after he had utterly crushed her in the fight. 

He nodded at the girl and walked through the door. The first thing he 
noticed was that this gym had to be designed with water-pokemon in 
mind. It was essentially a large swimming pool, with some tiles and 
lanes of stone tiles surrounding it and a bridge in the middle. 

This was going to be very interesting. 

"So Nancy wasn't exaggerating, you are a very big guy." 

The woman that stood at the far end of the gym, standing on top of 
some sort of small statue, was probably Misty. She had orange hair 
and was wearing rather revealing lingerie. 

"Why the armour though? Expecting trouble are we?" 

No, not we. Just him a€"she was expecting only one thing judging by 
her appearance. He chose to ignore her remark and stepped forwards. 
The trio of Pokemon entered the gym as well and Vulpix immediately 
noticed the water and tried to scuffle backwards. 

"Easy." He stated he looked over the interior again, this time 
letting his trained eye and mind work together to develop a series of 
tactical approaches and strategies for each one of his 
Pokemon 


Vulpix slowly walked forwards until she was standing next to Lucy. 



The Kirlia nodded at her and she nodded back. Then the red Pokemon 
continued moving until she was standing right next to his right leg. 
Her tails curled around his ankle and she braced herself against 
it . 

The vixen would be at a severe disadvantage, so he wouldn't let her 
fight this battle one on one a€"which was bound to be the 
rule . 

"Awww!" Misty said with a smile. "Look at that cute fire-type trying 
to be of use in here! Unfortunately it won't be able to a thing 
except for getting in the way of my water-pokemon soaking its 
trainer . " 

Damn. If that wasn't an insultingly aimed challenge then he would eat 
his helmet. Nidorino growled and took a step forwards and he could 
feel Lucy getting angry in the back of his mind. 

It seemed that Vulpix would have to fight after all. He looked down 
at the small fox and saw it staring at the floor. He scraped his 
throat and she looked up at him. 

"I don't think soa€ | " He slowly said. Then he looked up at Misty and 
clasped his arms behind his back, like officers did when they wanted 
to appear completely in control. "Sick 'em." 

Lucy giggled and the poison-type screamed in agreement. The fox 
looked back at the Pokemon supporting it and gazed at her trainer one 
more time. Then she seemed to steel herself and she walked forwards, 
her tails releasing his ankle and now moving freely behind her. He 
had to admit that the sight of four swirling red tails on a fox was a 
sight to be admired. 

"So we're going to play it that way!" Misty said and took a step 
forwards herself. "The rules are simple: I use two Pokemon, you use 
your three. One Pokemon at a time and you win if mine are all 
defeated . " 

She pulled a PokA© ball out ofa€| where did she keep that? 

She threw it and yelled: "Staryu I choose you!" 

An orange Pokemon came out of her ball and the Spartan raised his 
eyebrow at the sight. Misty's first water pokemon looked like a 
sea-star with its five appendages. It even had an exterior structure 
at its core that resembled a madreporite. 

"Use bubblebeam!" Misty called. The Spartan a faint thrill as the 
battle started and he ordered Vulpix to dodge it. The vixen complied 
and the compressed spray of bubbles hit the outer wall, denting it 
slightly . 

Powerful bubbles. The Staryu was lying in the water, out of reach for 
Vulpix. The only way she could reach it was either by getting in the 
water a€"unacceptable- or by using the bridge. It was a vantage point 
that provided overwatch on both sides. If he made use of the bridge 
he would have to do so when he finished the hostile. 


"Use ember." He decided and watched as the vixen opened her mouth and 
sprayed her foe with small bolts of flame. It was intriguing to watch 



a living animal spray fire out of its mouth. It should be physically 
impossible to do so, but here his Pokemon was, doing it. 


"Dive underwater!" Misty ordered her Pokemon and it complied with her 
order. Vulpix couldn't hit the water pokemon before it submerged, so 
he would have to change his tactics a little bit. "Not very smart are 
you?" She taunted him, but he ignored her. Taunts never worked on 
Spartans and he doubted that they ever would. 

The spray of fire hit the water and caused a cloud of steam, 
temporarily obscuring the battlefield. That resulted in the base for 
an idea. 

"Emerge and use water gun!" The orange-haired girl then ordered. 

Water guna€ i that was the move that professor Oak had used with his 
tortoisea€| it had been a torrent of high-pressured fire. If Vulpix 
really had an internal fire powering her body and organs, such an 
attack would be fatal. 

"Use quick attack to get to that bridge!" He ordered the vixen. The 
Pokemon followed his order and sprang with amazing speed away from 
her current position. The water-attack blasted the spot where she had 
been standing a few seconds before and completely hit it. His 
enhanced reflexes allowed the Spartan to process information much 
faster than ordinary humans ever could and his mind raced with all 
kinds of new, but still raw impulses. 

When Vulpix hit the bridge, he instantly formulated another strategy 
and set the first stage in action. 

"Face your opponent and hit it with confuse ray." He said and beheld 
the fire-type's eyes glowing with a dark purple colour. The Staryu 
a€"which had just finished turning around to track its target- looked 
in Vulpix' eyes and its gemlike organ slowly faded from red, to 
purple and back to red. 

Confuse raya€|its name spoke for itself really. If his hypothesis was 
correct, the Staryu was confused. Whatever that meantaC | 

"Damnit Staryu! Use Rapid spin!" Misty cried and the star-shaped 
Pokemon began to twist rapidly, closely resembling a 
buzz-axe . 

Seriously? Crystal-bearing animals becoming twisters while fighting 
in a swimming pool, ordered around by a lingerie wearing 
orange-headed woman? He had just reached number one in the SpartanA's 
list of weird shit. If such a thing existed. 

The water-type broke the pool's surface and flew across the room. It 
would appear that the confuse ray had worked its magic; the creature 
was utterly confused and it was buzzing all over the place. 

Eventually it hit a wall and finally it calmed down. It's brilliantly 
flaring crystal was only shining at half its intensity now and the 
Spartan guessed that it represented the PokAOmon's stamina. 

"Staryu! Concentrate and hit the water again!" 

It would seem that it had already shaken off its confusion. It obeyed 
its trainer and hit the water again. So now it was time for stage two 
of his tactics. 



"Vulpix, use your ember in a circle around the bridge." 


The vixen barked once in agreement and she opened her maw to unleash 
her flames again. Misty laughed and delivered another smartass 
remark. "Can't you see that it's useless? Using fire to hit a water 
pokemon underwater? And they say soldiers aren't smartaC | " 

Had she insulted an ODST or even a regular Marine like that, the 
soldier would have most likely smacked her in the face. Not he 
though, he had a way better idea for revenge. He would completely and 
utterly beat her and then he would see if she had any smart remarks. 
If she dida€|well, he wasn't going to hurt her. 

That didn't go for his Pokemon, however. Nidorino would most likely 
be more than happy to kick her ass. 

Vulpix was concentrated on her task and soon the entire gym was 
filled with the steam produced by her attack. Now that the Staryu 
couldn't see her, it couldn't attack her. But its gemlike appearance 
would still reflect the flare of her flames and his location was soon 
revealed to her. 

"Neutralize it using quick attack." He told her and was rewarded by a 
loud 'clunk! ' as Vulpix smacked her opponent right in 
it sa€ | f aceaC | thing . 

"No Staryu!" Misty yelled and pulled out her PokA© ball. "You did 
great, return!" 

No it hadn't; it had lost in a fight where it had both type-advantage 
and environment advantage. It would be the same as a scorpion tank 
getting destroyed by a jackel in a UNSC base. 

"I have to admitaC i you actually beat one of my pokemon using a 
fire-type, congratulations. But play time is over and I won't be 
holding back ! " 

Yes he could see that. He could also see that Vulpix was breathing 
heavily and that she didn't seem very comfortable right now. If he 
was smartaC | he would- 

'_**Math, you need to pull Vulpix back now! Misty is about to release 
her most powerful Pokemon and she is about to fall over! '**_ 

Yes Lucy, he could see that. He aimed his Poke ball at the vixen and 
pressed the button; unleashing the thin red laser and pulling the 
creature inside of it. 

"Your turn." He said to Misty and her face contorted in an angry 
expression. "You're in trouble now mister! Go, Starmie!" 

He didn't need a Pokedex to understand that her next Pokemon had to 
be the evolved version of a Staryu. It had the same general shape as 
its predecessor, only it had five additional arms on its back 
a€"making it double-layered. Its colour was also different; whereas 
Staryu was Orange, this Pokemon was purple. 

But the situation was still very suspicious; Misty was too sure of 
herself and there had to be reason for it. She couldn't know that he 



had a Pokedex however, and he was eager to use it. 


"STARMIE, THE PSYCHIC/WATER TYPE. IT IS SAID THAT THE SEVEN COLOURS 
OF ITS GEM CAN PRODUCE ELECTRIC SIGNALS." 

Great. So that's why the woman was so sure of herself. This Starmie 
would make short work of Nidorino and even Lucy couldn't hurt her as 
much as the star-shaped Pokemon could hurt her. So the gymleader had 
him in a pinch a€"he would have to change the rules again. 

"LucyaCi" He said without looking at her. Would he send her in 
ora€ | ? 

'_**Don't worry deara€| I've got a hole in my ace. ' **_ 

"Ace in the holeaC | " 

'_**Is that how the saying goes? That's nasty! Nonetheless, I can 
beat this ugly monster. You just watch. '**_ 

"You sure?" 

Lucy didn't respond, but walked forward with a serious expression on 
her face. He had never seen her quite as sure of herself as she was 
now. Sure she was smug at times, but like this? She was serious. And 
he trusted her to win this fight. 

"Let's do this!" Misty called and the Starmie made a strange rasping 
noise. Then she clapped in her hands and yelled something about a 
'water pulse'. The water-type confused and then relaxed, unleashing 
thin circles of water that blasted at Lucy with intense speed. The 
Spartan was still faster though, and he quickly ordered Lucy to avoid 
the attack. She jumped to the side and found her balance by doing 
some complicated dance move. 

"Keep blasting her!" Misty ordered and the Starmie kept unleashing 
its water pules, the circles of water kept racing at Lucy and 
effectively kept her suppressed. He had to turn the tight of this 
fight; she couldn't keep on the defense forever. He ordered her to 
use her dancing to keep avoiding the pulses and soon every wall of 
the gym was covered in circle-formed dents. Lucy was dancing, rolling 
and pirouetting over every tile and rock she could place her thin 
legs on. It was a good thing that he had trained her stamina or else 
she would have faltered or fallen. 

She better have a good plana€ i 

~ 0 ~ 

The Star-shaped Pokemon was fast, but not accurate enough and its 
aiming skills were to underdeveloped to hit her. She kept performing 
delicate and complicated patterns and moves and the Water pulses kept 
on missing her. It was rather enjoyable to be able to dance freely 
without being mocked by less intelligent Pokemon. But soon she would 
slipa€|or let her guard down just enough for the enemy to hit her and 
she couldnA't afford to let a single move hit her body. 

The StarmieA's attacks were slowly getting easier to see through and 
soon she could develop a pattern in its water attacks. 



When the last pulse nearly caused her to trip, she contacted her 
trainer and asked him what he thought about the attacks. 

"Clumsy and sloppy, but suppressing." He had told her and that 
confirmed her thoughts. She regained her footing and dove headfirst 
through the attack, making sure to avoid the high-pressured water 
rings. Bam! She had just closed in on the Starmie and now it was her 
turn to attack; just as her trainer had wanted her to. 

'The best defense is a good offencea€| ' he had once told her and she 
never ever forgot his rare moments of wisdom. He didn't talk much and 
most of the things he said were either orders or statements about 
their current situation, but sometimes he said things that were only 
remotely linked to the situation and when he did, she made sure to 
remember what it was that he said. 

"Use confusion!" He ordered her and she concentrated on the enemy. 
Then she channeled her powers and enveloped the water-pokemon with 
green light. 

"Not going to work!" Misty shouted and then added: "Starmie, use 
confusion yourself!" 

And then she felt a foreign presence probing at her mind; blocking 
off her powers and trying to seize control. 

" * *Not likely!" **She growled and her eyes narrowed. It was the 
Starmie! It was trying to seize control over her body! 

Slowly the manifestation of her powers -the green glow over the 
enemy's body- faded away and made way for a blue aura. So not all 
psychic's had green as the colour of their power? That was 
curious . 

The blue aura had completely replaced her green one and was still 
spreading across its body. So it came to a battle of the mind now did 
it? Very well. Some weird stars-shaped monstrosity would not beat HER 
in mental fighting, that was for damn sure. 

She blocked the invading probe with a probe of her own and 
concentrated on the gemlike structure in the center of the Starmie. 

If she could hit that, the Pokemon would most likely be too 
preoccupied with that to try and hurt her. 

She continued to block any invading probes and then used her 
confusion attack once more. The green power kept floating in the air 
when it collided with the Starmie 's blue one. She struggled and 
fought and tried with all her might to make the attack work, but the 
Starmie's concentration was solid. She couldn't get through. 

"Use teleport and flank it!" Her trainer ordered. His judgment had 
jet to disappoint her, so he complied. She blocked all contact with 
the outside and concentrated on the powers lying in her own mind. 

Then she touched the little nub of psychic power and once again she 
felt the familiar sensation of her body disassembling and 
reassembling itself. 


She had appeared behind the Starmie a€"which was already turning to 
face her- so she had to hurry it up. 



"Use confusion and make the bridge your weapon!" The Spartan called. 
The bridge? Really? What was he planning? What weapon? 

She teleported again and this time she appeared by the bridge, but 
she could feel exhaustion slowly creeping up on her. This fight 
couldn't last too long. 

'_**How am I supposed to use a bridge as a weapon you idiot?' **_she 
scolded at her trainer. He kept forgetting that she wasn't as 
military minded as he was! 

"Use confusion to break it apart and then use ita€|like my own 
weapon." He clarified. He most likely didn't want Misty to find out 
what he meant. So that meant no clear orders from his side 
a€"great . 

But his weapon fired multiple metal projectiles at high speed- was 
she supposed toa€|oh! So that was what he meant! 

She directed her mental power and tore the bridge apart. The sudden 
toll on her stamina was very noticeable and she would kick her 
humans' ass when this wouldn't work out. 

When she had created enough pieces of wood a€"and probably ignored 
the female's cries of alarm and despair- she dodged a hastily aimed 
water pulse and used her confusion attack to tear the wooden pieces 
into even smaller pieces. She then fired every piece of debris at the 
water-pokemon, hoping that one of them would hit it in the gem. 

The multiple wooden projectiles pierced the air and impacted on the 
StarmieA's tough skin. It didn't seem to even flinch a€"until one of 
the fragments hit its central structure. It clinched and the next 
water pulse dissipated in the air. 

Lucy felt the pressure on her mind decrease as the Starmie tried to 
back up, but she was finally able to press the attack and finish this 
fight. Now that her opponent wasn't able to correctly use its psychic 
power to attack her mind, she could think clearly and she remembered 
her ace. 

She had been very busy lately, trying her hardest to notice 
everything that she was able to see during her travels with the 
human. She had been thinking about her heritage, the potential of 
psychic powers and the power of her mind. 

During her latest engagement with the Growlithes, her powers had 
expanded once again. A new theory had formed in her head and she had 
been sitting on it for quite some time now. And here was finally the 
moment where she was able to use if effectively; seeing as it 
wouldn't have had any effect on fire-types. 

She spun around on her hind leg, making a few fast-paced pirouettes 
and then waving her arms at the water-type. It was the same movement 
she made when creating a reflective barrier and this time, her attack 
would be more powerful than a simple defensive maneuver. 

After alla€|the grass-attack Magical leave was very effective against 
water . 


A gale of white-coloured crescents appeared out of nowhere and she 



understood that she was fueling the attack with both her mind as her 
body. The Starmie was still too preoccupied with the previous barrage 
to effectively block this one and it took the full brunt of the 
attack . 

"Starmie!" Misty cried as she witnessed her pokemon getting KO'ed by 
her. Serves her right for insulting both her trainer and her friend 
like that ! 

She noticed that she was breathing heavily and that she her legs were 
about to give way. There was nowhere to land safely; she had 
demolished the bridge as per her trainer's orders and now there was 
water everywhere. She didn't want to get wet, she didn't- 

Strong armoured hands wrapped around her thin frame and her body 
stopped moving just an inch above the water. She carefully looked up 
and saw her trainer a€"perched perfectly on one of the seven-inch 
thick support poles that used to carry the bridge. His balancing was 
as good as hers was and he weighed at least ten times more than she 
did ! 

"You alright?" he asked her. It felt kind of a€ | gooda€ | to be in his 
strong, capable hands. To be able to just relax and lie back while he 
kept her safea€ | 

She wondered how his hands would feel like without his armour. He was 
being so gentle on her with his crushing, unyielding gauntlets on 
that she couldn't help but think about the touch of his bare skin on 
hers . 

That wasn't weird was it? Was she blushing? 

'_**Thank S a€ | '**_ She softly said and looked away while he carried 
her away in both of his hands. She quickly glanced at the 
orange-headed lady's general direction and was relieved to see that 
the woman was cradling the unsightly Starmie in her arms. 

She would have noticed her blush right away; all females could see it 
when another one was stricken by weird thoughts. 

"Anytime." The soldier responded and she felt reassured by his voice. 
He would not noticea€|he would remain in the dark and that was 
okay . 

'_**We won right? '**_ 

"Yes. Yes we won." 

In the back she could hear Nidorino and Vulpix shouting with 
happiness and proud. It was good to know that a€"no matter their 
problems- they still cared for each other. 

With such strong team cohesion and spirit, there wouldn't be an 
opponent that they couldn't beat, right? 

Right ? 

~ 0 ~ 


"_With the destruction of the Pokemon Mansion some time ago, the 



subject has effectively escaped our grasp. Our latest reports 
indicate that the leader of Team Rocket has somehow acquired it 
buta€|we are skeptical. 

"_Yes. Think of the carnagea€ i the anarchya€ | 

- conversation between two scientists on Cinnebar island, two days 
before slipspace incident. 

~ 0 ~ 

**So here is chapter 15! Admit it; some of you were scared that I 
wouldn't update this story once I started another one 
right ? * * 

* *Right ? * * 

**I have to say that I am not satisfied with the latter halve of the 
fight. I have the feeling that it wasn't detailed enougha€ i that it 
lackeda€ | muscles ? Coverage? Meh, just thinking out loud.** 

**I have written up to 15 chapters now and just recently covered the 
second gym fight a€"I can say that I am certainly not trying to rush 
it.** 

**Wella€|not much to say about now. I can only say please review the 
story, even if you only have: small remarks, minor annoyances, plot 
holes that need clarifying, comments on grammar, basic feedback or 
speculations . ** 

**Everything is welcome and I will treat every reviewer with the 
basic human rights.** 

** (if you don't want me to comment on a certain review, please let me 
know and I shall refrain from commenting on it in pre-story 
babbling) ** 

**Until next time!** 


16. My duty pt 1 

**After having updated the other story with a long proper chapter, it 
is time for this one to receive a new addition! Also, I have 
determined why some people are having a hard time finding this story 
on the website. I rated this story M for mature content a€"something 
that everyone can imagine, I presume- and the default search function 
for only lists stories between K and T.** 

**Siphon 117 ;**** you never knowa€ | ** 

**Cthulujr: **** well thank you, that is a lot of praise! I can only 
hope that I can do the same to other readers. And yes, English is my 
second language.** 

**Captiosus: * * * *perhapsa€ | * * 

* *Yutyrannus : ****don't worry, the human companion isn't permanent. 



**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ** 

**Hmmma€|not very much to babble about. To the story!** 

0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 
~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 24- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. 

Nidorino, lvl 19- significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick . 

Vulpix, lvl 21- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, quick attack 
and will-o-wisp. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The Spartans have been put through extensive training. They are 
literally ready for every situation. That means we have a team of 
thirteen super-soldiers ready for every black and special operation 
we can execute. It is funny how a bunch of orphans can be put through 
the same training and still develop different personalities. What is 
your take on this. Miss Sunfield? Can you elaborate on some of their 
unusual aspects?"_ 

~ 0 ~ 

"What is going on here?" A surprised voice yelled. The female soldier 
had finally shown up; but now that she had, she only thing she had 
interest in was the amount of damage that the Spartan had done to the 
gym. Misty didn't realize it yet, but her little swimming pool would 
need some maintenance. 

He moved his balance a bit more to the front and then jumped off the 
wooden pole he had been standing on. Then he placed Lucy on the floor 
and took a look around. 

"Just passing time." He told the soldier and then waited for Misty to 
let go of her weird Pokemon and give him the badge. 

But when she did recall the creature, her state of mind wasn't 
exactly the one that he had in mind. "Look at what you did to my 
gym!" She yelled and placed her hands on her hips. "Do you have any 
idea what it is going to take me to fix this?" 

He simply held up his hand. Of course he had an idea a€"but he simply 
didn't care. She wanted her challenger and she had gotten one. 
Besides; she was responsible for the ruined walls and ceiling. The 



Kirlia and Vulpix had both simply dodge the incoming attacks 
a€"Misty's own Pokemon were responsible for the damage. 


Except for the bridge, which destruction lay with him. Again: he 
didn't care. 

Misty stopped mid-rant when she noticed his extended hand and 
frowned. "You have a lot of nervea€ | " She said, but then she smiled 
and walked back to the statue she had been standing on. "But I have 
to admita€ | it was a great battle. You have earned it. 

She returned to him holding a small black box. "Here is the official 
Cerulean gym badge ! " 

And she gave him the little blue token. Great. Another useless piece 
of gem to prove that he had wasted the time raising and beating 
animals. He still took it though. 

"Ready to move?" He asked the female. She looked at him with a vague 
expression and sighed. "Sure. Lead the way." 

So she accepted his command. Good to know a€"the last thing he needed 
was a teammate with insubordination on her mind. He nodded and 
gestured for his three Pokemon to join him. 

'_**Straight to the moving part are we? ' **_ Lucy complained. 

"You had your rest." He brusquely responded. The psychic frowned but 
still decided to follow him. 

Together, the strange collection of allies left the gym and continued 
on their way out of Cerulean city. As soon as the Spartan had noticed 
the next sign that pointed travelers the way, he determined the 
direction he needed to walk to continue on to Saffron city. First, he 
needed to go to Vermillion city. From there he could take another 
route to continue on to Saffron city and approach it from the 
underside . 

"I never caught your nameaC | " The female soldier said in an attempt 
to get him to divulge information. 

"Affirmative." He replied. 

A loud sigh indicated that his companion understood the message and 
she dropped the subject. 

i_**You really don't want people to know things about you right?' 
**_Lucy asked him, but he didn't respond. Now that there was a marine 
officer native to the planet traveling with them, he would have to 
restrict their communication to a need-to-know basis. Which meant to 
withhold any and all information concerning him, his past, his 
future, the UNSC anda€|well, everything really. 

Their journey took place in silence from then on. It was a positive 
aspect from the female, which he could appreciate. She knew when to 
shut up and simply take things for granted. 

Unlike some companions. 

'_**Why won't you respond to me?' **_Lucy asked him with a frustrated 



voice. He could understand why she was getting angry with him; he was 
ignoring her to withhold information from the soldier traveling with 
them. And she only understood the ignoring part. So how would he tell 
her that he didn't want to let his companion know about things 
without letting said person know that he was withholding information 
on purpose? 

"Privacy." He simply stated and hoped that the Kirlia would 
understand. From the corner of his eye he could see that Vulpix was 
looking at him with a curious expression. Since her open display of 
affection a€"because that was what it was, according to Lucy- she had 
been increasingly curious to him and his affairs. It was of no 
concern though; she was his Pokemon and he could simply order he to 
stand down when needed. 

'_**Are you mad that I keep contacting you in your mind? Because if 
you are- ' * *_ 

This was going in the wrong direction. He still needed to converse 
with her to allow him to better understand his surroundings. Without 
her guidance, he would have a more difficult time than if she simply 
kept telling him things. 

"No." He said sharply and his mind raced to think of something that 
would allow Lucy to understand the situation. Then he realized that 
he had been talking out loud in his response to her, like he always 
did. To people not knowing that he was communicating with a Pokemon 
that could talk with her mind, he would look ridiculous. "I look like 
I am talking to myselfa€|" He said and hoped that she understood 
now . 

'_**So? It isn't going to lessen our opinion of youa€ | '**_ 

Damnit . He glanced over his shoulder and noticed the soldier taking 
the time to take her surroundings in. Don't worry about it lady, he 
had already determined that the coming two-hundred meters were clear 
of hostiles. But it did give him an idea though; if he could get her 
distracted properly, he could whisper his problem to Lucy and she 
would definitely understand. 

He made the gesture he had taught her, which meant that she needed to 
join him in close proximity immediately. When he did, she teleported 
to his shoulder and leaned towards his helmet. 

i **Y03?'** 


"I need a distract iona€ | " He whispered. It was too soft for the 
soldier to hear it, but just loud enough for Lucy. 

'_**For who? ' **_ She replied. Hadn't he been clear enough? Did she 
still not understand him? 

"HeraE! " He added and then gestured with his head in the general 
direction of the soldier. 


'_**Ooooh! ' **_Lucy said and then teleported away. Where had she 
gone? What was she going to do? He knew that he could trust her, but 
he didn't understand her one bit. 


What was her idea of a distraction? 



~ 0 ~ 

So her human wanted a distraction? She could give him a proper 
distraction and simply teleport the female's clothes away. She was 
certain that it lay within her capabilities and it was interesting to 
test it out. But she knew how males were; as soon as the prospect of 
nudity arose, everyone would lose their mind. So if she zapped the 
newcomer's clothes away, her trainer wouldn't be able to profit from 
it as much. Besides, Nidorino would probably go crazy. 

And it was a terrible thing to do to her, she liked the human and she 
didn't feel like doing such a mean thing to her. Not without a reason 
of course. So she would have to settle for the next obvious 
thing . 

She teleported next to Vulpix and contacted her mind. '_**Our trainer 
needs a little distract iona€ | if you were to suddenlya€ | sneezea€ | and 
accidentally set fire to the femaleA's shoesa€|then that would be a 
proper distract ion . A '* *_ 

Yes. The next obvious thing was setting something on fire. 

"**You want me to burn her?"** She replied with a shocked voice. No! 
That wasn't what she meant! 

"**Shhh!" **She whispered quickly and placed a finger to her own 
mouth to enforce the need for silence. 

'_**An innocent little fire to her shoes would distract her for long 
enough for our trainer to do whatever it is that he needs to do. 
Besides; she is trained to protect herself from that kind of danger. 
It will take her only a few seconds to put it out.'**_ 

Vulpix seemed doubtful still, so Lucy gently petted the curly flocks 
of hair on her head. "**You trust me, yes?" **She said aloud. 

Nidorino redirected his rapt attention for the road ahead and she 
could see that he was listening in. It was alright though; she 
trusted him. 

And he knew nothing. 

"**I do!"** The vixen replied instantly without a doubt. That brought 
Lucy from her apropos for a few seconds. That the Vulpix had such 
unwavering confidence in hera€ | it was amazing. 

She concentrated and again contacted the fire-type in her mind. 

'_**So will you help us out?'**_ 

The Pokemon looked doubtful for a moment, but no longer. "**I will!" 
**She said with determination in her voice. 

"**Good!"** Lucy and prepared to teleport to Math again. 

"**What is that about?" **Nidorino asked, but she simply told him to 
"**wait and see" ** and then she teleported again. Her aim was 
perfect and she landed on top of the armoured human's bucket- 


-she meant head- and waited for the chaos to start. 



She was in the perfect vantage point to witness the fruits of her 
amazingly smart idea. The female soldier was looking at her with a 
questioning expression on her face. Lucy could feel her curiosity as 
to her psychic activity a€"her teleporting- but she didn't pursue 
it . 

Then she saw Vulpix lag behind for a few moments, just enough for the 
female to overtake her. Then the vixen actually sneezed. What was 
that little thing an amazing actress! 

A small ember escaped her mouth and seared the soldier's boots. She 
gave a surprised scream and grabbed for her leg. 

'_**G 0 ; 1 **_Lucy then told her trainer. He had his distraction and now 
he would have to sort his own plans out. 

"I can't trust her with any information." He quickly said. "The 
nature of your questions and my answers is too sensitive." 

So he did trust her with his 'sensitive' information but not his 
fellow soldier? How cute. But what it meant wasn't cute a€"even if 
she temporarily forgot about the paranoid meaning behind his words 
and the fact that he still didn't trust anyone with the understanding 
about his past, it still meant that they wouldn't be able to keep 
communicating . 

Or she would have to instruct him in the ways of speaking with his 
mind. And she enjoyed the little fact that he looked like he was 
talking to himself everytime he responded to her. So what would she 
do? 

Wella€|as his Pokemon, there was only one thing she could do really. 
i_**You can alwaysa€ | communicate witha€ | your mind?'**_ She carefully 
said . 

Her trainer remained silent, but from the corner of her eye she could 
see the female human kneeling down to grab Vulpix. But instead of 
reprimanding her for the near-burn that she had caused, the soldier 
proceeded to pet and hug the little vixen. 

It was a relieve to Lucy that she hadn't caused the Vulpix trouble 
a€"although she might not have agreed with that. Obvious cuddling was 
a thing that _she_ liked, it didn't neccesarily have to go for the 
fire-type as well. 

"How long did you know." Her trainer said. What? How long did she 
know what? 

'_**What do you mean?'**_ She asked him, not sure as what to 
expect . 

"How long did you know that was a possibility?" He said. She didn't 
like the sound of that; it was almost as if he was getting angry with 
her. Again. She tried to peer in his mind and get a bead on what was 
to come. Even though his mind was so reinforced and well-protected, 
there were simple things that he couldn't hide from her. He wasn't 
actively hiding his thoughts from her, so certain things were lying 
out in the open for her see. Things like feelings and emotions, for 
example. Whenever she tried to peer into the mind of creatures around 
her, she chose to do so. It was a conscious decision. But in 



proximity to living beings, their emotions and feelings unraveled out 
of themselves. They had done that ever since she had been a Ralts and 
they continued to do so, only now she could control it better. 

Her trainer didn't have such things as emotions. There were only 
feelings that she could understand from him. Right now, one of those 
feelings was very similar toa€ | what exactly? 

For some weird reason, most of the feelings and sensations that she 
was able to extract from her trainer didn't make any sense to her. It 
was really unnerving to experience something that her trainer felt or 
thought and then being unable to comprehend whatever it was. 

The closest that she was able to link his current sensation was 
disapproval. Was he angry with her? 

'_**It is not a question about knowingaC i it is a question about 
understanding She said, hoping that the cryptic remark would be 
enough to let her off the hook for a while. 

"Are you two alright?" the female asked them. WellaC i things weren't 
exactly going according to plana€ | 

"Yes." The trainer replied. 

Come on? Like anyone was going to believe that! 

"How do you do that?" He then said. Was he referring to the whole 
mind-speaking thing or to her withholding that information from him? 
WellaC! there couldn't really be any doubts about that. He wasn't the 
type to hold long grudges. 

'_**We'll begin practicing today when we reach the next village, 
okay?'**_ She said. 

"Will we?" He replied. She realized that she had just issued an order 
to HER trainer, instead of the other way around. Whoops. What would 
be the smartest thing to do now? EhmaC | 

She saluted and tried to make the situation slightly less awkward. 
'_**Yes sir ! ' **_ 

He grew silent and his golden-vision turned towards her. She knew 
that relocating to his shoulder and subjecting herself to his painful 
gaze was a bad idea. Had she said something weird again? Didn't 
soldiers like it when people called them sir? 

He shook his head ever so slightly and returned to watching the road 
ahead. They had almost reached Vermilion city and Lucy could already 
see the collection of buildings lying ahead. The female human had let 
Vulpix go and she had quickly run ahead to join her trainer in the 
lead . 

" * * That was terrible!"** The vixen cried when she had caught up with 
them. "**I distracted her, but then she did those terrible 
things ! " * * 


That was actually kind of funny. Who knew that a fluffy little fox 
didn't like being cuddled? 



~ 0 ~ 

There was something wrong; he could feel it. It was something in the 
atmospherea€ | the same thing that usually warned him of an impending 
attack. But what could be wrong? He could see the city from his 
current position. There weren't any people walking around the town, 
which was very weird. The city was larger than any city on this 
planet he had seen before, but that didn't say much. 

The Spartan was standing on a hill with multiple trees surrounding 
him. If he could get closer to the city, he might be able to see what 
it was that gave him this bad feeling. But to do so, he would have to 
leave his companions behind for a few minutes. His Pokemon would 
understand, but the soldier? He didn't know whether she would accept 
his decision or decide to join him. She had better obey him. 

He knelt down next to the two outmost trees and held his fist in the 
air a€"his gesture for 'stop'. His Pokemon immediately stopped moving 
and both Nidorino and Lucy took cover, but Vulpix looked around and 
seemed a bit lost. Then she decided that it was probably the best to 
simply join her fellow creatures and hid behind a bush. 

"What do you see?" The soldier asked him. She too had stopped and 
dropped into a crouch, pulling her sidearm in case she needed it. It 
was her only weapon and the Spartan knew that when she would need it, 
she would be in trouble. He had only four magazines left for his 
assault rifle and seven for his battle rifle. It should be enough to 
last multiple engagements, but if he were to engage in guerilla 
activities he would need more ammunition. And more weapons. 

"We got troublea€ | " The Spartan said and continued watching the city. 
It was located near a harbor, thus being a city that probably used 
commercial techniques to raise money. The fact that such a large city 
looked completely empty at such a time during the day indicated that 
something was very wrong. 

There should have been people walking around and he should be able to 
see them. Maybe the terrorist organization Rocket had already staged 
an attack on this city? This could be a major hostage situation for 
all he knew. 

"What is the maximum distance you can communicate telepathically with 
others?" He asked Lucy. 

'_**Ehma€ | tena€ | twenty meters top.' **_She stated. 

He looked down at the hill and noticed a solitary tree standing 
approximately fifteen meters away from his current position. That 
would have to do. 

"I will scout ahead. When given the signal, tell the rest to come 
join me." He then said and pulled his battle rifle 
out . " 

"Acknowledged." The female soldier replied, not taking her eyes off 
the city. Why did she reply? He wasn't talking to her. 

Lucy looked at him and he returned her gaze. Apparently she too was 
confused by the soldier's reply instead of her own. 

'_**Understood. ' **_ Lucy said. 



Now that that had been taken care of, he could get to work. Still 
crouching, he moved slowly towards the tree downhill. Moving slowly 
for a Spartan was still faster than normal people could run, so it 
didn't take him very long to reach the tree unnoticed. 

No return firea€|no shouts of alarma€|he hadn't been noticed. Now 
came the difficult part; a hundred meter dash past open terrain. Of 
course there were a few pieces of cover between him and the city; a 
small pond, a series of small and thin treesa€ | and that was about 
it . 

Still, he had covered larger ground with less cover and multiple 
Wraith tanks zeroing in on him. He was confident he could cover a 
hundred meters without dying. 

He spun around the tree a€"rifle at the ready- and started his run. 
Moving one feet right in front of the other, he soon accelerated to a 
speed of thirty miles per hour. There wasn't any incoming fire to 
slow him down and neither did he hear any screaming or sounds of 
alarm. He was still holding his battle rifle and he kept scanning the 
city while approached it. There was a large, hastily erected wooden 
wall blocking his way. The top of the structure was blocked by barbed 
wire and there were multiple signs nailed to the blockade, but he 
couldn't read them from his current distance. 

Within ten seconds of charging down the hill and taking minor cover 
between the available trees, he had approached the wall close enough 
that he could actually read the signs now: "Keep out, intruders will 
be shot . " 

That was very promising. He ignored the 'warnings' and kept moving. 

He impacted on the wooden wall and smashed through it without 
difficulty. As soon as he had cleared the way, he swept his rifle 
across the rooftops and windows to check for hidden gunman or 
ambushes . 

He couldn't detect any, so he turned around and gave the signal. He 
had no doubt about Lucy's eyesight and he knew that she could see 
him. The team would proceed down the hill like he had and would take 
up position next to him. It was up to him to get them there 
safely . 

While his companions moved to Vermilion city, he did a double check 
on the available houses and then slowly moved through the city. There 
was a large open field to his right, surrounded with trees. To his 
right were multiple buildings and a few meters beyond those, the deep 
blue colour of the sea. 

He had actually hit the coast. It was his third day on this strange 
planet and only now had he reached the coast. 

He spotted a large cruise-ship up ahead. That was even weirder. Why 
was there such a large ship lying docked when the town was empty? 
Perhaps there was some sort of gathering onboard of the ship. But why 
had they seen fit to try and barricade the city like that? It wasn't 
exactly a protective method for wild Pokemon a€"they couldn't read. 
And they would simply blast through the puny wooden wall like he 
had . 



'_**We are coming up toa€ | your six? Our friend asked me to tell you 
not to shoot us. '**_ 

He remained silent as he moved up, pausing only to scoop a small doll 
of the ground. It was shaped like a yellow rodent with red cheeks and 
it looked like it was at least ten years old. It had seen its wear 
and tear, but it was still in one piece. 

Children usually carried those thingsa€|why would a child drop his 
doll in a place like this? Not exactly the most desolated of 
locat ionsa€ i 

"Damn you move fast!" A voice behind him said. He recognized it as 
friendly and resisted the urge to twist around and unload his gun. "I 
have never seen humans move so fast before." 

He didn't respond, but he could guess where this was going. "Mind 
telling me how you did that?" 

He sighed and turned to look at her. "Look, Missa€|" What was her 
name again? 

"Arckson. " She said and frowned. "And you have more secrets than you 
let on . " 

Yes, good of her to notice that. "Any and all Intel regarding me or 
my operations is classified on a need-to-know basis. Which 
means-" 

"Which means to shut up and drop the subject, yes I know." She 
said . 

Good . 

He took another look at the cruise-ship and hit the magnification on 
his HUD. He zoomed in on one of the visible windows and was not 
surprised to see a dark shape walking past it. So there was life in 
this village- he just needed to look at the right place. Now he was 
stuck with the question whether said life was hostile or not. And 
there was only one way of finding out, really. 

He would have to move in and make contact. Great. 

"Move out." He told his squad and proceeded to move through the 
village. His legs moved automatically and he picked up speed again. 

He swept his rifle back and forth to keep scanning his surroundings 
while he charged past the buildings and one large warehouse. 

There was nobody to shootaC | at him. 

Eventually he hit the docks and the only thing standing between him 
and the boat, was a small iron door that provided entrance to said 
boat . 

But the moment he took another step forward, something in the back of 

his mind flared to life and he realized that he was in danger. He 

rolled to his side and took cover behind one of the large poles 

standing there and was just in time to see a gun appear from the rail 

of the boat. It waved around and sprayed the docks, sending bullets 
flying through the air and nearly destroyed the wooden 



docks . 


"Contact!" He yelled and jumped out from his cover. He noticed that 
the gun looked similar to a very old WWII design. Weird how weaponry 
almost always coevolved amongst different people. His training kicked 
in and the world slowed down and sped up simultaneously. The door at 
the entrance of the boat flew open and three people appeared- clad in 
the green-brown outfits that signified soldiers. Two of them were 
holding bolt-action rifles and the last one a€"a smaller soldier- 
held a pistol. 

They were obviously hostile and they even started to take aim at him. 
Two of them shouted something, but it wasn't important what they 
said. They were trying to shoot him. But he was so much faster. 

The Spartan aimed down the scope and squeezed off four bursts- one 
hit the gun that was spraying the general area from high above and 
the next three downed two of the soldiers standing in the hall. They 
dropped and a€"probably by complete chance or by previous momentum- 
one of the bodies fell in front of the last person, blocking his last 
burst and sparing his life. 

The first shot had knocked the gun out of the hands of whoever was 
holding it and it clatteted to the ground. Before the bodies had 
chance to hit the ground he charged forwards and delivered a flying 
kick to the lifeless persons, sending them flying through the hall 
and into another locked door. By the time he had neutralized both 
threats and entered the boat, his team had stumbled onto the 
docks . 

'_**Math! Are you alright!' **_ Lucy's concerned voice echoed through 
his mind. 

"Copy that." He said, feeling mildly annoyed that the Pokemon kept on 
using his name instead of calling him what he was. He still had a 
hostile element to take care of; the last person hadn't been killed 
by his fire. 

He walked over to the remaining hostile and found that he was trapped 
underneath the bodies of his friends. 

"What happened?" The female yelled when she joined him in the boat. 
"Who were those people!" He had no idea, but it was time to find out. 
He kicked the two bodies away and looked at the soldier who had tried 
to shoot him. It was a young female. She couldn't have been much 
older thana€ i sixteen? Seventeen? He didn't care. 

"PleaseaC ! " She breathed. He noticed that one shot actually did hit 
her; she had a bloody hole in her right shoulder and it was bleeding 
profoundly. She was trying to rise and one of her hands reached for 
him, almost pleadingly. "H-helpa€ | mea€ | " 

She was an enemy soldier that had tried to kill him. She is lucky; 
had he been covenant, her death would have been more painful. And 
violent . 

He aimed his weapon at her head and then pulled the trigger. The trio 
of bullets slammed straight into her head and knocked her body down. 
Two of the bullets penetrated the steel underneath her and the third 
simply ricocheted off of the ground and flattened itself against the 



ceiling. After the three-round burst, the hallway into the ship was 
surprisingly quiet. 

His team had finally caught up to him and by the time they were 
entering the ship, he had already moved up to the second door. 

"Oh god!" The lieutenant Commander yelled and she brought her hands 
to her mouth. He paid her no mind and continued with his job. 

"Move out." He yelled to his team and grabbed the door. It had a 
classic rotating lock, which was signature on ships like these. He 
twisted it open within a second and then he kicked the door in 
a€"already having his weapon at the ready and mind set to kill. 

No shots were fired, no screams betrayed their presence. The next 
room was a large hall, littered with small chairs and tables. "All 
clear!" He called and waited for a response. It didn't come. 

He turned around and was surprised to see his human companion was 
still standing with her back to a wall, hands clasped in front of her 
mouth and her own pistol lying on the ground. Her skin was looking 
deadly pale and tears had formed in her eyes. What was wrong? Had she 
been shot? 

"Status report!" 

Nidorino slowly walked past the corpse, pausing only to sniff at its 
head. Then he gave a slow wining sound and quickly moved on, joining 
the Spartan in the next room. 

i_**You killed hera€|A'**_ Lucy said in his kind. She soundedaC i of f . 
Like her voice was tremblingaC | why would that be? '_**You shot her 
dead ! ' * *_ 

The girl had barged outside with a gun together with two other men, 
who had actually gotten to aim their weapons at him. At the same time 
someone else was trying to kill him from a vantage position. She had 
chosen her side and she had chosen poorly. 

Vulpix was sitting next to the Lieutenant Commander, her tails were 
covering her head and she was softly whining. 

"Status!" He repeated and waited for his companions to acknowledge 
his request. What was going on Why were they ignoring him? Part of 
him simply wanted to leave them standing there and move on, but the 
other half decided that Lucy was too valuable to leave behind. 

"She is deadaC | " The soldier whispered. Lucy was slowly walking up to 
the body and then stopped at the girl's head. She knelt down and Math 
briefly wondered as to what she would do. Then he noticed her 
reaching out for the eyes and he understood what she meant to do. It 
was completely useless and irrelevant to their current situation; 
they had to clear the ship as fast as possible and find the person 
that was responsible for these events. 

The Kirlia slowly and tenderly reached for the corpse's eyes and 
closed them. Now the girl looked like she was sleeping; deeply and 
peacefully . 


Were it not for the hole in her head. 



"Why did you do that!" Arckson said. She too sounded like she was 
trembling; what was with everybody today? Was it because he had shot 
the hostile soldier? What was wrong with that? Her eyebrows met in 
the center and her mouth was a grim line. That usually meant that 
someone was angry. 

"She was just a child! You could have given her a chance, you could 
have-you-"She was so out of her mind that she couldn't even form 
coherent sentences. 

i_**You killed a childa€| '**_ Lucy slowly said, her voice filled with 
venom. '_**She didn't even hurt you!'**_ 

The girl hadn't been exactly a child, but he could still understand 
the controversy over his action. They hadn't seen the man attempting 
to suppress him from above while a three-man cell tried to flush him 
out of cover. He was a soldier; returning fire and killing hostile 
soldiers was basically what he did his entire life. When some 
teenager who had chosen her life poorly attempted to stop him, why 
should he show any mercy? 

"She was an enemy soldier about to open fire. Why is her death so 
important ? " 

The Kirlia got to her feet and stared at him. Vulpix was still 
whimpering with her tails covering her head and Nidorino was moving 
restlessly from one room between another. 

"She couldn't defend herself! She was a helpless hostage!" 

"I don't take hostages. Nor prisoners." 

"But she was just a kid!" 

"Age is irrelevant. Intent isn't." 

The female looked at him with a shocked expression. "Where are you 
even from ! ? " 

"Somewhere very far away." 

"Stop trying to be the cryptic soldier, you just committed a serious 
crime ! " 

He was getting tired of people telling him what to do. This woman 
would either accept his command, or he would kick her out of the 
team. No compensating. "I removed a threat." He stated, slowly 
feeling his patience running out. "She tried to kill us and I 
eliminated her. As a soldier, you should understand." 

"Then I am probably not a soldier, because there is nothing I 
understand about killing children!" She bit back. "If this is how you 
resolve every situation then I don't want to be anywhere near 
you ! " 

Fine by him. "Then leave." 

"I might just do that!" She said. Her face looked seriously angry. 
Even he could see that . 



"Lucy? Move out." 


' _* *No . ' 

What ? 

"Excuse me?" 

'_**I said no! I have been putting up with you for a very long time 
and I accepted all your shortcomings. But herea€ | here you crossed a 
line! A'**_ 

He had? All this time, Lucy had been by his side. She had pulled him 
through the world and helped him when his knowledge was insufficient. 
He had saved her and protected her and fed hera€ | they were partners. 
She wasn't just an animal; she was more than that. Of every single 
human he had ever met, no one had been as important to him as the 
Pokemon Lucy was . 

But killing enemy soldiers to fulfill missionsa€ | to act for the 
greater good of humanity that was his purpose. It was everything he 
did. If she couldn't find peace with thata€|if she wasn't compatible 
as his partnera€ | then he would have to steel his heart once again and 
leave her behind. 

It struck him as odd that after everything that had happened and 
everything he had done, he actually felt bad for abandoning a 
wilda€|his pokemon. For some reason, she was important to him. He had 
been pushing his own needs and feelings away for so long that he 
wasn't even sure what they WERE. And when Lucy came arounda€ | psychic 
and telepathic Lucya€ i she had been hitting the nail right on its head 
when it came to him. She understood him better than he did in some 
ways . 

He didn't understand why she was important to him but she was. He 
didn't want to leave her behinda€ | he really didn't. But he had to. If 
he were to keep functioning as a soldier a€"as a Spartan- he would 
have to keep focus. 

"We can work this outa€ | " He started, no longer caring that the 
soldier could hear him. "Just come with me and we'll make this 
work . " 

She slowly shook her head. '_**Noa€|we can't do that. Not 
anymore 

He sighed and accepted the situation as it was. There was nothing he 
could do and he knew it. Buta€ i Lucy was with the soldier now. She was 
as good a replacement as anyone was when it came to taking care of 
Pokemon, he guessed. He would eventually ditch the Pokemon himself 
and now that they were with someone that could take care of them, he 
no longer had to worry about splitting up with them. Now he could 
focus on getting back to the UNSC. 

"Lucya€|" He said and extended his hand to her. He would give her one 
more chance and then he would leave. 

'_**My species are linked with their trainersa€ | ' **_She started. Her 
voice soundeda€ | devoid of emotion. Restrained and carefully kept. The 



Lieutenant Commander kept her mouth shut and Vulpix had stopped 
making her little whining noises. Nidorino was keeping a careful eye 
on him. It occurred to him that Lucy had to be important to them as 
well as she was to him. They had really formed a right team. They 
would be better off with the female than they would be with 
him . 

'_**Kirlia grow beautiful when their trainers are happyaC i and we can 
sense their emotions. When they are happyaC | we are. When they are 
sada€|we are. Some persons actually think that we grow more powerful 
as our trainers grow more spirited. '**_ 

He knew where this was going. She had told him this before a€"how his 
emotions were linked to hers. He should have known betteraC | of all 
the people to become her trainer, the one without any emotions or 
spirit had. He had hurt her just by becoming her trainer. 

But her powers were unmatched when compared to other Pokemon. She had 
defeated every single creature they had encountered and she was the 
happiest person he had ever met. 

AndaCiwell, she had grown quiet beautiful. Were Kirlia so exceptional 
that even a remarkable individual as Lucy was below-average? 

"You weren't the only one affected by our partnershipaC i " He softly 
said and turned around. He had a ship to clearaC | cities to reach. 
Terrorist organizations to take care of. 

"So that's it?" The soldier yelled at him. "You are just going to 
continue on?" 

Yes. What else was there to do for him now? 

"Yes. Take care of them." And with that he readied his rifle again 
and continued deeper into the ship. 

~ 0 ~ 

The fact that there were multiple hostile soldiers on a cruise-ship 
that was so obviously designed with civilians in mind was proof of 
his theories. There was a terroristic organization behind all of 
this; it was either Rocket or a militant group. And he could clear 
both of them out. He had cut through many rooms, encountering no more 
people than he had killed when boarding the ship. It was weird how 
there were so few people onboard of a ship this large. 

What was even weirder was that absolutely not a single light was 
working. The ship was shrouded in darkness and silence. And he had 
used that to his advantage. He could see almost perfect in the dark; 
the few enemy soldiers that he did encounter couldn't. He didn't even 
need to fire his weapon once; close combat and stealth tactics had 
been enough to disable all of them. 

He hadn't killed any of them though; he wasn't too sure why that 
would be. It would be so easy to just murder him with his knife or 
bare hands and then move on, but something kept preventing him from 
making that fatal move. He didnA't know what that was and he didnA't 
understand why it was even affecting him. All that he did know was 
that he needed information. Again. 



He moved like a shadow; without sounds. Without anyone seeing him. He 
was there and then he was gone again. Eventually he encountered an 
intersection. He could head ten meters to the right and around the 
corner or he could go ten meters to his left and around the corner. 
Both of the ways led in the same general direction: ahead. But what 
struck him as odd was that the piece of wall in front of him 
a€"twenty meters long in total- had at least three doors. What room 
was so large that it would need three doors? 

He could try opening them and quickly clearing the rooma€|but if they 
were riggeda€ | 

a€|his armour could take the blow. He decided in a split-second to 
clear the large room and then moved to the outer-most left door. He 
leaned against it and checked the magazine of his assault rifle; it 
would be more useful in clearing the room and he still had a fresh 
clip for that specific gun. 

He counted to three and then pivoted around, breaking the door open 
like a piece of cardboard on matchsticks all the while making awful 
lot of noise. He analyzed the situation before him in the blink of an 
eye and quickly concluded that he had found the civilians. 

The large room that he had stumbled into was also black as the light, 
but still he could see everything that transpired in there. There 
were at least a hundred people all stowed away in there; some of them 
were lying on the ground, unmoving and others were hiding underneath 
the many tables that were scattered all across its interior. But most 
of them were simply sitting on the ground, staring blankly ahead or 
comforting their beloved ones. 

He could hear some children crying and many people whispering, but 
those didn't count as noises. The room was silent. 

Scattered across the room were multiple hostiles armed with the same 
aged design of machine guns. They were wearing backpacks with 
military trinkets and some of them sported flashlights that were 
aimed at the floor. He counted half a dozen armed guards walking 
amongst the civilians a€"all of which had to be hostages, according 
to their stances and quiet behaviour. Besides; who would need to 
guard a blacked-out ship with a large room containing a hundred 
people with armed men? 

At the sound of him breaking into the room, many peoples turned 
around and looked at him. But many more people simply ducked to the 
ground with their hands covering their heads and necks. So their 
experiences with people opening doors weren't positive? All the more 
reason for him to assume that they were being kept as prisoners. 

The armed guards also turned towards him, but they were moving so 
slow that he could have sprinted across the room before they could 
even pull the trigger. He had obviously caught them off guard, but 
how long would that last? How long before a confused man would start 
gunning down innocent people? He had to take them out quick before he 
lost the element of surprise. 

Breaching and clearing rooms filled with armed hostiles always 
excited both him and his fellow Spartans. The prospect of barging 
into a room and shooting every single target in a single moment of 
confusion and chaos was enough to jumpstart many instincts and drive 



away all doubts and feelings, leaving a clear and undisturbed mind 
only working on Spartan-time. 

So the moment he had analyzed the tactical layout of the room, he 
aimed down his sights and began taking shots. At the same time he 
moved into the room, lessening the distance between him and his 
targets. Everytime he pulled the trigger, an enemy fell. His rifle 
jumped from one target to the other and in the timespan of two 
seconds, all six targets fell to the ground. Killed with 
headshot s . 

He didn't stop at that though; if there were more enemies aboard then 
they would have heard his shots. It was safe to assume that the enemy 
knew they were being attacked a€"the incident at the docks was loud 
enough. But they had no reason to believe that they had been 
infiltrated so deeply, up to now at least. 

He sprinted across the room, jumping between the frightened civilians 
like a deer would clear rocks and fallen trees. If he reached the 
other side before more hostiles entered, he could catch them off 
guard too. Finally the rules of this planet had turned to his favor. 
Tactics and strategies worked again and now he could act like he 
would when engaging normal enemies; Insurrectionists and 
Covenant . 

He reached the other wall and smashed into the door. It broke off its 
hinges and tumbled to the ground, but he simply rolled over his 
shoulder and kept on moving. He could see light up ahead and if there 
was one room which would need light, then it was the room where the 
leader of the terrorists had taken residence to discuss their 
matters . 

Whatever those were. 

He had spent six rounds clearing the previous room. That meant he 
still had more than enough ammunition to clear the next one. He 
didn't want to waste any ammo by reloading prematurely; he would wait 
until the ammo-counter dropped to zero before spending another 
magazine . 

He reached the next room and noticed that the door was opened 
slightly; there was just enough room for light to pour out of it and 
he could hear people talking. They sounded like they were discussing 
recent events. The fact that they were in lit room in the middle of a 
ghost-ship filled with hostages, signaled that they were in fact the 
people responsible for the mess. 

"I heard shotsa€|what happened back there?" 

"No ideaa€ | should we check it out?" 

"What if those idiots shot some of the hostages?" 

"Silence ! " 

The last voice had an air of command, he could hear that. There were 
at least four different people inside according to the different 
voices and responses and he could hear the faint breathing and 
whimpering of another batch of hostages. Why were these people kept 
in the room with them and not in the room back where he had found the 



majority of the city's population? 

"Didn't you hear that ruckus? We're compromised!" 

These terrorists had military training. He had heard enough though. 

He would attempt to capture these hostiles and make them talk, 
whatever the cost. He ripped the door open and moved inside the room 
with his rifle at the ready. "Drop your weapons!" He yelled, but then 
he noticed something which could be a potential snag in his 
operation. Two of the men had already picked up civilians to use as 
living shields and another one had a pistol aimed at the head of 
another one. 

The last one opened the door behind him and fled outside, bathing the 
room temporarily in light. He had to be the leader a€"leaving his 
subordinates to clear up his mess and fleeing himself. 

"Throw your weapon to the ground!" 

"Surrender ! " 

Two of the terrorists were still acting like they had control over 
the situation, but the last one was trembling visibly. He didn't have 
a good grip on his hostage and he didn't look ready to pull the 
trigger when needed to. 

This was situation he had only encountered twice before. The first 
time he had been able to take out the hostage-keepers with some 
well-placed shots, but the second time had gone hairy. Five of the 
seven hostages had died in the action. 

His first thought was to simply shoot the hostiles and then see if 
the civilians would remain unharmed, but then he remembered how his 
last operation shoot-first-ask-later had turned out. He had literally 
scared the only person on this planet that wanted to help him away. 
Not that he couldn't handle the situation on his own, of course. But 
that simple fact prevented him from pulling the trigger a€"he had to 
try and save the hostages. 

"Drop your weapons or you will be shot!" He called out. That would be 
his last warning. If the terrorists didn't comply, he would shoot 
them . 

"Drop your gun bastard! Or I will plug a new hole in this pretty 
lady's head!" The man furthest away from him yelled. He had a teenage 
girl in his arm, pointing his sidearm directly at her temple. If he 
shot him, the sudden muscle-spasms would ensure that the trigger 
would be pulled. 

And he would have killed another kid. Not acceptable; this was 
exactly the kind of situation had he needed to review his duty as a 
soldier. He had sworn to protect all of humanity. These people were 
innocent civilians, kept hostile by a rogue militant group. If he 
acted inappropriately, these people would die. He had no choice but 
to ensure their safety, whatever the cost. 

"Drop it now!" The other man yelled from his own position. His stance 
was worse than his colleague's and if he were to die, the ensuring 
fire wouldn't neccesarily kill his hostage. 



He could either bluff his way out of this or drop his weapon and 
surrender. That was never an option. Neither was bluffing; even 
though this group had accepted a young girl in their ranks as 
soldiera€ | perhaps he could try? 

"Your friends are dead." He said. "They died in the same way you 
will: using an innocent person as a shield." 

He couldn't see whether his words hit home, but he would have to 

trust on the psychological side of this engagement. His large 
imposing appearance, his weapon aimed directly at them and the fact 
that he had killed most of the hostile soldiers to get here. They 
should know that; there was no way he would have been able to reach 
them without murdering his way past their buddies. 

"You gonna die here man! You dead!" the man replied, pressing the gun 
even tighter against his victim's head. 

The Spartan could see a potential solution, but to do so he would 

first have to scare the trembling guy away. He would either pull the 

trigger out of fear or not at all, but he needed to push him a little 
further . 

"No. You can't hurt me and I don't care for those people." He said. 

He hated talking this much, but right now it was necessary for his 
plan to succeed. 

The man that was subject to his psychological warfare was trembling 
even more. 

"If I surrenderee | will you let me go?" 

That was the spirit. He looked the man in his eyes and noticed that 
the guy wasn't even that old; he had to be fresh out of his teens. 

Not a teenager anymore, but neither a full adult. An 
adolescent . 

"Shut the hell up you idiot!" His companion yelled, but the Spartan 
had different plans. 

"Let him go and you live." He said. The terrorist's companions didn't 
look very happy with that choice; he could see them making 
eye-contact with each other. Then, by some unspoken form of 
communication, the cowardly man dropped his hostage and turned 
towards the exit . 

"You traitor!" The man without a human shield screamed and turned 
around to shoot his former ally in the back. That moment of chaos was 
what the Spartan had been waiting for; he sighted on the girl's leg 
and squeezed off a shot. The round hit her in her lower leg and she 
screamed with pain and shock. Her legs were no longer able to keep 
her upright and she collapsed on the ground, falling out of the grip 
of her assailant. 

By that time the super-soldier had already taken aim at the man 
without a living shield and shot him in the head. Then he quickly 
turned to the terrorist with the largest mouth. The man was still in 
the process of being surprised by the sudden loss of his hostage and 
he was just about to move his pistol when a 7.62 mm armour-piercing 
round tore its way through his head, spraying the wall behind him 



with gore. 


The two men fell almost simultaneously to the ground and then the 
only sounds in the room were those of the crying girl and several 
other hostages. Most of them were sobbing in silence or trying to 
calm others, it appeared that the terrorists had taken the time to 
select a few people to take with them to their little talking room 
because the main amount of hostages were still back in the main 
room . 

Why would that be? 

He knelt next to the girl he had shot in her leg and tried to think 
of a way to calm her down. Even though he had shot her, she didn't 
really seem to mind. For some reason she was not crawling away from 
him, screaming for to leave or even trying to hide from him. She 
simply sat there on the ground, holding her bleeding leg and trying 
not to cry too hard. 

He grabbed his combat knife and then cut a large piece of clothing 
from the nearest corpse. 

"Are you alright?" He asked in the general direction of the hostages. 
They had just been through a very difficult time and he did just 
shoot one of them. If he didn't communicate with them in a way, they 
might grow angry with him and that would make his mission even more 
complicated . 

' Y-you shot me!" The girl muttered. It was obvious that she didn't 
like what he did and he could imagine why. 

"I had to. There was no other way to save your life." He said, taking 
care to tell her that she was alive and that he had saved her. It 
would prevent anyone from alienating him. Now he just needed to help 
her recover from the shot and the blood-loss. He grabbed the strap of 
clothing he had cut off and gently wrapped it around her leg. The 
bullet had exited the wound via the back so he didn't have to pluck 
the projectile out of her limb. 

"Keep pressure on the wound and refresh the bandage after every 
hour." He said and decided that he had done enough. He had to chase 
after the leader and take him out. 

"Promise me that you take the bastard down!" One of the hostages 
said. He took a closer look at the person who spoke up and noticed 
that it was an elderly person. So a retired woman wanted him to kill 
the terrorist leader? Interesting. 

"He'll pay." He said and then turned towards the exit. The target had 
a head-start, but he was a Spartan. Nobody could evade him and he 
would never lose his guy. 

He kicked the door open and started the chase. 

~ 0 ~ 

**And the second two-parter in the story has been submitted. I wanted 
to do the entirety of Vermillion city in one part, but then I 
realized that it would most likely take too long to make it. So I 
decided to split it up in two chapters. For those of you who have 



gotten used to chapters of 10K words: I am sorry, but I really need 
to split this chapter up in 2 parts. You will understand when part 2 
comes up.** 


17. My duty pt 2 

**Special shoutout to * * * *Primordial soul: **** Wow. Thank you! I 
don't really know how to respond to so much praise, so I'm going to 
give it a shot. ** 

**Your large amount of feedback is amazing for the development of my 
writing skills. The fact that everything I intended to place in the 
story actually made sense and worked is just awesome.** 

* * As for your question: I can say for certain that there will be more 
Halo elements. I won't say more to prevent spoilers though, so the 
suggestion of **_**which * *_* *element s will be appearing shall be 
left unansweredaC i or will it?** 

**This story would never have come so far were it not for the amazing 
team of reviewers that keep posting their feedback on every chapter 
that comes out. You know who you are and you are awesome!** 

** (Also I realized that I completely forgot to respond to ****Solar 
Jarl The Cannon King 44K ****in my last chapteraC i that couldn't have 
come over very nice. What I wanted to say was that I appreciate your 
feedback, but that I don't plan on using Mega-evolutions. The Mega's 
for certain Pokemon in the party just lookaC i a little 
silly.)** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"—Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

* * Sp e e ch ' * * telepathic speech 


~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 25- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. 

Nidorino, lvl 20- significant moves: peck, poison sting, double 
kick . 

Vulpix, lvl 21- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, quick attack 
and will-o-wisp. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_I am glad to see that you are showing interest in the Spartans. 
There are several key character traits which not only define their 
overall skills, but also their personality. Spartan zero-one-one for 
example is completely unable to read facial expressions, often 



leaving him to guess at what people are feeling and thinking. 
Fortunately in his line of work, he doesn't have to use nonverbal 
communication that much . 

"_Waita€ i he can't read facial expressions? What is that 
about ? 

"_We have done several researches about the mattera€ | I have the 
reports here, if you would like to read them?"_ 

- Conversation between Jennifer Sunfield and General Lance, 14 
January 2548 

~ 0 ~ 

Gunshots. Multiple gunshots. 

That was what Nidorino had told her, that her 'trainer' had stumbled 
into another firefight. And here she was, walking away from him 
together with the other two Pokemon and the female soldier like 
nothing was happening at all. 

But it was his own fault! He had murdered a young girl in cold blood 
and in doing so, had shown his ugliest side to her. Even the other 
soldier had agreed that it was unacceptable what he had done. She had 
said that his behaviour was unnatural even for soldiers and that he 
wasn't fit to be one. 

Why had he even done so? He had killed the other two humans and the 
girl wasn't dangerous anymore. So why? Had he really thought that she 
was a threat to him? With his white armour that could repel even the 
most dangerous attacks? 

She couldn't understand it. Her trainer had done terrible things but 
he had done so because of the right reasons. His life had been in 
danger right? When he killed the bikers, they had actively been 
trying to kill him and the innocent villagers. 

When he captured and interrogated the Rocket man who had tried to 
kidnap her, she had understood why he had done so. She accepted his 
behaviour as necessary. But now? The girl had tried to surrender. She 
hadn't even gotten to fire her weapon at them and he had shot her in 
her head, without giving her any chance. It was plain murder 

Did he truly think he was doing the right thing by doing so? Soldiers 
were supposed to fight monsters and protect the innocent. A true 
soldier would have given the girl a chance to improve her 
lifea€| given her a second chance. Or at least that was what she 
thought . 

Why hadn't he done so? He was still such a complete stranger to her. 
She understood that he thought his life revolved around being a 
soldier, but that he actually acted like it wasa€| scary. How far 
would he go in his duty? How much would he sacrifice in his pledge to 
protect the innocent? 

Yes the people on the boat had been trying to kill thema€ j and yes the 
girl had been an enemy with a lethal weapon. But given the 
chancea€ | would she really have used the weapon? Would she really have 
attacked him? 



"Don't keep worrying about him." The human said and turned to look at 
her. She was being so nice to hera€ | it was a change from how Math 
used to treat her. 

But why did it feel all wrong then? If the change was nice, shouldn't 
she be happy? Shouldn't it be a positive thing that somebody was 
treating her better than her previous companion had? 

That was the point, however. Her trainer had never mistreated her; he 
had never abused her, hurt her or even willingly insulted her. He had 
only said some things which seemed like terrible insults but a€"upon 
later reflection- had only been his own line of thoughts. 

It was how he treated others around him that appalled her. He had a 
total disregard for personal feelings and he had never ever heard of 
the word ' social . ' 

Her opinion of him kept switching between two stances and it 
frightened her that the balance of her mind had disappeared so 
suddenly. Normally her mental capacities were well ahead of her 
physical ones; her thoughts were always well kept and calm. Nothing 
ever caused her to doubt herself a€ | except for her trainer. 

On one hand he was a murderer; shooting and killing many people just 
because they got in his way and going as far as to execute children 
to continue on his single-minded journey to his own set goal. 

On the other hand everyone he had killed had actively been trying to 
kill him or hurt her. He was simply fighting back to protect both her 
life and his own a€"and that was not even taking into account that he 
had protected and freed two villages that had been continuously 
harassed and attacked by real murderers. So he was still fulfilling 
his duty as a soldier, right? 

And he actually cared for her. She could never read his thoughts, but 
his sub-consciousness told her so much. He felt like he needed to 
protect her, that she was important to him. Even though every 
decision he made was based on fighting and thinking how to fight, it 
always included what was best for her. 

And not only for her; the human had a team of Pokemon on whom he 
could fall back if things didn't work out. Even though they had their 
problems: Nidorino with his constant need for aggression and 
fighting, Vulpix with her secrets and even she a€"a Kirlia- was 
struggling to live in a world which didn't always make sense to 
her . 

But they worked together and they cared for each other, no matter 
what they felt or did. The trainer had let them down with his 
actions, yes. But he had never meant to hurt 
thema€ | right? 

"* *Vulpixa€ | please stop crying. It won't change anythinga€ | * Lucy 
told the vixen. The poor little thing had been so happy with her 
trainer a€"he had taken her in and protected her. He had cared for 
her and even believed that she could do so much more than she ever 
thought she could do. And she had loved her human for it. 


And then he went ahead and shot a child in the head. A child with a 



weapon about to attack him, but a child nonetheless. 


"**Why can't we just be together?"** She sniffed and struggled to 
control her tears. " * *Everything is changing so fasta€|"** 

"**I know sweet iea€ | but we just have to move ona€ i " **Did they? Lucy 
was feeling less and less certain of herself now that she had time to 
properly think. If there was one thing in the world which could 
change things, then it was a psychic type thinking about her own 
decisions . 

"**I don't like this one bit!" **Nidorino growled. The poison-type 
wasn't leading them ahead like he always did. He was simply hanging 
in the back, trying to keep a low profile. "**Who is she to become 
our alpha? Who made her leader!"** 

She didn't care who the leader or alpha wasa€ | she cared for who was 
their trainer. Who was traveling with them. But she guessed it was 
the same for him and she could appreciate that he too was having 
doubts. "**Our trainer did something terrible. I didn't want him 
around us anymorea€ | but now? I don't know. This human simply promised 
to take care of us."** 

Nidorino growled and then remained quiet. It was obvious that the 
other Pokemon thought that the situation was doubtful as well. And 
now that he was fighting againa€|this time with enemies that could 
actually hurt hima€ | they were walking away from him. 

He shot a child without mercy. 

He did it because he believed it to be justified. 

He thought his life was just killing for the sake of protecting 
innocents . 

He killed a childa€ i without giving her a chance. 

~ 0 ~ 

As soon as he kicked the door open, the bright light of the sun 
nearly blinded him. After having spent some time on the dark bowels 
of the ship where there was absolutely no light to be found, the 
sudden transition between shadows and sun was very intense. His visor 
polarized to compensate somewhat though; enabling him to keep on 
going without slowing down at all. The large man he was chasing was 
the head of the organization here and now it was time for some 
answers . 

He was running along the length of the ship, crossing the outermost 
borders of its exterior. He could see the target running ahead a€"he 
had a large head-start but against the speed of a Spartan, there was 
no running. No head-start was big enough. 

The route ahead curved inwards. He would have to change his path and 
follow the exterior lining just like the man was doing a€"and make a 
large detour. Or he could justa€ | 

He flexed the muscles in his legs and jumped a€"powered by the 
MJOLNIR armour and his augmentations, he was able to cross the half a 
dozen meters and completely skip the detour. He landed on the wooden 



deck and immediately dove forwards to execute a rolling maneuver, 
lest he completely destroy the wooden planking underneath him and 
lose momentum. 

His target was running towards the outmost point of the ship a€"a 
large open deck with enough space to let three Scorpion MBT ' s drive 
through side-by-side. Who designed this ship? 

a€ | he could really use a Scorpion around now. 

The man reached the railing and turned around. He was wearing 
military fatigues and boots, with a large, armless and very leather 
jacket hanging over it. His hair was short and blond and his face had 
a serious quality over it. A belt with three PokA© balls hung over 
his shoulder like a bandolier and a single revolver was sheathed in 
his cargo pants. 

So this was the man responsible? "Drop your weapon!" He snapped, 
hoping that the man would do the smart thing and surrender to 
him . 

"Why? You are the one shooting everyone kid!" The man barked, taking 
a step forward. "We were content to simply stay in the city and study 
but no! You had to go ahead and nail everyone between the eyes! Nice 
shooting by the way." 

Was he being sarcastic? Everything about this man screamed 'military' 
at him, but his behaviour was off. Like something was pushing next to 
his rational mind, causing him to acta€ | twitchy . 

"Studying what?" He asked, cutting through the spoken words and 
picking the things that seemed relevant out of the 
conversation . 

"You don't know? You seriously don't know? Vermillion city has been 
blessed!" The man yelled, his eyes looking weird. If only he could 
figure out what that meant then he might be able to glean some more 
information from his features. 

"Tell me. Now." He said and took a step closer to his target. 

"My name is lieutenant Surge!" He yelled and crossed his arms. "You 
look like a soldier to me!" 

Well no shit. 

"But I have to say, a little runt like you won't last long in a real 
war!" he then added. He was making no sense whatsoever; this Surge 
might be a very large man but Math was still bigger with his MJOLNIR 
armour. The unusually large man was shorter by at least a foot and in 
no position to call himself better than him. 

And what was that nonsense about him not being able to hold his own 
in a real war? Surge didn't even know his combat capabilit iesa€ | how 
was he supposed to know what a real war was? 

Waita€ i there had been a war on this world? For real? Wella€|if Surge 
wanted to play word games then he would play along. If he could 
capture the man alive it would really improve his understanding of 
the world around him. 



"You wouldn't know war if it shot you in your ass". He said, hoping 
that the insult would rile the man up and cause him to say things he 
wouldn't have said otherwise. 

"But I do! Electric types saved my life during the war and aided me 
in the excavation of the relic!" 

Another man talking nonsense about Pokemon. How could those creatures 
be useful in wara€ | except for distraction or elimination of hostile 
infantry? 

Wait onea€ | he was talking about an excavat iona€ | and a relic? That 
didn't sound very good. On the contrary; that sounded bad. If there 
was one thing he knew, then it was that excavations for relics never 
predicted a good outcome. 

It usually meant the burning of a million innocent people at the 
hands of the Covenant. 

He took a step closer and smashed the butt of his rifle against 
Surge's abdomen. Not hard enough to shatter his bones and crush his 
organs, but hard enough to knock the breath out of him." What relic!" 
He yelled and tore the man's revolver out of its sheath. Then he 
broke it to pieces in one fist and grabbed the man by his throat. 
"Tell me or I'll tear your throat out!" 

There wouldn't be covenant forces on this planet. They didn't know 
where it was; they couldn't possibly be here! 

The carefully controlled and well-kept portions of his mind rippled 
and he could feel his thoughts getting clouded by a dark rage. He had 
been here before a€"he knew how this would end. The covenant would 
burn the planet in their quest for their holy relic and this time, 
there weren't any forces in the vicinity that could stop them. The 
planet would burn just like he had seen many times before. 

Only that was thena€ | and this was now. He could still put a stop to 
this. If he found out what the relic was, he could prevent it from 
falling into the wrong hands. 

The covenant wasn't here a€"the only enemies here were a bunch of 
lunatics and their artefact. 

And a Spartan. With a gun. The situation was under control; it was 
just pure chance that had dictated the circumstances. Same bunch of 
idiots finding a magic item, same religious attempt to keep 
it . 

Different bloodbath. 

"You think you have won! But we have seen our gods!" 

Yes. He had definitely encountered this before. What artefact could 
they have possibly discovered? Could it bea€ | that it was an alien 
artefact? Had they found technology of some sorts? And who were their 
gods supposed to be? 


"Answers. Now." 



"Screw you!" 

Well, he tried being nice. Now he would start breaking bones while 
being nice. If that didn't work, then nice-time would be over. 

"You have lost!" The man growled. 

Why was that? He sounded like he was very sure of himself, but he 
couldn't possibly- 

A sudden tingling in the back of his head brought him back to his 
combat senses and he realized that something was wrong. This Surge 
a€"as crazy with his relic and gods as he was- was too sure of 
himself for a man whose weapon had just been pulverized by a 
seven-foot tall armoured soldier using only his hand. 

The man had an ace up his sleeve, he was sure of that. And the ace up 
his sleeve would either be air support, snipers in the hills or 
Pokemon . 

He heard multiple clicks indicating automatic weapons being switched 
off safety and cursed the lack of his motion tracker. 

Or simple reinforcements. 

He let go off the military terrorist and rolled to his right, 
avoiding several pot shots in the process. 

"Shoot him!" Surge yelled and crawled to his feet. The Spartan 
noticed that he grabbed the bandolier of PokA© balls and prepared to 
throw them, but he was too busy to stop him. There were at least nine 
entrenched soldiers on the upper floors raining fire down on him. 

They were getting surprisingly accurate with their machineguns; he 
had been hit twice now, both times his shielding had blocked the 
projectiles . 

"Raichu! Magnemite ! Go!" Surge yelled. He threw his balls in the air 
and the Spartan resisted trying to shoot them out of the air. They 
would simply pop open and release the Pokemon anyway and in order for 
him to gun them down he would have to stop moving. That meant 
standing still in the middle of a large deck on a ship while nine men 
with guns were shooting at him. Not exactly a very attractive 
shot . 

"You can't beat the lightning gym leader!" Surge yelled. His three 
Pokemon were a big orange mouse and two floating metal balls with 
horse-shoe magnets attached to their heads. So these were electric 
Pokemon? It was probably the first time he actually engaged these 
types. He briefly wondered at their capabilities and then performed a 
backflip to avoid a thin stream of lightning aimed at his head. These 
creatures could control electric currents to perform their 
attacks ? 

Multiple bullets impacted near his feet and slammed into the wooden 
floor, splintering the planks and launching shrapnel everywhere. Then 
virtually every single window on the ship slammed open and the air 
got swarmed by the sudden appearance of at least fifty more 
Magnemite . 


The Spartan cursed his bad luck. How hadn't he encountered those 



before? 


He jumped to his left to avoid five more salvos and returned fire 
with his assault rifle, killing three men and wounding a fourth. The 
sudden decrease in fire on him was enough for the super-soldier to 
get clear of the deck and jump onto the second floor of the 
cruise-ship, under relative cover of the third floor. After that, 
every Magnemite flying through the air decided to discharge their 
electric loads to his position and the Spartan was forced on the 
defensive once again as the air filled with lethally charged 
lightning. How those Electric-pokemon were able to blast him with 
lightning was beyond him. 

And he didn't really care for the physics behind it. All he cared 
about was that there were more than fifty hostiles airborne and every 
single one of them was currently attacking him. 

At least he could see the thin yellow sparks that signified the 
electric-type attacks. He could dodge them easier than bullets. 
Unfortunately his position was being pelted by both bullets and 
lightning strikes and he had a very hard time avoiding the various 
deadly projectile and rays being aimed at him. 

He sprinted across the exterior of the ship, parkouring over various 
railings and obstacles to get out of the line of fire. His shielding 
had dropped to seventy percent from all the electric currents and it 
would appear that his guns were less effective on the Magnemite than 
they were on organic enemies. 

He spun around the corner and immediately run into a bulky sailor 
wielding a large knife. 

"Wha- ! " He called in surprise and attempted to take a swing at his 
head. He was much faster though; he steered the man's arm to his 
right and spun past him, still holding his arm. Then he yanked the 
arm towards him and steered his wrist downwards; effectively breaking 
his wrist and throwing him in the sea. 

He grabbed the man's knife a€"which had fallen on the floor- and 
threw it at the nearest Magnemite. The Pokemon took the blade right 
in itsa€|face? And fell out of the sky. 

He continued moving alongside the ship, firing his assault rifle one 
handed and slamming attacking Pokemon out of the sky. His gauntlet 
kept connecting with a metal-like 'clunk' each time he slammed one of 
the creatures out of his way. They felt like they were made out of 
some sort of metala€ | could it be that they were an electric AND 
metal-type pokemon? 

He jumped over another railing and wrapped his hand around a 
radio-post. Then he launched himself up with his free hand and nearly 
broke the pole in half with his mass. He landed on the above deck 
directly behind the position of the hostile fire-team. 

He rounded the corner and a€"fully expecting to run into the few 
remaining soldiers still alive. What he did not expect was to see the 
large orange mouse sitting in-between three soldiers holding their 
machineguns . 

"Raichu!" It yelled and pumped its long tail into the air. The 



outmost point of the appendage was shaped like the general symbol for 
lightning. Very funny. 

He noticed that the creature actually belonged to the lieutenant 
Surge and a€"despite of how crazy the fool was acting- the pokemon 
was acting verya€ | humanlike . It was actively trying to protect its 
trainer . 

It flexed the muscles in its arms and the Spartan stayed his hand, 
not wanting to shoot the creature that was acting so very much like 
the Kirlia whom he had chased away with his behaviour. 

He paid for that slipup. 

The Raichu finished pumping its tail and it unleashed a bright 
flaring attack; an intense yellow light temporarily blinded him and a 
hundred ants crawled through his armor, biting his skin and causing 
his muscles to contract violently. 

It also felt like there was fire being pumped throughout his armour, 
causing every nerve to ache to protest. 

The pain wasa€ | not nicea€|to say in the least. He rolled over his 
shoulder to his left and tried to find cover between the rooms in the 
back. His shielding was down to forty percent; the lowest it has ever 
been on this planet. Why had he let his guard down like that? How 
could he grow so soft like that! The mere memory of Lucy had been 
enough to let him stop acting like a soldiera€ | what was going on 
with his mind? 

He peered out of cover and noticed that there were at least twenty 
Magnemite floating behind the Raichu. So that was how the stupid 
little thing had managed to get him like that! It had empowered 
itself by using the other twenty other electric-types 
asa€ | conductors . 

Smart little thing. 

He got to his feet and pivoted around the corner, taking a few shots 
at the hostile Magnemite ' s and shooting multiple out of the air. Then 
he hit the next side of the room and took cover again just in time to 
avoid a next thunderclap. 

His shoulders burned and ached from the high voltage that had run 
through his body. If the mouse could somehow hurt him through his 
armoura€ | then there would be more creatures that could do that. He 
would have to be a lot more careful in the future. 

But he wasn't too sure what that future would hold just about 
now . 

~ 0 ~ 

What was that? Had the sky suddenly burst into flames something? 

A minute after Nidorino had heard the gunfire echoing from the ship, 
a bright light had split the sky in half and warped every shadow in 
the entire city. For a split-second she felt like she was a young 
Ralts again, hiding next to her mother on a dark stormy night. It had 
been raining profoundly and the sky was filled with the long arms of 



striking thunder. She had been so scareda€ | so intensely frightened. 
The only thing that had kept her from panicking was the warmth of her 
mother's presence. 

And this was just like that night, only much worse. Even though the 
sky had been clear and sunny for a few hours now, the sudden 
appearance of the lightning strikes on the ship had caused the 
weather to suddenly change for the worse. Slowly, drops of rain 
started to drop from the sky and the air turned chilly. 

Ow ! What the hell was that! A sudden jolt of pain spiked through her 
spine and she suddenly felt her muscles cramp. What was that? Had 
something stung her or something? 

She broadened her mental view and reevaluated the people around her. 
Nidorinoa€ | confused and angry. Vulpix ... scared and confused. 

Miss ArcksonaC | her thoughts were also well hidden. Weird. Humans 
didn't hide their thoughts very well according to her 
experiencesa€ i so why were both humans she had traveled with so good 
in defending their mind? And more important lya€ | why had she suddenly 
hurt like that? It wasn't normala€| for her body at least. 

The pain had felt like it was in her heada€ | could it be that it was 
her mind that hurt so suddenly? 

And the lightning on the shipa€ | the place where Math was fighting a 
large battle. What was happening? Was he in trouble? 

"**What's going on? I'm scared!"** Vulpix cried and tried to bury her 
head between her paws . 

"**I don't knowna€| "** Lucy replied and contacted the soldier with 
her mind. '_**We need to head back to the ship! Math is in 
trouble ! ' * *_ 

It took the woman a while to answer, but when she did Lucy felt a 
faint sense of unease enter her thoughts. She pushed it aside though 
and concentrated on the task ahead. 

"I thought you wanted to leave him?" The woman answered, a faint hint 
of anger in her voice. Nidorino flexed his ears in her direction and 
growled at her. 

_You abandoned hima€ i you promised that you would keep him 
saf ea€ i _ 

What was that? Did someone just speak to her? She looked around once 
again and felt panic rise in her stomach. Was she going crazy? 

'_**I dida€|but I am not sure nowa€ ' **_She responded. 

"Sweetiea€|" The soldier said, using the same nickname with her as 
Lucy did with Vulpix. "You are confuseda€ | I get that. But you made a 
decision and it was the right one. He doesn't know what is good for 
you ! " 

"**And you do?!"** Nidorino suddenly yelled and took a step towards 
the lady. "**You know what is best for her? For us!?"** 



'_**C a lm down idiot, don't insult her! 1 **_ Lucy warned him. Then she 
turned towards the human again and tried to think of some way to 
formulate her feelings. It just felt wrong to leave her trainer 
behind like that. 

More gunshots sounded on the ship and all of a sudden, Vulpix ran 
off. Not away from the source of constant fighting, but actually 
towards it. 

"**What are you doing!" **Lucy yelled at her. 

'_**I want my trainer back! ' **_a voice yelled in her head. A voice 

actually spoke to her in her head! What was going on? First the 

sudden pain, then the voice insulting her and now a voice telling her 
that someone wanted their trainer back? Was she going insane? 

It took her a few seconds to understand that it was actually Vulpix' 
voice that echoed through her head. But that made even less sense! 

Since when was the vixen able to communicate with her via 

telepathy? 

"**Wait!"** She cried and looked at Nidorino. "**We need to get her 
back! ' ** 

To his credit, the sturdy poison-type didn't ask questions or even 
doubt her decision. "**0n it!"** He barked and took off in pursuit of 
the fire-type. 

Lucy turned towards the human. '_**No matter what he has donea€ | he is 
still my trainer. He protected me since I was young and he has saved 
my life multiple times. He taught me many things and I learned to 
care for him in a waya€ j a way I think that nobody ever has.'**_ 

Was she just imagining it, or did the female's thoughts just 
fluctuate? She probably just misinterpret some weird curving in the 
human mind, but it still didn't hurt to keep cautious. If there was 
one thing which kept coming back in Math's lessons, then it was to 
never trust anyone besides yourself. 

It made no sense whatsoever seeing as she was all about trusting 
everyone she met if their emotions indicated that they were friendly, 
but she still remained careful. 

Suddenly an explosion sounded on the ship and an intense cascade of 
thoughts and emotions crashed into her mind. A hundred feelings and 
sensations barraged her head with endless banter and she actually 
felt her body fall to the ground in the resulting chaos in her 
mind . 

She quickly raised several barriers to defend herself against the 
onslaught of emotions and the pain lessened. What was that all 
about ? 

She opened her eyes again a€"which she had closed when the pain 
struck- and noticed a large torrent of smoke coming from the 
ship . 

She also noticed at least a hundred people exiting the ship, with a 
lone and white-armoured figure standing above them with his rifle 
aimed . 



Was the idiot actually going to fire at those people? What was 
he- 


His rifle went off several times, but he never once aimed it at the 
people leaving the ship. Then what was he firing at? 

She looked at the soldier standing a few feet away from her. She was 
staring at the scene with a lot of interest, carefully taking in 
every picture. 

'_**What is going on?' **_Lucy asked her. 

"Your trainer is fighting off several waves of Magnemitea€ i " She 
muttered and narrowed her eyes. "I can't see if he is winning or 
losing thougha€ | " 

If she knew Math then he was probably winning. Still, Vulpix was 
nearing the scene and Nidorino had nearly caught up with her. But the 
two of them were close to the horde of people a€"way too close. If 
they didn't watch out then they would get trampled! She had to do 
something ! 

'**I'm going in! ' **Lucy said and tried to contact the little nub of 
power in her mind. 

It didn't work. That was weirda€|why couldn't she use her teleport? 
What was going on? 

_You left him to die! It is your fault that he is hurt!_ 

Who said that! Who did she leave to die and who was hurt? Why was it 
supposed to be her fault ! 

"**Leave me alone!" **She screamed and clenched her fists. Someone 
was attacking her mind and preventing her from using her powers, she 
was sure of it! It was just so unfair! He had shot a child and she 
had left him for that. Yes, she admitted that she hadn't been 
thinking clearly but that wasn't her thing. Thinking with emotions 
was and right now her emotions were playing hell with her! 

Her mind was hurting and turning against itself, an unknown psychic 
was taunting her and now her friends were going to get trampled by 
the civilians that her murderous trainer had set free. Life didn't 
make sense! It was all falling apart! 

"**Vulpix! Nidorino!" **She yelled at the top of her lungs. This 
couldn't be happeninga€ | this wasn't happening! The horde of humans 
was slowly getting closer to the two defenseless Pokemon and they 
still hadn't realized what the danger was! 

She couldn't teleport. Her powers didn't work and she couldn't make 
them work! Her mind was failing because of her feelings and that was 
her fault ! 

She had wanted to leave Math behind when he simply acted on his 
instincts and now Vulpix was going after him because she wanted her 
caring trainer back. 


Her fault. 



She had pleaded Nidorino to go after her and bring her back and now 
the both of them were about to be trampled to death by a group of 
humans saved by her very own trainer. 

Her fault. 

Time slowed down as the civilians converged on her only friends. They 
looked up from their conversation and noticed the mass of humans 
nearly a meter away from them. She could feel the fear and finality 
practically oozing off the two Pokemon as they realized that they 
were about to die. There was nothing she could do to save them! It 
was a scene directly from hell 

The many Magnemite converged on Math, still moving like the air was 
encased in ice. She could see the electric Pokemon prepare to 
discharge a powerful electric attack and a Raichu suddenly appeared 
behind him, already fully charged with a Thunder attack. The soldier 
was firing his weapon at an unseen enemy and she could see his armour 
shimmering like a sunset on the see. Had he been hit? Was he getting 
murdered as she was watching him? 

Would she lose everyone around her in a flash? 

It would be her fault. "**N0000!"** She screamed in despair. Her 
voice cracked and she fell to her knees again. Where had it all gone 
so wronga€ | had she really caused all of this? 

_Save thema€|_ The voice once again said in her mind. _Save 
them !_ 

Her human turned his head ever so slowly and his helmet was looking 
at the mass of people threatening to overrun Nidorino and Vulpix. As 
if a miracle had warned him, his body sprung to life. Things were 
still moving in slow-motion, but the human moved faster than she had 
ever seen him move. 

Faster than she had ever seen anyone move. He jumped off the 
two/story high ship and landed right next to the mass of civilians, 
ignoring the multiple currents of lethal electricity as they were 
discharged at him. He rolled over the ground and moved into the crown 
of civilians, brushing them to the side like they weighed no more 
than a Rattata. 

She could see him towering over the other humans; his helmet was like 
a beacon in a stormy night. It caught her attention and it didnA't 
let go. She was captivated by the sight of the fluid human 
intercepting his Pokemon. 

Then his helmet disappeared and she lost sight of him. Where was he 
going? What wasa€ | ? 

He resurfaced again, holding both his companions in his arms. He made 
his way through the mass of people and set them down behind a rock 
lying in the field. The he turned around and opened fire on the 
floating Magnemite that had come down to engage him. 

Time returned to normal again and her muscles lost every ounce of 
strength they had. Her body crashed to the ground and she couldn't 
move it anymore. What was going on? Who was toying with her like 



that ? 


"Relaxa€ i " A voice next to her said. It was a gentle, sweet voice. It 
told her to stop worrying and simply let go of her fears and worries. 
"Everything is okay. Justa€ | relax. " 

She would like to. To simply relax and let go of her worries and 
fears. But that was not an option and she knew it. The human charged 
right back to the ship were the many dozens Magnemite and the 
powerful Raichu were waiting for him. How could he hope to beat them 
alone? The Pokemon were targeting both him and the poor people whom 
he had set free, but not a single attack even hit the innocent 
humans . 

Her trainer jumped from one place to another, taking out every 
Pokemon in his sight and intercepting every attack aimed at the 
civilians. He was actually taking the brunt of every single attack 
that was about to hit the townsfolk. 

"Move it!" He yelled at them. Lucy longed to be down there with him, 
to help him beat those Pokemon and protect him from the violent 
electric-attacks that kept pelting him. No living creature could hope 
to beat a swarm of so many Magnemite coupled with a Raichu that was 
using thunder on it, not even a soldier like Math. 

And then she spotted both Vulpix and Nidorino charging down the lane. 
The civilians had spread across the city, sprinting away from the 
ship and the carnage that took place there and seeking refuge in the 
sturdy buildings. They cleared a path for the two pokemon who came to 
seek the soldier's aid. 

A brilliant red flare blazed through the sky and struck a cluster of 
Magnemite who had tried to flank Math. They clattered to the ground 
and Vulpix continued charging towards the ship, her maw closing and 
the searing flames that had been called forth dissipating. 

Nidorino jumped and kicked at every electric-pokemon that he could 
reach, but soon his attention was diverted when the orange mouse 
jumped from the ship and sought to engage Vulpix, who was in turn 
fighting the many steel-types floating through the air. 

The poison-type growled loudly and several Magnemite cleared the way 
for him. He stepped towards the Raichu and attacked it with a 
poison-sting to get its attention. 

Lucy would have felt insulted by seeing her companion attack someone 
in the back, but Raichu had tried to do the same at least twice and 
this entire fight was completely devoid from honour and morals. 

She tried to get up, but her body felt too weak. She couldn't find 
the strength in her to help Nidorino in his fight. Why was she so 
tired? What was going on? 

"You can't help them." The soldier next to her said again, much to 
Lucy's annoyance. Who was she to say that she couldn't help them? She 
was a psychic damnit ! She could do whatever she wanted. Again she 
tried to get up and again she failed. What was going on with her 
body? Had the sudden attack on her mind exhausted her so easily? 


She saw Nidorino jump out of the way to avoid a thunderbolt aimed at 



him and then retaliate with a double kick. He was no match for that 
Raichua€|he needed help. 


Math needed help. 

Why was it that everytime she did something major or important, her 
body would fail on her? She had trained rather extensively with her 
human; she should have been stronger than that! 

The desire to help and fight was the only thing she felt. It burned 

through her doubts and fears and replaced the rational part of her 
mind with determination. 

Kirlia should never be rational. They should be emotional! 

She pushed past the obstacles in her mind and touched the source of 

her powers. She rose to her feet and then teleported away. She could 

hear Arckson yelling: "What are you doing!" but she paid her no 
mind . 

She knew who her trainer was. 

~ 0 ~ 

His Pokemon were persistent, he had to give them that. Even after he 
had heard a faint whisper in his mind telling him to 'save them' and 
he had noticed his Pokemon about to be crushed under the feet of a 
hundred men and women, he had jumped off the ship to save 
them . 

After that the elect ric-pokemon had followed him, much to his 
annoyance. There were multiple targets down there, including his own 
allies. If those Magnemite and that Raichu were to attack the 
civilians, they wouldn't stand a chance. 

So he had told them to run away and seek cover. Not only would that 
reduce the risk of innocent people getting hurt, it would also expand 
his operational area and allow him to fight without having to keep 
jumping back and forth the various civilians getting assaulted to 
intercept the attacks. 

His shielding had recharged since the powerful lightning had struck 
him, but the various high-voltage attacks were draining them 
steadily. His own damage-output had been severely reduced by his 
constant movements. He was jumping and flipping back and forth to 
protect the squishy civilians, but he was unable to retaliate in 
return. Every now and then he could nail one of the human gunners or 
the Magnemite ' s flying through the air, but that was about it. 

All of that changed when the fire-type attacked. Vulpix appeared from 
behind the rock and started buffeting the Magnemite with powerful and 
white-hot flames. 

The surprise attack from his Pokemon was enough to allow the 
civilians to get away from the ship without having to worry about 
getting zapped to death by floating magnets. 

He noticed that Lucy was still hanging back and keeping to herself. 
Was she really so angry with him that she didn't want to assist her 
own team? He had never thought her to be that kind of girla€|to let 



her own petty grudges get in the way of the larger picture. 


Come to think of it; she wasn't. She would never allow her friends to 
get in harm's way when she could help it a€"so something had to be 
wrong. But what was it? 

Vulpix and Nidorino had attracted the attention of the mean-looking 
Raichu and it was currently moving in to engage them, but the Spartan 
didn't worry about it. He knew that his own Pokemon were competent 
enough to beat that oversized mouse. 

No, he had bigger fish to catch. Mister Surge was still standing on 
the back, watching his minions fight for him. He intended to change 
that for the soldier. With a huge leap, he propelled himself up to 
the ship and grabbed the railing in front of him. He pulled himself 
up and over the metal construction, accidently tearing the rail off 
the hull. 

He was high enough though; and he swung his upper body over the 
ruined frame. A soldier with a pistol who was unfortunate enough to 
stand in the vicinity of the meters got an armoured boot to his head 
for his troubles as the Spartan swung his legs over the 
edge . 

Lieutenant Surge was standing there with his arms crossed and a smug 
expression on his face. "Come get me you devil!" He yelled. "You 
can't stop what is coming!" 

What would be coming? What was the fool blabbering about? 

"Time to talk." He said and walked up to the large man. This time 
there would be no surprises, no aces up the sleeve and sudden 
attacks . 

He reached out for the man and caused a panic-induced response; Surge 
instantly tried to smash him in his head. The Spartan stepped to the 
left and grabbed the man's arm. Then he stepped underneath it and 
turned his balance, catching the guy with his arm in a nasty and vice 
grip . 

Then the super-soldier walked with his captive to the railing and 
prepared to throw him off the deck and unto the ground. He spotted 
something which kept him from placing his prisoner, however. 

Lucy was standing next to Vulpix and Nidorino and the three of them 
were busy fighting off the large wave of Magnemites and the Raichu. 
There were at least fifteen of the floating Pokemon left, but the 
Raichu didn't seem so confident anymore. On the contrary; it was 
slowly waving back and forth and it was breathing audibly. 

The Spartan threw the man off the ship and he smashed into the wooden 
docks, breaking several wooden planks in the process and a€"if he was 
lucky- a few bones. 

The Spartan then jumped down the boat himself and landed several feet 
next to the man. "Look at your work now." He said and scooped the man 
up by his neck. Firing his assault rifle at the floating Magnemite ' s 
with one hand and holding the gym leader in hos other he proceeded 
down the docks, incidentally raising the body of his captive to block 
an incoming electric attack. 



Then a bright flare caused his visor to polarize again and he 
witnessed both Vulpix and Nidorino flying through the air and landing 
a few meters away from him. It would appear that the Electric-type 
was still strong enough to pose a direct threat to his Pokemon and 
the Spartan would have to treat it as such. 

'_**Stand back.'**_ A voice said in his mind. He recognized the 
feminine voice as Lucy's and briefly wondered what she meant. Then he 
noticed the female Pokemon slowly walking towards the Raichu, all 
electric strikes somehow diverting their path when aimed at 
her . 

"Lucy no!" He said when he realized what she was doing. She was 
thinking of fighting the electric-mouse on her own, without any 
support or help. 

'_**Stay out of this.' **_She warned him with a hint of a threat in 
her voice. Why was she threatening him? Was it still because of his 
actions or was this something else? 

He dumped the unconscious body of Surge to the ground and watched in 
silence as Lucy and the Raichu fought their battle. It was strange to 
watch. Neither party moved, but the air was thick with charging 
attacks, both electric and the invisible psychic. 

Last time the Kirlia had fought with and opponent, she had been 
moving nonstop. Dancing, running and jumping had all been strategies 
that she deployed against the enemy. But now? She was simply standing 
still, glaring at her opponent with a look in her eyes that he could 
not identify. The only thing that he was able to glean off her was 
that she had not looked at anyone with that expression ever. 

Not once. 

The soldier known as Arckson had found something useful to do; she 
was directing the rampaging civilians to the safety of their homes to 
prevent additional harm to the people. 

What she had been doing during the incident was beyond him, but he 
didn't care. Arckson wasn't a proper soldier; she didn't have the 
stomach to do what was necessary and she actually refused to continue 
with a staged operation. Had he been her commanding officer, he would 
have trailed her for insubordination. 

Suddenly the Raichu gave a pained cry and fell to its side, breathing 
heavily and quivering with pain. What had happened to it? Had Lucy 
beaten it with her psychic powers without actually channeling it in 
the familiar green aura? 

She opened her mouth and said something which he couldn't understand, 
because she spoke in her native tongue. But from the reactions that 
Vulpix and Nidorino gave her, he was able to determine that it was 
something that surprised them. Whether that was in a negative or 
positive way was uncertain, but he knew that the situation needed to 
be contained. 

"Lieutenant Commander." He called and watched as she approached him, 
her face set on a neutral expression. 



"Yes?" She said, not budging an inch. 


"Your behaviour was unacceptable. You're not willing to act as a 
soldier and you are a danger to my team." 

"Look who's talkinga€ | "She sighed and gestured at the three pokemon 
sitting on the ruined docks. Vulpix was sitting with her head on 
Lucy's lap who in turn was resting with her back against Nidorino. 

The poison-type took great care to prevent the petite Kirlia from 
getting hurt by his spikes, but his eyes spoke of some untold emotion 
which he could not identify. 

Tears were running down the eyes of his female Pokemon and now that 
the chaos had settled down, he had to admit that the image was mildly 
disturbing. The cruise-ship was burning, bodies littered its decks 
and there were multiple dozens of Magnemite lying on the ground, 
unconscious or dead. 

He didn't care which. 

"I don't think your presence has anything to offer to this placea€ | " 
She added and crossed her arm. "I want to stay here and help these 
people recover. You can doa€ | whatever it is you want to do. God knows 
you woulda€ | " 

And with that she turned around and left, leaving the Spartan feeling 
rather conflicted. He didn't want to have anything to do with her 
anymore and he was glad that she left, but her tone hadn't been very 
respectful and he wanted to let her know that. 

He sighed and tried to make sense of what had transpire that daya€ | to 
see if he couldn't fix some of the damage that had been wrought. 

He had killed a young hostile and alienated his Pokemon. He had set 
free a hundred hostages and battled an entire army of electric-types 
all the while discovering the effects of some alien relic that had 
been excavated by a corrupt gym leader. 

He had then reunited with two of his Pokemon while Lucy was 
influenced by some unknown factor causing her to ignore her friends. 
He had beaten the enemy army and captured Surge while Lucy engaged 
the final hostile. Arckson had disappeared to aid the civilians and 
returned to berate him for his actions. 

Oh and Lucy had threatened him, that too. 

The super-soldier watched the woman disappear inside one of the 
houses and then turned towards his Pokemon. They were still sitting 
there, trying to deal with their emotions. He had always thought that 
being able to push his emotions and feelings completely to the side 
had been a positive thing and now that he beheld the result of having 
those feelings, he knew that he was right. 

Surge was still lying on the ground, slowly recovering from his 
treatment. The man was though; Math had to give him that. But he had 
also been responsible for capturing the entire population of 
Vermilion City and keeping them hostile. Why would he do that? 

He would give his companions some time to recover from their ordeals 
and see if he couldn't get some information out of the gym-leader. 



"Wake up." He said, walking up to the man that had been responsible 
for everything that had befallen this towna€|his Pokemon. Him. 

If this religious fool hadn't cooked up his stupid little plans, he 
wouldn't have had to kill the little girl standing in the ship's 
doorway . 

And his Pokemon wouldn't be in so much pain right now. He felt 
disturbeda€ | empty . Devoid of anything save for a little pain the back 
of his mind, courtesy of the nagging sensation that the aggression 
and rage in his head had caused him. "Why did you keep them 
hostage? " 

"They wouldn't serve their true mastera€ | " 

"Who is that?" 

"You wouldn't know hima€ | " 

"Try me . " 

"He is the true ruler of humanitya€ | the most powerful creature in 
existence . " 

"You were a soldier. Why did you choose to serve him?" 

"He gave me purpose. Removed my pain and scars and made me realize 
how small we all really are." 

A prophet of some kind? 

"And the relic?" 

"He wanted us to move it out of the Diglett cave as soon as it was 
clear. Then he left with it and ordered us to protect the town. 
Prevent any outsider from interfering." 

Why would the town need to be put into lockdown when the artefact was 
already cleared? Was thisa€| 'Master' afraid that someone might find 
clues in the city? 

"Why did those other people follow you?" 

"He ordered them to. He is very persuasive." 

It was funny how this man was currently answering all of his 
questions. It was like he had been put into a trancea€ | some kind of 
psychic aftereffect? There might be some truth in thata€ | a powerful 
psychic Pokemon ordered around by a anarchy-minded trainer could 
wreak havoc. 

"How do I get to Saffron city?" 

Head north to find Route nine. Then enter the rock tunnel and follow 
the path. From there, you get to Lavender town. You head eastwards 
after that . " 

Aiding the enemy now was he? What was wrong with this man? Everything 
about him indicated that he was a crazy religious zealot, but he was 
answering his questions and even giving him hints on how to proceed. 



Was he just lying to him? Giving him misdirections? 


He would get Lucy to find out later. Right now he needed to know 
where he currently stood on terms with his Pokemon. They were 
ignoring him and grieving for the fallen people, but they had come to 
his aid when he needed them most. 

Not that he wouldn't have been able to defend the civilians himself, 
of course. 

He clubbed Surge on the side of his head to knock him out cold 
a€"nothing permanent of course- and walked up to the three Pokemon. 
The burning ship seemed to interest them greatly; they were simply 
staring at it like it was some kind of nice sunset. 

Weird. Was this how creatures on this planet a€"people in 
generala€ | behaved when they were sad? Simply stare into the distance 
until the feels' go away? 

"Lucya€|" He said and took a few steps to his Pokemon. "What's your 
status ? " 

She didn't respond. Of course she wouldn't. She was really mad at him 
for what he did. And he could imagine whya€ | he knew the reason for 
her behaviour and why she felt like she felt. But he did not 
understand how she felta€ j and _why_ she really felt. 

He knew that it was his actions that upset hera€|but not why they 
upset her. He knew the why and not the why. 

Oh emotionsa€| 

He did know, however, that the trio sitting in front of him was 
important to him. Lucy in particular. The Pokemon had been so right 
about hima€ | about everything she had said. He couldn't simply let 
them walk away; they would only end up hurting 
themselves . 

"Lucya€|talk to me." 

It took the psychic a while to answer him, but when she did he was 
only left with more confusion in his head. '_**Why?'**_ 

Why she should talk to him? Wella€|he didn't really know. She just 
had to. He was conflicted about how he felt and he needed someone to 
help hima€ | to see him through his sudden sensations. 

The things he knew and felt no longer worked for him. 

~ 0 ~ 

She didn't want to. She wouldn't. There was no way that she would 
talk to him ever again. He had done terrible things and her mind was 
currently too fragile to even begin to comprehend his reasons. 

First something had attacked her mind, causing her intense pain. Then 
Vulpix had suddenly become telepathic and ran off to assist the human 
she ran away from in the first place. Then an unknown voice had 
started belittling and insulting her about her trainer and she was 
unable to protect hima€ | and then she had suddenly been unable to use 



her powers ! 

After that, her two only friends had almost died, only to be saved by 
Math who had just happened to glance over his shoulder for some 
unexplained reason. 

After everything that had happenedaC i she couldn't help but wanting to 
hide and never face reality again. It had just been too much for 
hera€ | she couldn't bear it. 

And the only thought that kept popping in her head was that the 
soldier was supposedly hurta€ i that a Pokemon had terribly hurt him 
during his fight. It had been the dominating thought in her head and 
for the brief moment that she had battled the Raichu outside the 
ship, it had been so powerful that her only intent was to maim and 
kill the electric type. 

She knew that it was responsible for Math's apparent pain and she 
wanted it to pay, one way or the other. In that sudden moment of 
emotional pain she had felt nothing but love for her hima€ | no matter 
what he had done she wanted the creature responsible for hurting him 
to pay. After she had beaten the Raichu her fever-like trance had 
dissipated and she once again remembered why she wanted to hate the 
trainer . 

"Lucya€|talk to me." He said. 

Why would she want that? What could he possibly say to make up what 
he had done? To this town as well as to his Pokemon. 

'_**Why?'**_ She challenged him, hoping that he would say something 
that provided her with another reason to hate him. To push him away 
and bring her own life to balance. 

But that didn't happen. Instead of coming up with some excuse to 
justify his actions, he merely walked up to them and joined them in 
watching the ship burn. He was standing at rapt attention, holding 
his weapon in his arms. Nidorino turned his head away and Vulpix 
looked up at the human, hope radiating from the little girl. 

What was he going to do? 

"I killed hera€ | " He said. His body language didn't change in any 
way, but his mind betrayed a lot of feelings to her. Confusion, rage 
and pain. Since when did he feel those things? 

"I correctly identified her as a hostile and I took action." He 
continued. "It is what I was trained to do. As a soldier of humanity, 
it is my duty to protect mankind. Whatever the cost." 

If he was so intent on protecting mankind then why was everything he 
did tailored at killing them? 

"Humanity was at the edge of war. A terrorist organization called the 
Insurrectionists was causing chaos and death. The only result would 
be a massive war, resulting in millions of deaths. This was 
unacceptable . " 

Yes it was. Glad to see that he agreed that war was never 
acceptable . 



"To prevent this from happening, the SPARTAN-II project was created. 
The goal was to create super-soldiers to preserve the peace and 
prevent war." 

'_**Were your people successful ?'* *_ 

"In a way, yes. The rebels were suppressed and humanity would be at 
peaceaC i until the Covenant appeared. A collection of religious alien 
races bent on the destruction of mankind. The UNSC a€"my people- were 
unable to fight both the rebels and the covenant. More Spartans were 
created; my generation." 

She tried to set herself over her hate and pain and focus on what he 
was saying. '_**Spartans? ' **_ 

"Yes. Our generation was created to take the ethically questionable 
missionsaC | to do the things that nobody else wanted to do." 

What? A super-soldier? Created to fight for mankind? _**'You are a 
Spartan? ' * *_ 

So he was a super-soldier created to protect mankind from certain 
doom? Aliens? Monsters? He truly was soldier; protecting the innocent 
against monsters. Only his way of doing so made HIM the monster 
instead . 

The entire concept of an entire race fighting for survival against 
monster that wanted to kill themaC | on a different world. It explained 
so muchaC i but it raised so many more questions. There was one thing 
she did understand now, though. He was talking to her about his 
pasta€|this was the very first time he had ever done 
soa€ | right ? 

Super-soldiers created toa€ i createdaC i what did he mean? 

'_**When did you become this?'**_She said and gestured with her arms 
to the destruction around her, indicating the pain and suffering he 
was causing. 

"The covenant attacked us twenty-seven years agoaC i and destroyed my 
home sixteen years ago." 

That made him a little child when the monsters destroyed his home. 

How long has he beenaC | a Spartan? 

All this new information was so muchaC | a new world opened to her mind 
and this time it wasn't good. It was very bad. There were monsters 
out there, more than she could ever imagine. There was life on a star 
far away from her own planeta€|her own home. 

Math's home has been destroyedaC i was that why he acted like he did? 
With a complete disregard for all forms of life around him? 

She couldn't help but listen to his story as if she was hypnotized. 
His words made so much senseaC i and she understood him now. Better 
than ever before. 

But there was one thing that didn't made sense yeta€|if he was the 
protector of all that was innocentaC i why did he treat everyone like 



enemies or other monsters? 


'_**Why are you who you area€|A'**_ She slowly asked him. 

"I don't understand other people. I have never had to interact with 
them a€"being a Spartan is all I have ever known." 

Now he told her the truth. He was a troubled warriora€ | a troubled 
teen that didn't understand the world he lived in. It made sense to 
him how he acted because it was he ever did. 

Fight in desperate war for survival. 

The voice in her head had been right all alonga€ | in the moment he 
needed her the most, she had abandoned him. The person who was the 
most important figure in her life and she had discarded him when 
things got rough. 

It wasn't that he didn't deserve hera€ | she didn't deserve him. 

She looked up at him and noticed that he had already crouched down to 
her level. His weird helmet was currently facing her at eye-level and 
for the first time ever, she wondered about why he truly wore it all 
the time. 

He had always been there for hera€ | and her friends. He protected them 
and supported them. He was the only thing that was sure in her life 
and she had almost thrown him away. And just now, she realized how 
important he truly was to her. He was the one who had entered her 
life to bring balancea€ | and now she would do the same to his troubled 
mind . 

'_**Take off your helmeta€ ! '**_ She said, as gently as possible. A 
troubled boy with a troubled Kirliaa€|how cute. 

He slowly brought his hands to his head and twisted slightly. He 
actually complied with her wish. 

A soft gush of air escaped his helmet as he pulled it off his head. 
Now was the first time ever she could take a good look at his face 
and now that she dida€ i she felt all the more certain of the 
future . 

His face was unlike she had ever seen before. His skina€ ! deadly pale. 
His eyesa€ | attempt ing to be serious, but hiding a complete tornado of 
dark thoughts and feelings. The multiple half-healed cuts in his face 
were slightly scary to watch, but underneath all of that he was kind 
of handsome. His serious attitude couldn't take away the fact that he 
lived in a world he didn't understand and his eyes gave away more 
than his mind ever could. 

' _* * He 1 1 o Matha€ | '**_ She said and placed her hands on his cheeks. It 

was barely noticeable, but he did flinch when she touched him. She 
could feel confusion in his mind and she allowed herself to smile. 

She felt the looks of Vulpix and Nidorino burning in her back but she 
didn't care. She wanted to tell Math how much she cared for hima€ | how 
important he was to her and how he should never ever let her go. 

She wanted him to understand that she cared about him and that she 
wanted to protect his childlike innocence against whatever the world 



would throw at them, but she couldn't find the words. There were 
still too much doubts about what the future would behold and what 
would happen now. 

A deadly but mentally damaged soldier and an empathic but traumatized 
psychic Pokemon. One hell of a combination. 

She reached forwards and gave him a small kiss on his 
forehead . 

'_**I think we are even nowa€ '**_ 

No matter what would happen, they would pull through. Her friends 
would help her and she would help him. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Two-Sierra zero-one-one has always been introvert. It is an 
irrelevant case of a slight neurological disorder which gives him an 
unique view on the world. It was not big enough to cause problems 
during the program, but after his augmentations something must have 
happened to advance the disorder. Either that, or it spontaneously 
and exponentially 'grew' alongside his neural pathways. It didn't 
seem important to Section seven, so they told me to leave it 
alone . 

"_What you're saying is that he is mentally impaired? 

"_What I am saying is that he has a unique way of viewing the world. 
Nothing has appeared that might compromise him as a Spartan. 

- conversation between Jennifer Sunfield and General lance, 
continuing . 

_~ 0 ~_ 

* *Wella€ i after having written this I realize just how hard it is for 
me to write properly about emotions and feelings. I find it way 
easier to write about the mind of a Spartan than writing about a 
sensitive person. I hope that I didn't make it too cheesya€ | or too 
painfula€ | or both.** 

**Let me know what you think about the dramatic scenes and share your 
thoughts on the many, many hints I may or may not have planted in the 
story . * * 

**Goodnight folks! I totally didn't stay up all night when I have to 
wake up at 6:30 in the morning or something :D** 


18. Power of the mind 

**And our lovely anti-hero sets off again with his ragtag part of 
Pokemon. ** 

**Yutyrannus**** : I have one nickname planned, but right now I don't 
really know anything about a potential second one. I will get back on 
that, but I have nicknames planned for the entire party.** 


**Guest : 


* * * * I am just glad to see that you're back with us! I won't 



go into your review in a great depth to prevent possible spoilers, 
but I can refer to the story summary and keep planting smart little 
suggestions and hints throughout the story.** 

* * ~ Q ~ * * 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 


~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 26- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. 

Nidorino, lvl 22- significant moves: peck, poison sting, double kick 
and horn attack. 

Vulpix, lvl 23- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, quick attack 
and will-o-wisp. Flame thrower. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_War has decimated this country, but almost no one remembers exactly 
what happened. I do a€"I remember a great many things, even though it 
always seems to escape my mind when I try to think about it. So that 
is why I will try to save as much of the information as I can, to 
prevent it all from happening again. The two great powers at work 
during the war nearly decimated the entire continent a€"their 
influence was planet-wide. Even though the two parties are in a state 
of resta€ | I know that the violence will begin anew. I can feel it in 
my bones . "_ 

- Logbook Entry by Mr. Fuji 


~ 0 ~ 

The sun was standing higher now, its bright light expanding all over 
the country. He wanted to leave Vermillion City and everything it 
meant behind and he wanted to do so very soon. But he still had a 
slight problem; a problem which wouldn't allow him to leave just 
jet . 

The problem which manifested itself in Lieutenant Surge. 

He had broken underaC | whatever it was that dictated his behaviour and 
transformed from a military man into a zealous idiot. He had taken 
all the civilians from the city hostage and even though the Spartan 
had been able to save them all, Surge had proven to be quite the 
leader. He had gotten several other people so far as to play soldier 
with him a€"all of whom had died in a hail of bullets. The man 
deserved to pay for his crimes and yeta€ | had he really been aware of 
everything his body had done? Or had his mind been controlled by an 
outside force? 



The mysterious master he spoke ofa€ | a relic found in an excavation 
and the willingness with which the man had revealed his secrets all 
indicated that this town had been part of something bigger... a very 
nasty plot. 

"Are you sure you want to do this?" He asked. Lucy was standing next 
to him, preparing to break her way into Surge's mind. At first he had 
forbid her to do so; he didn't know what latent effects the crazed 
mind of a zealot would have on his partner. But she know more about 
the workings of the mind than he did and if she was sure that she 
could do it, he would trust her. 

That didn't mean he had to like it. 

'__**Very sure. '**_ She responded. 

"Then do it." 

She didn't respond but instead she walked over to the unconscious 
body of the gym leader and sat down next to it. Then the Kirlia 
closed her eyes and her body slowly became enveloped in the green 
manifestation of her powers. It was weird how the embodiment of 
psychic powers varied with different Pokemon. The Starmie for example 
had been blue when it used its powers. Another thing to add on his 
doesn ' t-make-sense list. 

She sat there for at least two minutes, not even moving as much as an 
inch during her efforts. 

Vulpix slowly crept towards him at seven 'o clock, but he chose not 
to react to her presence. He still didn't know if he could trust the 
young vixen. It had been chased by those policemen for a reason and 
he didn't like the thought of harbouring a wanted criminal very 
much . 

But Lucy had trusted her. So he would give her the benefit of the 
doubts a€"for now. 

"Any luck?" He asked his psychic partner. The Vulpix jumped on top of 
his foot and stayed there, curled up with her tails wrapped around 
her. That couldn't be very comf ortablea€ | 

' * * Hi s mind used to be well-def endeda€ ! but I feel trails of psychic 

effect on it. Someone broke it even before I got here. ' **_ 

A psychic broke Surge's mind before they got there? That would 
explain a lot. Like why he had turned into a religious foola€|why he 
had willingly given him valuable Intel and why he had chosen to keep 
the entire city hostage. 

"I just need you to find out who he works for." 

i_**i know, let me justa€ ! seea€ i huh, that's 
strange 

"What?" 

'_**! found some information about you!'**_ 



Either the man simply formulated an opinion based on what he had seen 
or there had been someone before him, spreading information about 
him. 

With a sudden flash he remembered that the rocket member he had 
encountered had talked about him too... how they had heard about him. 
Somebody was actively spreading the word about a Spartan tearing 
through the countrya€ | so that meant ambushes and attacks everywhere 
he went for as long as he wore his armour. 

His biggest asset had become his biggest snag just like that. The 
situation didn't look gooda€ | not good at all. 

"What did he know?" 

'_**An associate of his told him about aa€ | soldier with strange 
armour playing hero- ' **_ 

Well there you had it. MJOLNIR giving him away to his enemies. 

and that his associate had a special surprise planned for said 
soldier in Saffron city.'**_ 

"That all?" 

'_**Al 0 ng with the usual things that one could conclude after 
glancing in your general direction. Invulnerable to small fire arms 
unless used en massea€ larger than normal humansa€ | in possession of 
high-grade firearmsa€| '**_ 

How did this associate of his know about his resistance to small arms 
fire? It wasn't accurate, not completely, but it was still accurate 
enough to present him with another snag in his already vulnerable 
mission. Someone was actively gathering information on hima€| someone 
who had actually seen him fighting with armed hostiles. 

Someone who had been spying on him and then moved ahead to spread the 
talea€ i 

'_**And that was about it. Want me to keep digging? '**_ 

"Get out of there." 

'_**Got it . ' **__ 

The Spartan looked down at the fire-type curled up at his feet and 
mentally sighed. What was he going to do with her? He wanted to call 
her name, but then he figured that it would be strange if the Kirlia 
had a name, but these two didn't. In order for team-cohesion to 
remain at its best, he would need to name all of his Pokemon. That 
was just frustrating. 

He made a mental note to keep thinking about a name for his other 
companions and refocused his attention on Lucy's findings. "Someone 
has been stalking us." 

'_**Why would anyone stalk you? I'm the pretty one! '**_ 


Very funny. "If someone was close enough to keep an eye on 
usa€ | " 



'_**Th a t person could be responsible for killing the evil 
man ! ' **_ 

"Correct . " 

' _* *Not my idea, Nidorino said it. I am still convinced that a 
psychic murdered hima€|A'**_ 

Yes. A human psychic. He liked his idea bettera€|but it would be a 
smart thing to keep an open mind to the situation. And it was a good 
sign that Nidorino was actively thinking with them. 

A'_**He also wants to know whether we are ready to move out or 
not 

Not yet. First he needed to decide what to do about the hostile lying 
on the ground. 

"Surgea€|"He began, but Lucy stopped him in midsentence. '_**I get 
that you are angry with him and that he has done terrible 
thingsa€|but he hasn't killed anyone. ' **_ 

Was that a stab at his actions or a simple statement? 

'_**You stopped him and defeated his underlingsaC | Miss Arckson is 
taking care of this town now. If you just left him here- '**_ 

"He might raise underlings again. 

'_**And the soldier will stop him. In the meantime, we have more 
important matters to address. '**_ 

She was right. And she knew he knew she was righta€|the psychic-type 
knew just how to get him to do something. "Fine. But if Vermillion 
city bites us in the ass, _yours_ will be on the line." 

'_**What is that supposed to mean? Are you threatening my behind? 
That's perverted !'* *_ 

Waita€|what? What was she thinking of? 

"Just so we're clear." He replied and turned to face the direction 
they would need to go. They would have to backtrack to the top of the 
hill and head eastwards from thereaC | heading towards the rock tunnel 
at the end of route 9. 

"Move out!" He said and the vixen at his feet jumped to attention. 
"You take point." He told her and started marching towards their 
objective. Then he noticed that she wasn't leading ahead and he 
turned towards her. The fire-type was staring at him with a weird 
expression on her face, holding her head slightly squint. 

Didn't she know the concept of point man? Fantastic. "Lead the way." 
He said and watched silently as she made a sound that bordered 
between a bark and a growl and then ran past him. 

It was like he was working with marines all over again. 


0 



After a shocking revelation on the human's part and a heartwarming 
reaction from her friend, the entire group liked each other again and 
all was well. She didn't care whether her trainer did something wrong 
or not. She only wanted him to accept her like she was and that 
wouldn't work if her friends didn't like him. Yes he had killed a 
juvenile human and yes. That was wrong. But it shouldn't matter, 
right? She tried to hurt him and he had defended himself. 

And thus he had killed her. Simple. What wasn't simple however, was 
the fact that she had accidentally communicated with Lucya€| using her 
mind. She had told the Kirlia that she wanted her trainer back, but 
the sheer amount of raw emotions and feelings hada€ | detached her mind 
from her body. She had no control over what happened and evne though 
she didn't want to, she had used telepathy instead of actual 
words . 

And it had been the third time in her life she actually did that. It 
looked like no matter how hard she rana€ | no matter how many miles she 
put between her and her past, it would always catch up with her. 
Thankfully the recent events had distracted the psychic-pokemon long 
enough to not ask about it, but sooner or later Lucy would remember 
it and she would start asking questions. 

"Keep an eye on your surroundings." The human said. He was walking 
several meters behind her with his loud weapon in his arms. This 
'taking point' was a disaster for her nerves. Potential enemies were 
everywhere and she was walking right at them. Why? Why did she need 
to be the one leading them? 

She wanted to ask why she would have to walk in the front; why he 
couldn't do it. But she didn't dare to; perhaps the human would 
understand her or perhaps not. But in the meantime, he would get 
angry with her for not understanding her assignment. What to 
doa€ | what to doa€ i 

"You are the one who keeps us safe. Be responsible for your 
team . " 

Wait, what? She was walking in front because she was keeping them 
safe? How did that work? Were the attacking Pokemon afraid of her, 
was that why she had to walk in the front? That was actually pretty 
awesome. But how did her trainer know who was going to attack them? 
From what she understood, he never seemed to understand the world 
around him. The things he had said only confirmed this as true. 

So why did he let her keep them safe? Was it to teach her 
responsibility or something? 

'_**Vulpi X ? ' **_ A voice in her head said. DamnitaC | this was just what 
she had been afraid of. Lucy figured out what had happened and she 
was going to ask her about it. She wasn't ready for thisa€| would her 
friends still trust her after she told them the truth? 

'_**Rela X ; I don't want to upset you or anything .'* *_ 

Damn. Her thoughts weren't as well hidden as trained PokAOmon's were; 
if Lucy could contact her telepathically , she could also read her 
mind right? Or was she just sensing her distress? She did seem to 
have a knack for feeling what other creatures felt like with her 



psychic abilitiesa€ | maybe her secret was still safe? 

'_**I just wanted to tell you what our trainer expects of you. Being 
'point man' means that you have to warn us if you see any danger. You 
walk in the front and scan the area for enemies. You are actually 
scouting ahead for us to keep us safe.'**_ 

That was actually a task that demanded a huge responsibility from 
her. Did her trainer honestly trust her with that? 

"**Why me? Doesn't Nidorino usually do this?"** 

'_**Training my dear. Our human wants to train us in the best 
possible way, so that we can defend ourselves when we are 
attacked . A ' * *_ 

How sweet. Her trainer was actually worried about her 
safety . 

'_**Buta€ | about that other thinga€ | '**_ 

Well. Shoot. 

~ 0 ~ 

The road to the rock tunnel wasn't very hard to follow. There were a 
few hikers here and there and the occasional kid wanted to challenge 
him to a fight, but his mission required urgency and he had no time 
to battle stupid little people and their Pokemon. 

Of course he wouldn't fight them even if he had the time to do so. 

His desire to face human beings had decreased even more after his 
encounter with the indoctrinated militia on the cruise-ship. After 
the disastrous consequences of his actions a€"which he still 
considered to be normal, even though he knew that other people didn't 
think them normal . 

The little Vulpix was getting used to her task. She stopped every few 
feet to sniff the air and listen to her surroundings before she moved 
on. It was actually pretty good to see that. He had taught an animal 
what took a human much longer to learn. And he had done so by 
himself . 

'_**Where are we actually going? '**_ Lucy asked. 

"Lavender. Then Saffron." He said, not bothering to explain 
more . 

'_**What will we do in Lavender ?'* *_ 

"Move on . " 

And they continued on like that for another few minutes, before they 
finally reached the entrance to the cave that they were looking for. 
It was even darker than the cave to Mount Moon had been, but that 
didn't matter much. He could still see in the dark without difficulty 
and he would imply recall his Pokemon if they became too 
disoriented . 

'_**Are you alright?'** 


Lucy asked. 



"Why?" 


'_**Is that a yes or a no? 1 **_ 

"I am fine. Why?" The Kirlia usually started their conversations, but 
this one was strange. Why wouldn't he be fine? Everything went better 
than expected! 

'_**B eC ause I can barely feel your mind anymore. 1 **_ 

"Is that some kind of psychic-saying?" 

The familiar soft droning in his mind indicated that Lucy was about 
to ask him something again, but her words never came. What came into 
his mind instead was a white-hot pin being driven into the deepest 
bowels of his thoughts. An absolutely body-numbing wave of pain 
spread through his head and then proceeded to decimate his body. His 

nerves were on fire and his mind felt like it was being torn apart by 

a thousand tiny hooks with barbed edges. The pain was so intense -so 
all-consuming, that he stopped mid-stride and wanted to place his 
hands to his head in an attempt to make it go away. 

He realized that it would only make him look weak; that it wouldn't 
serve any other purpose. He wanted to continue moving like nothing 
was wrong so that his team wouldn't worry, but his body wouldn't 
listen. His mind couldn't contain the intense sensations of pain and 
he stopped moving completely. His mind was on fire and his body 

wasn't his own anymore, there wasn't a single drop of control left in 

his mind. Even his iron-hard discipline and will melted before the 
wrenching hurt and nothing was able to contain it. 

He grunted with pain and bend forward, trying to restrain his 
involuntary twitches caused by the raging agony in his head. It 
didn't work and soon he felt himself knock into a large stone lying 
on the floor. 

What was going on? What caused this unyielding pain in his head? Why 
couldn't he control himself, his mind had never ever been unable to 
fight through pain, no matter how intense it was. 

He groaned and nearly sacked through his knees. He had his eyes 
closed and couldn't see what was going on, but he knew that there 
wasn't anyone near him who could have caused this. Had this happened 
before? 

He remained locked in an epic struggle with the all-consuming agony 
on his mind for another two minutes before he finally felt it 
subside. When the pain vacated his mind, he felt confusion and 
disorientation replace it. Never before had he felt something as 
intense as this before and he had experienced A LOT of things. Where 
was he again? When had this happened? How long had he been 
there? 

"_Vu Vulpix? "_What was that? 

"_Kir Kirlia kir!" _Why did that sound so familiar to him? 

He slowly opened his eyes and saw three strange-coloured creatures 
spread around him. A red fox was sitting on his shoulder and had its 



head pressed against his faceplate a€"he still wore his armour, that 
was good. Another creature was standing at attention several feet 
away from his body a€" wait, why was he slumped against a large 
rock? 

And a third creature was standing at his chestplate, peering at his 
face like it could see through his helmet. It looked vaguely humanoid 
with its general body shape. What was going on? Where was he! 

He tried to get up and felt his muscles ache in protest. The fox felt 
the sudden shift in his motions and quickly jumped of him, but the 
humanoid on his chest stayed put. Where these covenant? 

"_Kirlia?" _The creature said to him. It had to be speaking in a 
native tonguea€|but why was it trying to communicate with him? Didn't 
it have something better to do? Hell, _he_ had something better to 
do. There was something important going on, he knew that. A mission 
of some sortsa€|it was very important to him but what was he supposed 
to do? 

A sensation unfamiliar to him crept in his mind and he looked around, 
trying to figure out the source of what had to be a radio-signal of 
some kind. What else could cause a feeling in his mind like 
that ? 

Then the sensation turned to another stab of pain in his mind and 
with a flash, he remembered what he was doing there and who the 
strange creatures were. How could he have forgotten that? Had his 
mind been so incredibly dazed by the sudden experience that he had 
completely lost touch with his current whereabouts? That was 
something he would have to address soon; it wouldn't do him any good 
to get compromised. 

"Status!" He coughed and tried to get the dizziness in his head to 
disappear . 

Lucy looked at the two other Pokemon and jumped off of his 
chestplate . 

'_**You started to convulse all of a suddena€ i '**_ Her voice said in 
his mind. It sounded weaka€ | and a little bit off. '_**You really had 
us worrieda€ | are you alright now?'**_ 

"I am fine." He said without hesitation. Vulpix and Nidorino looked 
at each other and Lucy visibly sighed. 

i_**You do realize that there was a psychic backslash when you first 
lost contact with the world? '**_ 

Since when did he lose contact with the world? And what was a psychic 
backslash? 

"Meaninga€ | " 

'_**Me an ing that I have a rough idea of what went on in your mind 
when you had youra€ | little fit.'**_ 

"Meaninga€ | " 

'__**M ean ing that I felt what was wrong. I told you I couldn't feel 



your mind anymore, I told you so! I TOLD YOU! '**_ 

Why was she getting so worked up? It was him who had suddenly 
experienced whatever-it-was , not her. 

"Relax." He told her and winced as his he felt his head ache once 
again. Why did she have to scream like that? 

'_**D 0 nA't tell me to relax! Do you have any idea how distressed we 
were- ' * *_ 

"No." He flatly stated. Of course he couldn't imagine that a€"he was 
just barely reacclimatizing to his environment after he had just gone 
through what felt like a second set of augmentations. His mind was 
still burning from the aftermath and his muscles were aching. He 
could barely stand upright and Lucy was complaining about their 
feelings? "I don't. And don't be, I'm fine." 

i_**You're not!'**_ Another voice in his head weakly stated. It took 
him longer to process what had been said than if Lucy said it; 
because this voice belonged to a different Pokemon. A different 
female Pokemon. But his team only possessed one psychic, so who was 
talking to him? 

"We got trouble!" He said and grabbed his assault rifle a€"which had 
fallen to the ground during his episode. 

Nidorino and Lucy looked at each other and the poison-type growled 
something . 

'_**There is no one else here! '**_ The psychic-type said, her tone 
now so thick with worry that he could actually feel it. '_**Nidorino 
doesn't hear anyone and I don't sense anyone! '**_ 

That was odd. If there wasn't anybody there, then who was 
communicating telepathically with him? 

"Then we got a second psychic somewhere." He said and flexed his 
muscles. His shoulders were still hurting from his previous encounter 
with the electric-type. Coupled with the other things that had 
befallen his body, he had some trouble letting his muscles relax and 
contract without agony. But he would get there. 

In the meantime he totally missed the little Vulpix lowering her head 
and carefully walking backwards. 

~ 0 ~ 

Recent events werea€ | troubling for Nidorino. After the stressful but 
very enjoyable fight at the place called Vermillion City, he and his 
trainer had properly reunited with each other. He had hated the idea 
of having to abandon the human simply because of some controversial 
action, but his loyalty to the Kirlia and protectiveness of the 
Vulpix made it hard for him to simply ignore them too. 

But thankfully the situation had resolved and his pack was on the 
move again. During the journey he had suffered from his conflicted 
emotions again, but he had slowly understood that he wasn't supposed 
to understand them. It was in his nature; his instincts told him what 
he needed to feel and do. 



He felt strange towards Lucy because she was a female. That strange 
feeling was positive. 

He felt strange towards his trainer because he was a male. That 
strange feeling was negative and needed to be kept under tight 
control a€"it was the alpha male, after all. It was his pack and he 
had taken Nidorino in when he was still a kid. To act violent against 
the human would be to undo the trouble it had taken to raise him 
properly . 

And even though he was impulsive, he wasn't aggressive. Not overly 
aggressive, at least. 

But when his human had suddenly stopped moving, things had turned for 
the worse. He couldn't hear anything in the cave they found 
themselves except for the occasional Zubat fluttering around, or a 
few Geodudes sleeping near some rocks. 

Lucy had warned him that something was wrong with the human and that 
they needed to take care of him. But he couldn't understand what was 
wrong with the human. He was still standing right? 

And then he had fallen against a large boulder that lay in the way. 
Well, so much for still standing upright. He had immediately run to 
his trainer to try and brace him; to catch him if he was falling and 
to prevent him from slamming against the boulder. Alpha male or not, 
he still needed protection. But Vulpix had warned him not to and then 
he had realized that has poisonous spikes would most likely cause 
more harm than he would prevent . 

But when he asked the vixen whether that was what she meant or not, 
she had muttered something about the human being very heavy. What was 
that supposed to mean? 

"**What is wrong with him!" **He shouted at no one in particular, but 
Vulpix still answered him. 

"**He is in paina€|"** She said. How did she know that? Was it some 
kind of sixth sense that Vulpix' species had? Or was it just a female 
skill a€"to be able to glance at someone and tell what is troubling 
them? 

"**Ther e has to be something we can do!" **He replied, not wanting to 
accept his trainers suffering without being able to help him. 

"**I donA't even know why he is hurting, how can we help him if we 
don't know whatA's wrong?"** 

But he was in pain, that was wrong! 

"**Lucy, can you help him?"** Vulpix frantically cried, hoping that 
the psychic could get through to the human. But she didn't respond- 
why wasn't she responding? 

The Kirlia was standing a few centimeters away from her trainer. Her 
head was slightly bent forward, making her look like she was praying. 
Was she mourning for the human? Was his pain so bad that he was 
dying? That didn't make any sense at all! 



"**Lucy?"** the fire-type carefully asked again. The human had 
effectively slumped against the rock now, unmoving. 

It took the psychic-type a while to answer. But when she did her 
words chilled Nidorino somewhat. 

'_**I can't feel his mind anymorea€ | something is clouding it from me. 
I don't know what to do! 

If the only psychic pokemon on their team had no idea on what to do, 
then their situation was really, _really_ bad. 

Now that the human was merely sitting against the large boulder, 
Vulpix finally dared to approach him. She carefully walked up to his 
unmoving body and stopped next to Lucy for a second. The two girls 
looked at each other and then they both stepped towards him. The 
fire-type jumped to his shoulder and sat down there, laying her head 
to rest against his helmet. The psychic-type slowly climbed up to his 
chest and stayed put there, staring at the protective faceplate. 

And the three of them stayed in their respective positions for some 
time. It didn't take long for their trainer to shift and slowly start 
moving again. But when he did, Lucy appeared stricken and shocked. 
What could possibly be worse than the prospect of her trainer 
dying? 

"**Math?" **She said. Her voice was trembling and it sounded like she 
could start crying at any time. Nidorino wanted nothing more than to 
support her and help her get over her feelings, but he didn't know 
what was going on and why she was so shocked like that. 

"**What's wrong with him?"** Vulpix softly said. 

"**I can't get through to him; his mind no longer recognizes my 
telepathy!"** She said. Now her voice was just teeming on the edge of 
panic. It was heart-wrenching for him to see her so distressed and 
knowing that he wouldn't be able to do anything about it. 

The soldier shook his head once and then seemed to come to life 
completely. "Status!" He asked and looked around the cave. 

Lucy took a look at him and jumped off of his body, just like Vulpix 
did . 

And Nidorino watched in frustration as both the human and the Kirlia 
engaged in one of their ever-so-annoying telepathic conversations. He 
kept answering her aloud and she kept talking to him in his mind. 
Throughout their conversation, he could see that Lucy kept getting 
more and more frustrated and furious with the human. 

Eventually he jumped to action again and grabbed his weapon. His 
usually ever so fluid and gracious movements were different now. He 
was slower and a bit jerky a€"but still faster than any other human 
out there. 

"We've got trouble." He said and took another look around the cavern. 
What he said was completely impossible; there was literary nobody 
else around there. A few Zubat and a Geodude but that was it. What 
was wrong with him? Had he seen something they hadn't? 

>Once again, that was impossible. If there was anything out there 



except for them, he would have heard it . <p> 


"**I think he is confuseda€ | " **He growled. Lucy turned to look at 
him and then nodded. 

"Then we've got a second psychic somewhere!" He eventually replied. 
The implications of what he said weren't exactly the nicest of 
implications. If there was a second psychic around and that pokemon 
hadn't revealed itself, then it was most likely an enemy. And if 
there was one opponent Nidorino would not want to fight, then it was 
a psychic type. Lucy had proven her intense prowess when she beat the 
Raichu who had a€"in a previous battle- completely crushed both him 
and Vulpix and a two-on-one battle. 

Wait a minuteaC i why was Vulpix suddenly backing away from their pack? 
Was she so scared of the prospect of having to fight a psychic that 
she wanted to flee at the very thought of it? 

~ 0 ~ 

Well this was it. It had been fun while it lasted, but now she needed 
get away before they wanted to hurt her. 

As soon as her trainer had stated that there was a second psychic 
around, she knew that he must have thought that said psychic had 
attacked his mind. And seeing as she had accidentally contacted both 
Lucy and the human with her telepathy, they knew of her potential 
psychic abilities. Which meant that if they thought logically about 
it, they would conclude that she had attacked her trainer. 

And they would take revenge on her. She didn't want to leave them 
a€"she was completely innocent, just like she had been back in 
Cerulean City. But even though she completely trusted Lucy, she 
wasn't sure about the human and the Nidorino. So she'd better play it 
safe and try to run away instead of risking somebody hurt 
her . 

" * *Vulpixa€ | ? " **Lucy asked. Damn they were on to her already? 

The vixen stopped moving and hid her head behind her paws . She 
trusted the Kirliaa€|she trusted her. She wouldn't hurt her, she 
would never- 

'__**Maybe you should relax and just tell me the truth. '**_ 

She was talking to her mind now? Why? Was it because she didn't want 
the males to hear what was going on? But that didn't make sense; if 
the human simply thought about it, he would realize that it was _her_ 
who had talked to him in his mind instead of Lucy. 

"**Ia€|"** She started, but quickly stopped herself when she realized 
that she would only be confessing out loud. If the two guys really 
didn't know anything and the Kirlia was the only one who suspected 
something, then there might still be hope for her! 

She swallowed and tried to focus her thoughts on her own mind, like 
she had done before. '_**I was born in a small community of several 
Vulpix and a few Ninetales. My mother- '**_ 

She felt a lump form in her throat when she thought about her mother 



and what had happened. '_**My mother possessed intense supernatural 
abilit iesa€ | more than any other Ninetales ever had. Eventually when I 
left the groupa€ | I encountered the human 
civilization. '**__ 

'_**Continue . '**_ 

This was getting hard. She didn't want to go into the long details, 
but neither did she want to stop talking now. This was the first time 
she had ever talked about her past and if Lucy believed hera€|if she 
understood that she was talking the truth, then she would to stay 
with the team. She honesty cared for her trainer and she wanted 
nothing more than to stay with him. 

'_**There I met a small family. You need to understand, tales of my 
mother had already reached that village long before I encountered it. 
Tales of a Ninetales that communed with Ghost sa€ i stories of young 
Vulpix who learned how to curse humans. '**_ 

'_**Was it really that bad?'**_ 

'_**Ev en tually, yes. Let's just say that the humans were already 
afraid of every Vulpix or Ninetales they encountereda€ | but when I 
approached the family, they didn't want to have anything to do with 
me. Their child however, did.'**_ 

'_**No! '**_ Lucy gasped. It was another prime example of how good she 
was when it came to sensing people's emotions and feelings. She was 
already feeling so depressed and sad that the Kirlia was perfectly 
able to understand why she was feeling what she felt. And then she 
simply concluded what had to have happened. 

She carefully looked to her right and spotted her trainer looking at 
her, with his scary faceplate that always concealed his features. 
Nidorino stood by his side and he too was watching them with rapt 
attention . 

Lucy turned to the poison-type. "**Please indulge usa€|we are 
discussing something of great importance."** 

"**I'm not stupid, I can see that. You are communicating 
telepathically again. And so are you, that is why those humans were 
after you!"** He said those last words to her instead of the Kirlia 
a€"she knew he wasn't stupid, but the fact that he still guessed that 
she was able to speak with her mind wasa€ j amazing . It kind of baffled 
her, if she was perfectly honest. 

"**Pleasea€| "She** said, hoping that the Pokemon would understand 
her. "**I will explain everything latera€ | just let us 
continue . " * * 

The human gazed at her for a little while longer before he focused 
his attention on Lucy again. "I don't know what is going ona€ | but you 
do. Don't. Deny. It." 

Damn. Vulpix knew that the human was a tough guy, but the fact that 
he had just shut Lucy up when she was communicating with her mind was 
justa€ | amazing . "You have two minutes. Then you will tell me what you 
are so secretly discussing." 



So even though both she and Kirlia were communicating without any 
form of sound whatsoever, the two guys still noticed that they were 
speaking with their minds? 

'_**It's always the thick onesa€ ' **_Lucy said. '_**Please 
continue . ' * *_ 


'_**The child was happy to see me. She petted me on my head and tried 
to hug me. The parents wanted to take her away, but they were too 
scared to do anything. Eventually the child pulled on my tails and 
that hurt. I yelped in pain and the parents immediately rushed 
towards their kid to take her away. They feared that I had cursed 
hera€ | ' **_ 

'_**That's horriblea€ | '**_ Lucy said. '_**Only because SHE was so 
stupid to go and tug on your tails! '**_ 

'_**That's not even the worst parta€ | ' **_She said and swallowed. 

This was her darkest secret and she was about to reveal it to the 
first person she had ever trusted. Okaya€ | she would just get it out 
of the way. Just say it and then it would be over: quick and 
painless. '_**The child died several hours after thata€ | she fell of a 
roof and broke her neck. ' **_ 

There. She had said it. It was out now, but it had been anything but 
painless. Her conversational partner had grown quiet after her 
revelation . 

'_**The parents believed that I cursed hera€ | they thought that I was 
responsible for her death. '**_ 

'_**Thata€i ' **_ Lucy finally answered, '_**Is why the humans were 
after you? Because they thought that you killed the 
kid? ' * *_ 


'_**Yesa€ '**_ she answered, already feeling a certain sense of doom 
hanging over her head. '_**Please don't hate me for ita€ | I never laid 
a paw on that child! I never wanted toa€ | I never did 
anything ! 1 * *_ 

But the Kirlia merely held her hand up to silence her. '_**Our 
trainer is a child-killing fragile-minded teen stuck in the ways of a 
soldier. I think a wrongly-accused little vixen fits perfectly in, 
don't you think? '**_ 

She really did? She really did! Lucy never stopped caring for her; 
she actually wanted her to stay in her team! 

But what about the rest? The Nidorino and her trainer himself? What 
if they decided that they didn't want her around? 

"Time's up. Start talking." 

Would he send her away after everything they went through? 

"**Let me do the talking."** The Kirlia said and turned to face her 
trainer. She only spoke with the human for half a minute before he 
raised his hand and silenced her. Again. 


"I don't care what she did; she is on our team now and we take care 



of each other." 


Wella€|that was rather ant iclimact ic . He honestly did not care for 
her past? The controversy surrounding her family line or even the 
potential danger of having her around him? 

"**I told you soa€ | you can trust every single one of us." **The 
Kirlia said with a big smile. She had been right all along, the 
lovely psychic-type. Vulpix truly had nothing to fear from her new 
teama€ | even the cold soldier cared for her wellbeing. 

"**I donA't know what youA're all talking about, but I get the 
general idea. We are all part of the same packa€ | it doesn't matter 
what your past is. You are here with us now."** 

"**Yes ! "** Lucy added. "**And speaking about being a part of a 
packa€ | " * * 

~ 0 ~ 

The situation was getting from bad to very weird. After he had 
managed to distract his psychic partner from her interrogation 
session, Vulpix had nearly gotten compromised by some unknown but 
most likely emotional reason. The only thing he had said was that 
there would most likely be a second psychic around. Why had the 
fire-type felt so distressed about that? 

The Spartan had just started to wonder about the strangeness of the 
situation when he had noticed that both the Kirlia and the Vulpix had 
started staring at each other. He recognized the body language of 
Lucy and realized that she was communicating with telepathy 
again . 

After that the situation had gone from very weird to frustrating and 
he had given his Pokemon an ultimatum to solve their problem within 
two minutes . 

Of course they had managed to solve their problem within the allotted 
time and then Lucy had tried to explain the complicated emotional 
patterns that drove Vulpix and why she was so desperate for 
attention, love and acceptance. 

If he tried to understand what she was saying to him, he'd still be 
standing there after three days. So he had cut her short and 
explained that he didn't care for an irrational fear of rejection and 
that he had already accepted the vixen in his team. 

And then he would finally have a little rest in his head a€"his mind 
still hurt from the unknown mental torture that something had caused. 
But at least Lucy wasn't whining at him for not seeking medical 
attention or explaining why he had suddenly experienced the 
pain . 

'_**Don't think I forgot about you.'**_ 

Damn. It. What was it that she wanted? His body was just barely 
readapting to the effects of his mind and he had just solved a major 
snag in his team. He had no desire to discuss the events with Lucy 
right now. 



"What?" He said. 


'_**What happened earliera€| '** 


"Yes?" 


'_**Has that happened before?' **_ 

"In the market back in Cerulean." 

' _* *WHY DIDN'T YOU TELL ME SO!?'**_ 

"It wasn't relevant to the mission." 

i_**You were hurting and you didn't tell me so? ' **_ 

"I didn't know what caused it. It wouldn't have mattered 
anyhow . " 

'_**I care for you. Very much so. When you are in pain you should 
visit the Pokemon Center! They take care of Pokemon, but also 
humans ! ' **_ 

"I don't need medical attention." 

'_**You have been walking around with multiple scratches and wounds 
in your face, you got zapped by a Raichu and just now your mind was 
in such agony that it was practically invisible to me! ME!'**_ 

She had a point. He had gotten careless lately. The amount of 
surprises and new factors that he had to count in while on this new 
world were just too much. He had spread himself out too thinaC | or had 
he? The only sensation that could come close toa€| mental painaC | was 
the effect of Lucy's anger while she spoke to him. When she was angry 
enough, her psychic powers enabled her to hurt him in his mind. So 
when something had hurt his mind, it might as well have been a 
psychic attack. 

And what about the strange voice in his head? Aside from the 
Kirlia's, of course. "I heard a second telepathic voice in my head, 
just after I got on my feet." 

'_**That's what I wanted to tell you. We suspect that Vulpix is 
alsoa€ | somewhat psychic. She also contacted me back in Vermillion 
city 

They rounded a corner and he swept his rifle around the room, before 
he decided that it was clear. 

"And you didn't tell me?" 

i_**You didn't ask.'**_ 

Right . 

'_**Buta€ | youa€ | the things you've been througha€ | you never allowed 
anything to stop you. Bullet sa€ | lightning and dozens of bloodthirsty 
bats couldn't even faze you. And then you suddenly collapsed a€"you 
actually collapsed, right in front of our eyes. We never knew what 
hit you; my only warning was that your mind suddenly disappeared 



underneath my watchful eye.'**_ 

If she put it like thata€ i it might have been pretty bad for them. "I 
don't know what happeneda€ i it simply did." 

'_**You lied about how you felt. You told us that you were fine! '**_ 
The new voice then suddenly told him. It would appear that Vulpix was 
indeed psychic; the little vixen was frowning like she was thinking 
about some very complicated philosophical thought. Was telepathy 
really so hard to maintain? 

"My personal discomfort is irrelevant to the mission." He stated and 
winced as Lucy's voice cut through his mind, leaving a faint burning 
across its wake. 

'_**0h is it? My trainer with whom I'm mentally AND emotionally 
connected nearly dies for some unknown reason and all he has to say 
is that his feelings are 'irrelevant'? And what about my feelings 
Math, what about me? ' **_ 


"You?" 


'_**P S ychic backslash! As soon as it started, I experienced what you 
felt. Not the pain itself, but your reaction to it . I felt how you 
felt when your mind was set alight and I understood your 
pain . ' * *_ 

"But you didn't experience any discomfort? Did I hurt you?" 

' _* *No you didn't hurt mea€ | I experienced your emotions and 

sensat ionsa€ | not the pain itself. Isn't that enough for someone like 

me?"* *_ 

He kept forgetting how emotions and feelings were a daily basis of 
LucyA's world; everything revolved around her and emotions. It was 
her life, intertwined with the feelings of everyone around her. That 
couldn't be a very pleasant life. "I don't know what happeneda€ i and I 
don't think you or Vulpix had anything to do with it." 

It was strange. The Kirlia was so upset with hima€ | because he had 
gotten hurt? Or because he didn't tell them how he felt? "Let's just 
get to the next city." 

'_**Will you get yourself checked by a medical person when you get 
there ? ' * *_ 


He rounded another corner and spotted a large rocklike pokemon 
sitting there, searching through the ground for something. Then it 
turned around and spotted them. Bellowing with anger it took a few 
steps towards them, displaying obvious hostility. 

Rock was weak to fighting and Nidorino used fighting a lot in his 
style. "Get him." He ordered the poison-type and watched as the two 
bulky Pokemon advanced upon each other. Nidorino had shown that he 
was perfectly capable of fighting without having to be ordered around 
constantly, which would be needed in the coming time. "Look for 
openings; watch your opponent and determine when to strike and when 
to defend. I can't be there to give orders forever." 


It was ironic how the one thing he was yearning for was getting 



orders from a superior officer; someone who could tell him what to 
do. And he was telling his own Pokemon to operate without orders 
themselves . 

A flock of wild Zubat and Golbat appeared from a hole in the wall and 
he noticed how Nidorino would be having his hands full with the fight 
againsta€ i whatever it was . 

He grabbed the Pokedex and decided that the best course of action 
would be to completely identify and understand every single possible 
threat in this land, and the little device would help him with 
it . 

"Lucy, Vulpix, take care of those bats." He told the two ladies. 
Together they stepped forward and started their not-so-fair fight 
against the flying Pokemon. 

, _**D 0n 't think you can escape your treatment for much longer! '**_ 
Lucy warned him and then she had to focus on her enemies. A little 
bit of training would be perfect for his team a€"the Raichu had 
beaten both the fire- as the poison-type in their fight and they had 
been fighting it together. Two against one and still they had 
lost . 

"GRAVELER, THE ROCK POKEMON. GRAVELER DESCENDS DOWN MOUNTAINS BY 
TUMBLING DOWN STEEP SLOPES. THEY ARE SO BRUTAL THAT THEYKNOCK DOWN 
ANYTHING THAT GETS IN THEIR WAY WITH THUNDEROUS TACKLES." 

"ZUBAT, BLIND POKEMON WITH SUPER SONIC POWERS. THEY HATE FLYING IN 
THE LIGHT AND ENJOY DARK PLACES." 

"GOLBAT, THE BAT POKEMON. GOLBAT LOVES TO DRINK THE BLOOD OF LIVING 
CREATURES. IT IS PARTICULARLY ACTIVE AT NIGHT AND FLIES AROUND IN THE 
DARK NIGHT, IN SEARCH FOR FRESH BLOOD." 

Well, those were some very nasty critters. Bloodsucking bats and 
brutal living stones a€"had the covenant invaded a world inhabited by 
Pokemon, the ground battles might have gone better- no, they would 
still burn everything in their way and they would simply send in even 
more forces to deal with the wild animals. This world was unique and 
it had to stay that way; untouched by war or aliens. 

Or potential forerunner tech. 

"Nidorino, dodge and retaliate with Double Kick. Lucy, cover your 
partner with a reflective barrier and counter with confusion. Vulpix, 
provide suppressing f irea€ i f ire . " 

The Pokemon did as he ordered them to and he watched with a slight 
sense of satisfaction as the bats fell out of the sky and the 
Graveler hit the wall with a loud 'thud' for the third time. More and 
more wild Pokemon appeared, attracted by the noise and lured by the 
violence. His Pokemon were hard pressed to fight and they were slowly 
being driven into a corner by a combination of bats, rocks and stone 
snakes. If they didn't complement each other weaknesses and 
vulnerabilities soon, he would have to step in and that meant that 
the Pokemon had lost their training exercise. 


He sidestepped and a charging Geodude hit the wall behind him. Then 
he spun around and punched a Golbat right in its oversized face. 



breaking its teeth and sending it flying in the opposite 
direction . 

"Keep an eye on your teammates!" He yelled at his Pokemon. "Use their 
attacks to your advantage and use every opening you can find." 

Now they were concentrating on both their allies as their opponents 
and their fields of fire got less sloppy and more coordinated. 

"Push them back and retaliate. The best form of defense is a good 
offense . " 

'_**What does that mean?' **_The gentle voice of Vulpix softly asked 
him . 

"That you can't keep backing up when you hit a wall. Push forward and 
create space, they won't be expecting it." 

His Pokemon obeyed his orders and Nidorino charged ahead, smacking 
into the lead Onix and completely letting his vulnerable spots open 
for attack. But there wasn't a single enemy which tried to exploit 
them, seeing as the two females on the team completely covered his 
presented openings. He charged through the enemy's lines in a 
reckless advance, letting Vulpix and Lucy cover him with their 
intense elemental attacks. The flaming fox was almost literary 
shooting the attacking bats out of the air and Lucy reflected every 
hurled projectile that the rock-pokemon threw at them. Then she 
retaliated with her mind and curbed many of her opponents at 
once . 

It was good to see how his Pokemon had mastered the concept of 
working in a squad so easily; he only had to give them a few hints 
and then they simply did as they were instructed to. 

But the other two Pokemon still needed names thougha€ i and he had no 
idea on what to call them yeta€ | at least any male names. 

"Keep an eye on your six!" He called and watched as Lucy blasted a 

Golbat out of the air with her psychic-powers. There capabilities to 
work as a team were very well developed, but they lacked endurance 

and focus. The amount of wild Pokemon was getting out of their 

ability to handle and soon they would get overwhelmed. Their 
once-f ormidable teamwork was now getting sloppier and less cohesive 
a€"he would have to get them out of there. 

Lucky thing that the exit was right in the large room they were 
currently inside. He would only have to get the three pokemon out of 
a horde of living rocks, stone snakes the size of a pelican dropship 
and bats whose body existed out of a large mouth with wings. 

Piece of cake. He accelerated with a few large strides and jumped in 
the air, reaching several meters of height before nearly bumping his 
head against the ceiling. He landed between the mass of Rock-pokemon 
and rolled over the ground, dealing quick incapacitating blows left 
and right . 

He was more effective in fighting Pokemon than his companions 
were . 


Vulpix had somehow gotten herself separated from her friends and now 



she was fighting for her life in some corner, roasting every Pokemon 
that came after her. 


"Lucy, teleport Nidorino and yourself out of there!" He said, angry 
with himself that he hadn't thought of that before. What had started 
as a simple training exercise was now turning into a frantic struggle 
for survival . 

Using his remaining momentum, he leapt for the nearest Onix and 
landed with his arms extended on the giant monster. It roared as the 
sudden weight on its neck pulled him to the ground and its attack 
aimed at the lone Vulpix was interrupted. The vixen cried happily 
once it noticed who was coming to save at. 

'_**We're at the exit Math! Join us there! '**_ Lucy cried in his 
mind. Was she calling the shots now? 

"Let's move!" He yelled and grabbed the Vulpix with one hand while he 
blocked several attacks with the other one. His armoured arm was long 
enough and he used every inch of its surface to stop, counter and 
retaliate every single attack aimed at him or his vixen. 

Then he took another large jump and cleared both him and his Pokemon 
from the attacking hordes of wild ones. 

"Why are they so angry?" He asked his allies sometime later. "The 
cave was empty when we got there." 

'_**They are very upset with somethinga€ | '**_ Lucy 
responded . 

'_**S 0me thing angered them!'**_ Vulpix said a second later. It was 
_very_ annoying to have three thoughts thinking about the same 
subject in one head a€"especially when said head was still recovering 
from its recent and very painful fit. 

"What angered them?" 

'_**S 0me thing humans did in the next towna€ | '**_ Kirlia slowly said, 
realizing what she said just as she said it. '_**Something is very 
wrong therea€ | '**_ 

Lavender Town was the next place to visit on his list. It was home to 
a pokemon tower and that was about everything he knew about it . 

"Let's find out." 

If he could simply walk into a town without encountering some kind of 
new war-sparkling incident, that would be great. Every single place 
he had entered thus far had only brought him problems and more 
fights. His ammunition was getting seriously depleted and soon he 
would have to permanently switch to his battle rifle. 

'_**Can't we just find a village where the human population isn't out 
to murder us all?'**_ 

"Yeah well, give it time Lucy." 

The town up ahead was very small; there were only a dozen buildings 
and one large tower that towered above them. It didn't look very 
welcome and judging by the emotions clouding the senses of the wild 



Pokemon in the cave, something very bad must have been going on 
there. The sun had reached the highest point in the sky and it had to 
be a warm afternoon, but the external temperature couldn't be more 
than fifteen degrees at best. 

They were still in a very rocky area; the mountain loomed behind them 
and the ground in front of them was littered with rocky protrusions. 
One of those formations was shaped like a general overhang; a little 
cave with a roof on top of it. That would be perfect for his next 
operation . 

'_**I don't think we'll be very welcome in therea€ | '**_ Lucy softly 
said . 

'_**Nidorino doesn't hear much in the village, it is very quiet. '**_ 
Vulpix added. They couldn't charge headfirst into that place; they 
needed a plan of attack. 

"We'll set up camp in the rocks. Then we'll discuss our next point of 
approach . " 

Vulpix and Nidorino looked at each other and the poison-type nodded. 
'_**A good idea.'**_ The vixen said and jumped on top of the nearest 
rock . 

It didn't take long for his Pokemon to find the formation he was 
referring to and once they did, they were glad to jump into the 
natural formation that presented them with a new place to rest. 

The Spartan walked up to his tired companions and took a long look at 
them. "Your performance was sloppy." He flat-out stated. "Your team 
cohesion fell apart and it nearly cost you the battle." 

'_**We didn't know that there were so many of them! '**_ Lucy yelled 
exasperated '_**How were we supposed to know? ' **_ 

"As a soldier, it is your job to expect trouble in deal accordingly. 
If you want to stay alive, you adept." 

That shut her up. "Know when to retreat and when to attack, keep an 
eye on your teammates and above all: see every single opening 
available . " 

That was the most he could talk without his throat feeling like he 
had swallowed one of Nidorino 's brethren. Now came the important 
part: while he would be scouting the village ahead, his Pokemon would 
need to train. Physically; they would need to realize where their 
strengths lay and how to increase those. Nidorino would have to train 
his muscles, Vulpix would have to learn how to control her breathing 
to improve her fire-abilities and Lucy would need to learn how to 
effectively fight with her mind while moving with her body. 

"While I'm scouting aheada€ i " He started, already regretting having 
to talk that much _again_, "You-"He pointed at the Kirlia- "Will need 
to train your mind and your agility. You-"He pointed at 
Nidorino-"Will train your physical strength and you-"He pointed at 
Vulpix-"Shall train your fire-attacks. Questions?" 


His teammates merely stared at him. "Good. Every one of you will need 
to train their endurance: in order to keep fighting, you will have to 



be able to keep on going forever. Dismissed." 


And with that he turned around and left his Pokemon completely 
dazzled by his sudden orders. If he were to engage a major threat 
like a powerful Psychic or other dangerous enemies, his teammates 
would need to be at their very best. And possibly evolve; that would 
increase their odds of survival. When would they actually evolve? And 
into what? Lucy ha said something about the Vulpix' family- a 
Nintales or something like that? 

If he could somehow find out why and when his Pokemon could evolve, 
he could aim his training at that possibility. Right now, however, 
they needed to hone and integrate their individual talents. IF they 
could function as a proper team without ever disintegrating into 
chaos, they would be a formidable force. 

Until the bullets started flying, that is. Only Rock-pokemon were 
resistant to the weaponry on this planet, even though his guns packed 
more punch than any weapon he had encountered recently. 

Actually, everything he had encountered recently was strange and 
completely unknown to him. He had finally managed to understand the 
basic things that drove Lucy, but the other two Pokemon were still a 
complete mystery to him. 

Like Vulpix, for example. The little red vixen was so attached to him 
a€"according to his own conclusions and a few not-so-subt le hints 
from Kirlia's part- and yet she was dealing with an extreme fear of 
commitment. She had been afraid that he would kick her out of the 
team merely because of her past and it might seem a very dark thing 
to them. But he had told his Pokemon something about his own past; 
something that should have been enough to take away every form of 
doubt or fear that she was feeling. If someone like he a€"who had 
executed a kid in cold blood just a few minutes before- was accepted 
by the Pokemon, then why was Vulpix afraid to be accepted 
herself? 

And then there was the basic problem with physics on this world. 
Telepathy and lightning aside, fire? She was a fox which could spew 
fire from its mouth! How did that even work? Some kind of mixture of 
gasses or fluids ignited by some kind of pyroclastic gland? That was 
more chemistry and biology than physics though. 

Even though he disliked having to work in a team, his current 
collection of teammates was actually pretty combat ready when he 
actually gave it a thought. The constant stress of thinking about the 
mission, having to fight entranced hostiles and never knowing when 
something might be a thread kind of took away every piece of his mind 
that could process the raw amounts of information that he had to deal 
with . 

And the more he thought about it, the more he realized that in this 
world, his team was actually quite capable. A large bulky animal that 
could poison his enemies by goring them with his horn for example. Or 
a vixen that could literary burn her enemies to a cinder by simply 
breathing on them. 

Not to mention the humanoid Pokemon who was able to fight with her 
mind just as proficient as a martial arts expert would with his body. 
It was a ragtag combination of completely different creatures with 



conflicting feelings, but it was a working ragtag combination. 

And they were his ragtag team- 

Cinder! Vulpix was able to burn her enemies to a cinder! That would 
be an acceptable name for the little thing. It actually sounded 
pretty feminine when he gave it another thought, so it could actually 
work . 

Lucy the Kirlia, Cinder the Vulpix anda€ | Nidorino . He would get back 
at his name sometime later. 

But for now he had a scouting mission to perform and even though he 
was a Spartan, trying to blend in a dull, dark environment with a 
snow-white MJOLNIR armour wasn't the easiest thing to do. It would 
require his constant and unwavering attention and that was exactly 
what he would do. 

His mind steeled itself and the rest of his possible feelings and 
sensations became a grey mass as they moved to the background, 
leaving only the clear and tranquil mind of a Spartan with an 
objective . 

It was time to move. 

~ 0 ~ 

"_While not everyone agrees on this matter, there was a distinct line 
between the two warring factions. One of them could be considered 
'evil' and one of them could be considered 'good'. I don't recall 
which one of them was the faction I found myself siding with a€"every 
time I sit down and ponder about the events of the war, my mind gets 
blurry and the details disappear. But I know that the leader of one 
side was so good that I wanted to fight for hima€ | or her. I don't. 
RememberaC | 

- Logbook Entry by Mr. 

Fuji 

_~ 0 ~_ 

* *Tuga€ | tuga€ | . tuga€ | tuga€ | tuga€ | donA ' t mind me, just tugging over 
here . ** 

**Quick! A few sentences to distract you!** 

**Chapter 18 people. I don't know whether my readers think I move too 
fast or too slowa€|I know that my chapters can be considered A'longA' 
but I need to know what you think about the quality of the 
story-progressing. I need a few reviews for thisa€|and a few reviews 
dedicated to the many hints and suggestions for the story I posted. * 
laughs evily.* ** 

**Last time a few of them were noted in a review, but there are still 
many more out there. ** 

**Also, I want to express my gratitude to everyone who has stuck with 
me up to now. I know that this story isn't exactly posted on the 
front page of the Fanfiction site and that the two Story-elements 
aren't exactly the most common of Crossover-materiel, but there are 



still many people who read the story. People who follow it and make 
it their favorite. People who keep reviewing and putting up with the 
mistakes I make and the annoying cliffhangers I create. ** 

**So for everyone who has made it up to now: Thank you for your 
continued support.** 

**I just felt like saying this nowa€ | to let everyone know how much I 
appreciate them. ** 


19. Revelations 

**Chapter 19 my dear readers: this is where some the suggestions and 
hints I have placed throughout the storya€ | get serious. * puts on 
sunglasses* ** 

* *Yutyrannus : ****i have some ideas for the last nickname, yes. Good 
to see that you like it!** 

** JohnsFist**** : That is good to heara€ | reada€ | something . It does 
look like a good idea to get a water-type on the teama€|but will 
I /he?** 

**Cthulujr: ****a fourth Pokemon is in the planning yes, but I'm 
going to be a big jerk and not say anything about it! :)** 

**Siphon 117 ;**** to be honest, I couldn't wait either. That's why I 
started this chapter ASAP :D** 

**Also, I forgot to ask ****Guest: ****who is Rachel? You mentioned 
that name in a review and I don't really understand where it came 
f roma€ | ? * * 

**By the waya€ | I talk so much I don't really remember whether I have 
said this or not, but: some people have told me that I can sound 
rather sarcastic. I just wanted to say and a€"potent ially clarify- 
that I have never used sarcasm in my pre- and post-story babbling and 
neither do I intend to do so.** 

**Without further adoa€ | on to the story!** 

* * ~ Q ~ * * 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

* * Sp e e ch ' * * telepathic speech 


~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 28/29- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. 

Nidorino, lvl 25- significant moves: peck, poison sting, double kick 



and horn attack. 


Vulpix, lvl 26- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, quick attack 
and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The first generation of SPARTAN- I I' s can legally be considered 
adults. They are all older than twenty-one a€"heck most of them are 
in their forties right now! Well, the second generation of the 
SPARTAN- I I ' s ; namely, our secret-Spartans , is no older than twenty. 
Zero-One-One is twenty and Zero-Zero-Seven is only nineteen. I 
believe that the oldest one has reached her twenty-first birthday a 
few months ago . 

"_Why is this important ?"_ 

"_Because it makes you realize that our Spartans are in fact, just 
II 's. They're just youngera€ | les experienced. Deployed 
differently. 

- Conversation between Captain Wren and General Lance, July 15th, 

2551 

~ 0 ~ 

It was very strangeaC | the moment they had exited the rock tunnel, 
dark clouds had started to converge at a point somewhere beyond 
Lavender Town. It wasn't that obvious until her trainer had left to 
scout ahead, but now that he was gone, the thunderclouds were getting 
more and more ominous . 

But now that Math has gone ahead and left them behind to train, they 
were supposed to focus on their own individual strengths and 
weaknesses? Was that it? How were they supposed to do so when he was 
gone? 

Nidorino had it easy; he could simply smash up boulders and stones 
around him and practice his aim with his poison sting. Vulpix had it 
even easier; she could literally practice her aiming, because she 
spewed fire. 

But she? She fought with her mind! What could she possibly do to 
train her mind when there weren't any enemies around? She was hungry 
and tired from her recent 'training session' with the human and she 
was in no condition to simply train some more! Was he nuts? 

Vulpix stopped bathing the nearest rock in flames and turned to face 
her. "**Why aren't you training?"** 

Oh you cute little thing. Mindlessly following orders from your 
trainer ..."** I don't want to. I'm tired and hungry and we probably 
need to fight again in the coming town!"** 

" * *b_ B ut he told us to train!" **The vixen replied with a shocked 
voice. "**You c-can't just i-ignore him!"** 

Can't she? She wasn't some little soldier to blindly obey someone 
claiming to be in charge a€"whoops . 



"**A11 I am saying is that we don't neccesarily need to be breaking 
things in order to be strong!"** 

As soon as she said that, Nidorino came crashing through a rock and 
pelted the girls with little pieces of rock and dust. 

"**Will you quit doing that!"** Lucy yelled with anger. "**I donA't 
want to spend the next hour or so at the Pokemon Center grooming 
myself just because some horn-head decided to play with rocks!** 

The poison-type looked at Vulpix and she could feel his confusion 
radiating from his mind. "**What's going on? Why are you so 
angry? " * * 

"**I'm not angry!"** She replied. Why would they think she was angry? 
What was wrong with them! 

"**Buta€|you area€| "** The fire-type carefully added. "**You sound 
angryaC | you act angry and you are even shouting at us."** 

She was? That was crazy; she had no reason to be mad with 
thema€ | right ? 

' **I_" **She said and tried to figure out exactly what she was 
feeling. Her emotions which were normally ever so clear and smooth, 
were now fluctuating and chaotic. She couldn't tell what she was 
feeling and her own mind felt strange. That was strangeaC | it was the 
first time something like that happened to her. 

The horns on her head were twitchingaC | how couldn't she have noticed 
that? How long had they been doing that? 

"**I_" **she started again, but all of a sudden the world turned 
black. Her head hurt and her body felt like it was spinning. Was she 
falling? What was going on? 

The black in front of her eyes disappeared and made place for a sort 
of a€ | nothingness . It wasn't as if the image before her eyes was 
colourlessaC i but neither could she recognize any of the ones she 
knew . 

What was happening? 

Suddenly the vision changed again. She could see her trainer as 
through a haze, standing upright in all of his glory; the seven-foot 
tall white and heavily armoured soldier was firing his weapon at 
someone she couldn't see, but the situation felt tense and she could 
feel desperation clouding the air. Then the haze lifted and she could 
see that his armour was covered in scorch-marks and blood of 
different colours. 

She knew what this was; it had happened before. She was having a 
vision of the future. 

And it wasn't a nice vision. Math was running at full speed now 
a€"sprinting faster than any creature could ever move. His weapon 
thundered many times and each time he pulled the trigger, someone 
died. The ground was covered in blood a€"just like the armour of her 
human was. How many creatures had he killed? Who was he fighting and 
where were his Pokemon? 



The soldier continued his charge, until a sudden invisible attack 
struck him and he flew backwards, his body flaring as the shields 
protecting him absorbed the attack. What creature could possibly hold 
the strength to fling her trainer around like that? 

Almost as soon as he had hit the ground, the soldier sprung back to 
his feet and reached for his weapon, which had been knocked out of 
his hands. But before he could grab it, an unseen force lifted the 
weapon in the air and then proceeded to absolutely crush it. The 
ruined wreck of the once formidable device clattered to the ground 
even as Math pulled a large knife out of its sheath and charged 
forwards once again. 

A second burst of energy struck him and even though Lucy's senses 
were blinded to everything but her vision, the part of her mind which 
controlled her powers recognized the attack as psychic. A psychic was 
assaulting her trainer! Or would be attacking him a€"it was still 
vague what was happening. 

The human rolled to the side to avoid the next attack, but the air 
around him distorted and yet _another_ invisible attack struck him. 
His body flew through the air he still kept on moving; dodging other 
attacks and strikes which were meant for his head. 

Seriously, where was _she_? Where were Nidorino and Vulpix? Why was 
her trainer all alone fighting a superior enemy? 

The soldier dove underneath a black orb flying at significant 
velocity and threw his knife at the unseen enemy. Lucy couldn't glean 
off whether the blade had hit its mark or whether it had been 
deflected. But she did see that her human took another invisible 
blast to his head and this time, his shielding broke. Yellow sparks 
of electricity ran up and down his armour as the strange material 
tried to create another protective field. 

However, before the battered soldier had a chance to recover from the 
powerful blow, the air around him distorted heavily and his body got 
lifted in the air. The once invulnerable and unbeatable soldier was 
helpless when facing the power him and even with his protective 
power-armour, he was not safe. A voice filled the air, a voice which 
spoke with the utmost disdain and hatred. It spoke of her trainer and 
his presence in the world. It told him many thingsa€ | and Lucy wasn't 
able to remember a single one of them. 

Just when the forces holding Math in the air intensified on his body, 
her vision started to fall apart. The edges of her view crumbled and 
the scene slowly grew darker and darker, until the only thing she 
could see was the large visor on her trainer's helmet. She could see 
an armoured figure in its reflection and imagined how the human 
underneath must feel; helpless, beaten and suspended in the air, at 
the mercy of a hateful enemy. 

It wasn't something she could handle. 

"**Lucy? Are you alright!"** 

"**What do you see? Tell us what is happening!"** 


Someone was yelling at hera€|but who was it? 



a€ | where was she, exactly? 


"Status ! " 

That last voice she did recognize; it was Math, the victim in her 
vision. She couldn't bear to look at him now, not after having seen 
what would happen in his future. 

"Are you okay?" 

No, she was not. Not until she figured out what her vision meant and 
when it would happen a€"she had had one of those visions before; only 
she didn't remember what it was exactly _what_ she had seen. But this 
one was clear as day; no details left vague, no events left 
unseen . 

It was a future sight and she knew it. 

~ 0 ~ 

"Lucy, talk to me." 

He tried again, hoping that this time the little psychic would 
respond to his calls. After he had scouted Lavender Town he had 
immediately returned to the outcropping where his team was hiding. 
Vulpix a€"Cinder, as of now- and Nidorino a€"for whom he still hadn't 
found a proper designation- were both sitting next to the Kirlia, 
with expressions on their faces which could only be 
doubta€ | considering the situation. 

He had found her kneeling on the ground with her head in her hands. 
Her entire body was shaking with an unidentified emotion and a small 
tear was running underneath her hands. She was obviously upset by 
something, but what? What could possibly have unsettled her like 
this? Both of her teammates were alright, so that excluded and attack 
on their position. 

She had the ability to sense emotions and feelings from a distance 
away, so the problem might well be psychological. Had someone died in 
the town while he had been scouting it; had Lucy felt it? 

Or had she simply remembered something that she had 
forgottena€ | something traumatic from her past? 

"What is wrong?" 

No response. 

'_**She has been like this for three minutes now!' **_Cinder called 
in his mind. Three minutes? So it had happened while he was scouting 
up ahead! 

He carefully reached out to the little female and picked her up. 
Almost a meter tall, but he barely felt her weight. Ever since the 
augmentations, he had been forced to take things as weight and force 
for granted unless he had worked with it for months. For a normal 
person, Lucy could have weighed twenty Kilograms. For him: no more 
than two . 



Taking the petite Pokemon in his arms, he racked his mind for an 
action which would not result in death or destruction. 

He found none. 

With a slight frown he redoubled his efforts; taking everything he 
knew about people and how not to kill them. Talking always seemed to 
work the besta€|but he wasn't that kind of talkeraC i so that left 
carefully choosing words with a general positive meaning to them. 
'Everything will be fine' sounded so intensely clichA© that he 
instantly skipped it. Things wouldn't be fine; either he would be 
stuck on this backwater planet forever a€"which meant that he and his 
team could stick together. 

Or he would leave the world to return to the fight in a few weeks 
a€"months at the most. The result would still be that it was either 
him or his Pokemon who would lose. 

And that meant a defeat for Lucy one way or the other. So no, things 
wouldn't turn out fine. But this moment, right here and now, nothing 
would her. He would make sure of that. 

"You're safe now." He said. That always seemed to cheer her up; 
realizing that he would always protect her, whatever the 
cost . 

Almost like she was human. 

She slowly removed her hands, revealing her large red eyes to him. He 
had always found her eyes to bea€ i pleasant to look at. Human eyes 
were small and dull in comparison to hers a€"and the colour was very 
unique amongst the Pokemon. 

Her mouth moved and he heard a few native sounds that had to be words 
in her ears, but he couldn't make sense out of what she 
said . 

Whatever it was, it shocked Nidorino and Cinder deeply, judging by 
their reactions. 

"Heya€|" He said, hoping that the voice which could scare Grunts and 
Jackels to death and cause intense paranoia to Elites could also 
sound gentle and reassuring. "I've got you." 

He felt a faint throbbing in the back of his mind, but he ignored 
that and kept focused on Lucy. Eventually, the Kirlia removed her 
hands entirely and he could see her face. She had been crying, but 
she didn't have that thousand-yard stare in her eyes which signified 
trauma or shock. 

"What happened?" He said. Now that she had recomposed herself, he 
hoped that he could drop the stressing reassuring tone and get back 
to business. 

'_**Ia€| '**_ Her familiar voice said. Almost as soon as she spoke, 
the throbbing in his head intensified to a dull pain. Talk about 
timinga€| '_**I suddenly didn't feel so gooda€ | it was pretty 
bada€ ! ' **_ 


Her voice a€"which always sounded so cheerful and happy- now had a 



sad tone to it that it didn't possess before. Or at least he thought 
so. "Why was that?" 


1 _* *No ideaa€|but I'm better now! '**_ She said, assuming a cheerful 
tone once again. Did she actually shake her problems off like that or 
was she simply acting? There was no way of telling. 

"Good." He said and looked at the red vixen sitting next to her. 
"Vulpix, your official designation as of now will be Cinder. You are 
to respond to that callsign at any time a€"it is your new name as of 
now . " 

The Pokemon looked at him and then shook her tails. Was that an 
' affirmative? ' 

"Did I make myself clear?" 

Now he had scared her. She jumped a few centimeters in the air and 
then her telepathic voice sounded in his head, slightly shaken but 
still audible. '_**Y-yes sir!' **_ 

Everything was taken care of. Now he just needed to explain the 
situation and then they would go in. 

"The next town is a few buildings wide. Tallest structure is the 
tower; confirmed Rocket presence and expect sniper-fire. The Center 
and the Marker are still under civilian control, but several patrols 
have been spotted taking refuge in the homes. The civilian presence 
is currently staging a protest against the enemy presence and as 
such, they are preoccupied. Our base of operations will be the 
Pokemon Center a€"from there we will lead an attack on the tower and 
liberate it from the terrorist presence. Clear?" 

Nidorino nodded and both girls acknowledged his strategy. 

"Lucy! You are to teleport and take Nidorino with you. There is a 
blind spot between the house with the large chimney and the Market 
which is not checked by anyone on a regular routine. Cinder and I 
will rendezvous with you there. Copy?" 

The poison-type looked at the Kirlia, who held her hands up and 
shrugged. So much for understanding hima€ | 

"Place between Blue and chimney. Get there." 

Now they understood and they both complied. Good. 

And all of a sudden, inspiration for a nickname struck his mind. He 
knew what to call the Nidorino now! But that would have to wait for 
now. First things first; clearing Lavender town. 

"Then move out!" 

As soon as Lucy and Nidorino had bundled together to teleport, he 
grabbed his battle rifle and zoomed in on the tower. Every window was 
clear, but he could see the incidental shape moving behind some. It 
was time to go. 

"Cinder, to the Center! I've got you covered!" 



The vixen made a soft little noise and then jumped out from behind 
the rocks and headed towards Lavender town. Immediately after that, 
the Spartan moved himself. He overtook the red Pokemon with ease and 
was forced to lower his speed. While he kept scanning the city for 
hostile activity, he could see his other two Pokemon moving towards 
the Rendezvous point. Two of his team were already in position, now 
he just needed to get Cinder there in one piece. 

Strange enough, there was no return fire. Nobody shot at them and not 
a single vantage point from the tower was used to rain fire down on 
them. Some lousy terrorists these sods were; letting civvies roam 
free to protest against them and then not even firing on the 
enemy . 

As soon as they had reached their meeting point, Nidorino barked and 
two doors flung open. The Spartan immediately pulled out his sidearm 
and pointed it at the leftmost door, while he kept his Battle Rifle 
aimed at them rightmost one. 

A * They A ' re not enemies !A' **_Lucy called. That didn't let him 
lower his guard one bit; if either one of the people who had appeared 
had a weapon, he would terminate them. 

"Who are you?" An old lady asked from his left. At the same time a 
person who could only be the shopkeeper answered her: "Can't you see 
he's here to help. Miss Fuji! They've finally send help!" 

"But wouldn't they send the police instead? A kid from behind the 
woman asked. He didn't look much older than sixteen. Great, another 
kid . 

"What are you pointing those weapons at us for!" The shopkeeper 
hissed. "Put those away and take care of team Rocket with your 
Pokemon ! " 

Now he lowered his weapons. Putting the pistol back at his leg, he 
turned back towards the old lady and decided that she would be his 
most reliable source of information. "Status report. What happened 
here and when?" 

Much to his surprise, the senior didn't as much as flinch at his 
rough questioning. Instead, she straightened her back and even placed 
her heels closer to each other. That looked very much like a soldier 
snapping to attention to him. "Those scoundrels arrived here two days 
ago and took complete control of the tower, sir!" She said. "They 
chase everyone who wants to visit their departed Pokemon away and 
when someone doesn't listen. They use violence!" 

Then her tone softened and her stance weakened. "They have my 
husbandaC | " She whispered. "I don't know whether he is alive or 
nota€ | " 

'_**Quick!' **_Lucy whispered in his mind. He ignored the dull pain 
that once again surfaced and listened to what she had to say. 
'_**Repeat after mea€ '**_ 

"Don't worry ma'am." He said, feeling like he was making a fool out 
of himself. "My partners and I will chase team Rocket away and make 
sure that you can all visit the tower again. We'll get you're your 
husband backa€ i I promise." 



How stupid did she think the old lady was? Someone who obviously had 
military background would never believe such a cheesy and heroic 
speech . 

"Oh thank you good sir!" She said and a few tears ran over her 
cheeks. "Please hurry! Our younglings won't hold out against their 
violence ! " 

Seriously? Lucy was actually right? How stupid could people 
be ! 

"I'll hurry." He said and grabbed his Battle Rifle. If a group if 
kids were going to face down a terrorist organization which was 
keeping an entire tower hostage, time was off the essence. 

'_**What are you going to do?'**_ Lucy asked him. 

"The thing I always do. Shoot them all and save the day." He 
answered . 

'_**Yeaha€ | you might want toa€ | reconsider .'* *_ 

"Why is that?' 

'_**Take a look for yourself 

He sighed and hit the magnification on his visor. The tower was still 
clear, aside from the lone Rocket grunt that was now standing at the 
doorstep. There were half a dozen teenagers standing a few meters 
away and they were all screaming with anger. A few of them brandished 
large sticks and knives and there were even two kids with Pokemon at 
the ready. 

"You can't keep us out!" 

"We have rights!" 

"Some of us just want to visit their lost friends!" 

"Have you no respect?" 

And it went on and on. The lone Rocket grunt standing at the stone 
steps leading up to the entrance of the Pokemon Tower was trying to 
keep the crowd down by threatening them, but that only resulted in 
escalating their anger. "If you lot won't scram, I will have to use 
violence! And you wouldn't like it when I used violence on you 
kids ! 

"You can't threaten us like that!" 

"Oh yes I can!" He replied. And do you know why? It is because of 
this ! " 


And he pulled out three PokA© balls. "Let's see you protest against 
_them!_ Go Koffing, Golbat and Raticate!" 

The three creatures growled and screamed at the protesters and they 
backed off, not sure about how their weapons and numbers would be 
effective against creatures like those. 



The two Pokemon among their numbers were a Pidgey and something his 
PokAOdex identified as a Jigglypuff. How those two were supposed to 
counter the occupation of a Terroristic gang like Rocket was beyond 
him, but there they were. The youth of Lavender Town, gathered 
together to counter the threat. 

How futile. Brash decisions like these were going to get these kids 
killed a€"or at least gassed, if the attacking Koffing was to judge. 
Its body swelled and its mouth was about to unleash a deadly cloud of 
poison. But then a searing hot flame burned through the air and 
struck the poison-type. It screamed in pain and backed away from the 
crowd of teens a€"where a new figure had appeared. The white-armoured 
Super-Soldier made his way through the crowd, being followed by three 
of his own Pokemon. In his hands he was carrying a large, black rifle 
with a scope mounted on the top. The Spartan could only imagine the 
fear that the grunt must be feeling right now; he was all too 
familiar with the effects that his sudden appearance had on his 
enemies . 

And the cowardly human that was preventing an entire village form 
mourning their dead would be no exception. 

"Who the hell are y-" The man started to say, but then he realized 
who he was up against. "You!" He finished and fumbled with something 
in his coat. "The boss knew I would need this!" 

And then the terrorist pulled a gun out of his coat, causing the kids 
protesting against the occupation to scatter in fear. But before he 
could even get the pistol out of its holster, the Spartan had already 
brought his battle rifle up and shot the weapon out of his hands. The 
grunt screamed in surprise and pain when the burst hit his 
hand . 

"What!" He screamed and held his bleeding hand close against his 
body. "Howa€|what- you will pay for this!" 

The now disarmed hostile ordered his Pokemon to attack the fleeing 
civilians, but Math was way ahead of him. "Lucy, neutralize that 
Golbat. Cinder: take care of that Koffing. Nidorino kill that 
rat ! " 


He had three major advantages in the fight. The first: his Pokemon 
had the type-advantage. 

Secondly: the three-on-three fight was too chaotic for the 
Rocket-gang member to properly coordinate. The Spartan, on the other 
hand, had no such problems. He could analyze and process the battle 
without any form of difficulty at all. 

And third a€"probably the most important- his Pokemon had superior 
training. They could perform almost without a trainer managing their 
attacks and moves, while his opponent still had to order his Pokemon 
around. This fight wouldn't last long. 

And it didn't. Cinder was the first one to dispatch of her enemy; 
after she had blasted the floating creature with her flamethrower, 
she used her Confuse Ray on it and wrecked confusion and chaos in the 
mind of Koffing. In its confusion, it blew itself up. Literary: it 
expanded all of its energy in a final attempt to hurt the vixen and 



blasted itself into what had to be at least a severe coma. 

Lucy was the second one to beat her opponent. While the Golbat had 
air-superiority, Lucy had him outgunned at least two to one. Her 
psychic-type allowed her to inflect intense damage on the bat, 
constantly forcing it on the defense instead of allowing it to strike 
back at her. His war-strategies and tactics had really stuck in her 
mind; something for which he was rather proud of her. Not only the 
little Kirlia, but his entire team remembered their training and what 
it had meant to them as a team. They were constantly jumping back and 
forth. Dealing attacks and then covering each other's openings. Not a 
single flank was left exposed and they took care of their enemies 
with lethal precision. 

Nidorino was the last to take care of the enemy's Pokemon. With a 
powerful horn thrust, he gored the hostile Raticate in the stomach 
and knocked it out. His team emerged victorious and soon, the Rocket 
member realized his defeat. 

"Damnit ! " He yelled. "You beat me!" 

And with that he jumped off the stairs and tried to escape, only to 
find the elderly woman and the shopkeeper blocking his way. 

"Where do you think you're going mister?" The muscled man said as he 
cracked his knuckles, ready for some old-fashioned brawling. 

"You have an appointment with the people of Lavender town!" The 
senior said and pulled out an umbrella. It was an amusing sight to 
see the dangerous terrorist having fallen so far from grace that he 
could now be threatened by a grandmother and a shopkeeper. 

'_**Look at that!'**_ Cinder said. '_**An old female is going to beat 
a young male! '**_ 

It was weird that it was her who said that, instead of Lucy. This was 
exactly the kind of situation for which he didn't feel the slightest 
thing, but which always caused her to go nuts with enthusiasm. 

Perhaps she was just tired. 

"Good job." He said to his team and was about to continue up the 
tower to deal with the rest of the scum, when he heard a sudden 
scream. 

He spun around with his rifle at the ready just in time to witness 
the criminal slash at the shopkeeper's arms with a large knife before 
turning on the elder woman. "Take this you hag!" He yelled and was 
about to stab her. That little plan failed miserably, however, when 
the grandmother swung her umbrella at his wrist. It connected with a 
nasty 'crack! ' and caused the grunt to take a step back. 

"Take this you scoundrel!" She yelled and pressed the attack. Her 
deadly anti-raining device impacted with her enemy's ribcage and he 
staggered backwards. "And that you buffoon!" Another swung impacted 
on his knife-arm, which caused him to drop the blade. 

"And this!" She smacked him right on his head with her umbrella and 
he yelled with surprise. 


The Spartan scratched his latest conclusion and changed it. Now it 



was an even more amusing sight to see a dangerous knife-wielding 
terrorist get cut down by an umbrella-wielding grandmother. The woman 
was swinging her item like it was a sword, which confirmed his 
suspicions of her having combat-training. 

'_**Let 1 s goa€ | '**_ Lucy said suddenly and teleported up the stairs. 
Normally he wouldn't have though much of it, but the fact that the 
Kirlia of all people asked him to ignore something amusing to 
continue with the mission. But this meant that there was either 
something wrong with him or with her. And felt pretty sure of his own 
mental stability right now, so there had to be something going on 
with the psychic-type. 

"Acknowledged." He simply said and opened the door to the tower. He 
actually wasn't that sure of how many people were inside of the 
structure, but there were bound to be multiple hostiles inside. There 
was no way that he was going in there, only to get ambushed there for 
his troubles. 

As such, he would head in first and then his Pokemon could follow. 
"We're moving out!" He called. Then he moved inside and quickly 
determined that the room was devoid of enemies. 

"Clear! " 

He was about to head deeper into the tower when he felt a sudden 
spike of pain in the back of his head. What was that supposed to 
mean? The constant and many randomly-appearing discomforts in his 
mind were actively growing and that had been happening for quite some 
time now. What was causing that? 

Shaking his head to clear his mind, he stepped forward and noticed 
another staircase. There was white fog seeping through the stones and 
he felt a sudden ice-cold twitch run down his spine and suddenly, he 
wasn't too sure whether it would be Team Rocket he had to worry 
about, or something entirely else. 

But he would press onwards. 

~ 0 ~ 

Her trainer had absolutely no clue of the workings of the world 
around him. It was evident again and again and this time, she 
understood how the world must look to him. It was a large puzzle 
consisting of hundreds of pieces, half of which belonged to a 
completely different puzzle. The pieces he could use were things that 
he could see and feel; facts, rules and strategies. 

The pieces which he couldn't use and as such, were useless to him 
were the things he didn't understand. Emotions, feelings and other 
things that the mind produced. Signals sent out by the body, tones 
laying hidden in voices. Because they didn't fit in his puzzle, they 
were useless to him. 

Because he didn't understand the pieces, he didn't understand the 
world around him. And he had no clue of what he was missing, because 
the pieces were completely identical to him. Some of them simply fit 
and other didn't. Or at least that was the case in his mind. 


He didn't realize that her usual habits and traits had grown still. 



He didn't talk as much as she did before because she couldn't get her 
heart to open up and tell the human what was waiting for him. The 
future which she had foreseen; his defeat at the hands on a superior 
enemy. The pain he would endure during that fight. 

The fact that he would be alone. 

She didn't yet understand it, but for some reason she started to 
doubt whether Math would ever reach his goal in this planet. Whether 
he would live to see ita€ ! or not. 

And the more she doubted his chances of success, the more she 
realized that the world itself was turning against him. Things kept 
happening that delayed his mission and they got increasingly 
difficult to handle. Steadily, the events that befell him grew out of 
his capacity to understand let alone control. 

And he got hurt more and more because of it. She couldn't stand the 
very thought of him being in pain, but that was the world she was 
living in. Confusion, hurt and feelings. All of them were negative 
and they grew out of her reach. Math's body hadn't been hurt as much 
as his mind had been, but he didn't realize that yet. The intense 
pain which he had felt back in the Rock tunnel was evidence of this. 
Even though she had her suspicions where it could come from, she 
didn't know why, how or when. The only way she understood that it was 
so bad was because the pain had seeped over their mental link. She 
had only felt a slight discomfort at his feelings, but it was the 
underlying truth which made it unbearable. 

That her trainer a€"the person she had grown so attached to- was in 
terrible pain and that there was nothing she could do about it . 

And now, as he was entering the Pokemon tower, she could feel the 
emotions of a dozen dwelling souls about to spiral out of control. 
Ghosts were real; her parents had always told her that. Spirits of 
the departed which still weren't done on their current world, 
manifestations of ill intend and even Ghost-type Pokemon all called 
this world their home. And she was the only one who could sense them. 
The rest of her team was blind to their presence. 

And now Math was about to enter the upper levels; to flush the gang 
Rocket out of their hiding and retake the tower. Little did he know 
that he was about to get a little surprise. 

"We got hostiles." He yelled as soon as he had entered the first 
level, much to her surprise. '_**What do you see? ' **_ She asked him, 
trying to ignore the sense of dread she felt when she contacted his 
mind again. It was still as steeled and guarded as ever, but there 
was something else present. Something which had been there for a few 
hours now. She couldn't really understand what it was, but she 
understood its general meaning. 

It was bad. 

"Movement half a dozen meters up ahead." 

That was strange. The only thing she noticed were the moving shapes 
of the ghosts, flying around the place. And she knew that the only 
reason she was able to see them was because of her psychic abilities. 
Because of the fact that psychic- or ghost-types were able to see 



spirits and ghosts, she knew that Vulpix could also see them. She had 
described how her mother and other family-members had used psychic 
and ghost moves, so it would only make sense for a telepathic Vulpix 
to be able to see them. 

And Cinder was currently looking back and forth between the 
shimmering ghosts, meaning that she was at least able to track them. 
Soa€ | how could a human see them? 

<_**The only things moving here are ghosts.' **_She told him, just 
barely being able to avoid saying his name. 

"Don't be ridiculous." He said casually. "Ghosts aren't 
real . ' 

i_**Yes they are. ' **_ 

"Be quiet." 

_Sigh. _Whatever. 

He aimed his rifle at the nearest tombstone and fired off three 
shots; the loud noise generated by the weapon discharge nearly caused 
her a heart attack. '_**What are you doing?**_She asked, but as soon 
as she did she understood why he had attacked that direction. 

Three dark shapes disengaged themselves from the shadows and flung 
themselves at them. The bullets passed right through them and even a 
lightning/quick strike from the trainer was unable to harm 
them . 

Yup. These were ghosts. Her unfortunate team had blundered into a 
tower filled with ghosts a€"which was JUST something that they would 
do . 

'_**Ghost— types are attacking us!' **_She told her three team 
members . 

"Types? Pokemon?" Her trainer answered her in a confused tone. Why 
did he never listen to her? Hadn't the old tree told him that there 
were Ghost-types as well? And seriously; how had he seen them? Humans 
couldn't see ghosts, permanent. She knew that he wasn't a psychic, 
which left only two theories. 

And as the team battled the attacking Pokemon throughout the multiple 
floors, she tested her theories. The first one stated that he could 
see them because they _were_ visible. The attacking Ghastly a€"for 
they were Ghastly, according to Math's Pokedex- would have made 
themselves visible for everyone to see. But that should mean that 
Nidorino would be able to see them, which he couldn'ta€| 

a€ i because the poison-type was having a very hard time fighting the 
attacking Pokemon. Even though his horn was so incredibly sharp that 
he should have been able to hurt them, most of the time he was just 
flying through empty spaces and hurling himself against empty 
tombstones. It only served as further proof to Lucy that Nidorino 
could a€"in fact- not see his enemies. 

So that left the one other theory. Math could see ghosts for some 
strange reason. She liked the thought of that; it gave her hope that 



her trainer's mind wasn't deteriorating like she had thought before. 
Was it? 

It still left the obvious question as to _how _he could see the 

attacking ghosts, but she would leave that to the power of 

imagination for now. 

"Lucy, cover Nidorino!" Her trainer said and she immediately took up 
a position behind the bulky male. For the next few minutes, the team 

proceeded through the tower while beating back multiple attacks of 

the Ghost pokemon. Every now and then they could see an unconscious 
member of Team Rocket lying somewhere between the tombstones. At one 
point Cinder proposed to take them to a safe place where the Ghastly 
could not hurt them, but she had only met silence from the human. He 
really was one cold human. 

And just when she thought that they had reached the uppermost floor 
to be able to finally take the fight to team Rocket, she felt a new 
mix of emotions rise on the battlefield. That couldn't be good, 
right ? 

The soldier stopped in his march and aimed his weapon directly at the 
last staircase. What did he see now? Even though he might as well 
take his helmet off and spit at the ghosts for all the damage he 
could do to them, he wasn't fazed in the slightest bit. Still fazing 
the ghosts without hesitation after seeing that he couldn't as much 
as tickle them with his fighting style was something that very few 
people could do. It was once again a testimony to the intense bravery 
and courage that he displayed when fighting. 

'_**Do you feel something? '* *_ Cinder asked carefully, doubt and fear 
lacing her mental voice. 

'_**I feel many things right nowa€ | but the most prominent is sadness 
and anger. Someone around here has been hurt in the worst way 
possiblea€| '**_ 

She didn't mean to sound ominous; but it was plain and simple 
_there_. She felt the emotions bearing down on her mind like a thick 
cloud and she tried to not lose herself in it. What ghost could feel 
such intense emotions and still stay alone in the tower? It was a 
place where dead Pokemon could rest in peacea€ | so why? 

Her human slowly dropped to a crouch and moved towards the staircase. 
But as soon as he did so however, another shape appeared in her 
peripheral vision. She couldn't see what it was and as soon as she 
turned to look, the collected image collapsed and she was looking at 
an amorphous black shape, not resembling a Ghastly in the slightest. 
What was that supposed to be? Was this thing the source of the 
emotions she felt? They all seemed to be originating from it, so the 
answer had to be yes. 

"Take it out!" Math said and snapped his rifle at the ghost. Whatever 
it was, it seemed to be hell-bent on not letting them pass. But to 
actually attack it right here and now? That was a bit extreme. So far 
it hadn't done anything to harm them, even though that could change 
any minute now. 

'_**Have you tried talking to it?'**_ Her mouth said before her brain 
could even process the thought. The soldier gave her a flat look from 



behind that helmet and she realized just who she was talking to. 
"_**Neve r minda€ | '**_ She added and decided to take the first-contact 
scenario in her own hands. 

"**Hello?" **She said, hoping that the ghost could understand 
her . 

"**What are you doing?"** Nidorino replied with an agitated 
voice . 

'_**just be quiet. A'**_ Lucy mentally told him and then focused her 
attention back to the ghost. **"Can you understand me?"** 

The black form stopped moving and she could feel its attention 
sticking with her. Math wasn't moving either; he was probably just 
trying to refrain himself from doing anything violent. Not that it 
would have helped him here. 

" * *Awaya€ i " * * The ghost replied. "**Go away!"** And then it suddenly 
took the form of a brown creature with a large skull on its head, 
holding a bone as a club. 

"Whatever you said to it must have ticked it off." Her trainer dryly 
mentioned. Yes, she was aware of that. 

"**I donA't want to fight you!" **She tried and dove to her side as 
the Pokemon threw its club at her. It flew over her head and then it 
returned to the owner. Nidorino and Cinder took that as a hostile 
action and moved to defend her. Unfortunately, the Ghost-pokemon was 
tougher than both of them and it kept knocking them around like they 
were ragdolls. Even in death, its attacks were powerful. And very 
physical . 

She threw a reflective barrier in front of her friends to protect 
them from the raging Pokemon and then attacked it with a powerful 
confusion-attack. Either she scored a critical hit or she hit it in 
the weak spot, because it cringed and staggered backwards. 

" * *My babya€|"** It whispered, her voice becoming more feminine now. 
"**They took my babya€|"** 

"**Who did?"** Lucy replied, hoping that she could perhaps find a way 
out of this conflict without more bloodshed. 

" * * t h e bad people did. They took him and I can't help him!"** 

"**Did the bad people wear black?"** 

"**Yes! They took my baby!"** 

Buta€ | she was dead. If someone took her babya€ i then that would mean 
that the child was still alive! " 

"**Where is he now?" **Cinder asked the ghost with a soft voice. 
"**Where did they take your baby?"** 

" * *Upstairsa€ | " * * The ghost whispered. "**I can't beat thema€ ! please 
safe my childa€|"** 

"**We will."** Nidorino added, speaking for the first time. "**They 



won't get away with this."** 


The ghost nodded and then faded away. Her last whispers were 
inaudible, but Lucy got the general meaning. "**Let's goa€|"** She 
said, shocked by the brutal actions that team Rocket were willing to 
commit. She didn't know how the mother had died, but seeing as she 
was dead and she still knew that the 'bad people' had her child 
a€"which was still alive- she could figure out the rest. 

And it made her rethink her opinion on Math's extreme measures. If 
the only way to protect the innocent was to kill the wickedaC i then 
would the bloodshed be worth it? 

Noa€ | not always . But he thought that he did the right thing and it 
served its purpose. 

"What was that about?" The human said. 

'_**It's not something you would understanda€ | '**_ She said without 
thinking. Then she heard her own words and realized how terribly 
insulting that was. Why kept her mouth speak before her mind did? 
'_**I'm sorry, that was uncalled fora€ | '**_ 

"You're probably right. Still, I want to hear it. Now." 

'_**Just a mother wanting to get her child in safety, A'**_ said the 
Kirlia, A'_**The kid is upstairs with more Team Rocket goons. I think 
that they murdered the mother and then kept the child.A'**_ 

Now that she said it out-loud, the idea sounded even more appalling. 
She was barely able to comprehend what the Rocket-people had done and 
that was after having seen their crimes in action. 

"Affirmative." The trainer said and marched towards the stairs. His 
ability to completely not care about the most empiric things was 
astonishing. But at the very least he cared for their conversation, 
right ? 

Lucy shuddered at the thought of what Math must have been through as 
a child to be so completelyaC i broken . Were he and the child they were 
about to rescue more similar than she thought? 

She watched as the trainer moved up the stairs and then quickly 
teleported after him. Cinder and Nidorino were fit enough to climb 
stairs on their own, but her thin legs weren't yet trained enough for 
that . She had no idea why that was . 

Three burst of thunder sounded and were quickly followed by three 
screams of agony. In the brief moment she had taken to contact her 
psychic powers and teleport, the soldier had disarmed three of the 
team Rocket's grunts. A gun and two knives clattered to the ground 
and even as the three men fell to the ground with bleeding hands, a 
fourth one threw two Poke balls in a desperate attempt to stop the 
rampaging soldier. 

Another Golbat and a large snake appeared on the battlefield. The 
Golbat, nothing new. The snake however, looked very menacing and 
completely able to eat small pokemon. Like her and Cinder. 

"Take out the snake!" Her trainer yelled and he sprinted towards the 



end of the large room they were finding themselves. The three Rocket 
members he had wounded during the initial second of the fight had 
gotten up and threw Poke balls themselves, littering the ground with 
enemies . 

, _**D 0n 't kill the pokemon just wound them!'**_ She urged her 
trainer. Even though they were doing Rocket's bidding, the Pokemon 
weren't neccesarily bad themselves. They were simply following orders 
from their trainer, just like she was following hers. 

"Copy that." Math replied and reached his first enemy. Lucy was 
confident that he could handle himself and turned to face the large 
snake a€"just as it lunged at her. 

Whoops . 

Before she could even teleport away, a large shape threw itself in 
front of her and blocked the attacking Pokemon completely. 

"**I'll take out that Golbat!**" Cinder yelled from behind. So it was 
Nidorino who had come to save the day? That was interesting. The 
large poison-type had completely stopped the attacking Pokemon from 
eating her and his sharp horn had stabbed it in the tail, wounding it 
but also causing its anger levels to rise dangerously. 

"**This is an Arbok ! " **He said while dodging a bite-attack from said 
Arbok . "**Very poisonous, very dangerous!"** 

Very poisonous, very screwed. The Nidorino was poisonous himself and 
thus, completely immune to the snake. His horns and spikes made it 
impossible for his enemy to eat or crush him to death and it gave him 
one hell of an advantage. 

She left the two poison-types alone and then focused her attention on 
Math a€"Cinder could handle herself. The soldier was currently 
fighting several Pokemon at once, but the small window of time that 
she was looking at him, he incapacitated five and then threw another 
one out of the window. He seemed to be refraining from using lethal 
force, but he was still very brutal. By the time she made it to an 
effective range from where she could fight, there were only four 
enemy Pokemon left standing. Together, the trainer and the Kirlia 
dispatched of those too and then all four of them regrouped at the 
back of the room. 

"Status report!" said the human. Lucy and Cinder notified him of 
their health and how they were fine before they converged on the 
door. It had to be the room where the thugs kept the old man and the 
young pokemon hostage, there couldn't be any other way. 

"**I can hear two creatures in there!" **Nidorino said. He had 
multiple scratches and bruises from his fight with the Arbok, but he 
was otherwise unharmed. 

"**I can sense them too!" **Lucy replied. "**Let's take down the 
door ! " * * 

She was planning to use her telekinesis to loosen the two hinges on 
the door and then let Nidorino bust the door down. However, Math 
properly had other plans; seeing as he simply walked up to the door 
and tore the entire thing out of its frame. 



'_**Th a t works. '**_ Said Cinder. Yesa€ | it did. 

After that the team moved through the door and saved the little 
Cubone and the old man sitting there. The journey back to the homes 
of Lavender town actually went without any opposition. Which was 
strange considering how many ghost-types had been attacking them on 
their back in. But she knew when to take a stroke of luck and she 
wouldn't complain about a lack of attacks. 

Math might, but she wouldn't. 

Eventually they found their way back to the small spot where they had 
started their 'operation' and found the elderly woman taking care of 
the bulky shopkeeper. 

"There thereaC | it will be alright young man!" She said and bandaged 
the large cut in his arm. The Spartan walked up to her from behind 
and the senior didn't even notice him. Damn her trainer could 
sneak ! 

When he was close enough he scraped his throat, catching the 
grandmother's attention. "Oh my! You returned so soon!" 

And then she noticed her husband hobbling along and she started 
crying. It was a really touching sight to see two old humans getting 
reunited after having lived through so much stress. Lucy was sure 
that Math didn't appreciate it though, so she tried to think of a way 
to get him moving along. 

"Honey! You are here! I never expected to see you again!" 

"It's alright sweetheart, don't cry. This brave man saved the Pokemon 
tower from team Rocket ! " 

"To hell with the tower!" She yelled in an angry tone. Lucy 
understood her feelings; she was so worried sick about her husband 
that she had completely stopped caring about everything else. The 
fact that he was now safe and sound but started over a building 
instead of over his own health angered her. "Do you realize how 
worried I have been about you! Come on inside, let's get you 
something warm." 

She steered her weakened husband inside and then turned to face Math. 
"I don't know how you did ita€|but you saved my husband. For that, 
you deserve a reward." 

"I did my duty." The trainer replied. "Soldiers shouldn't be thanked 
for doing their job." 

It was preciously the attitude that he had shown back at family Brock 
and also the attitude which demanded a reward. A good man claiming 
that he didn't deserve a reward? Like a bad boy saying he didn't like 
a girl. 

Girls liked bad boys and rewards liked good men refusing them. 

"I offer no materialistic reward!" The old lady said and her voice 
dropped a€"her tone hardened and she steeled herself against what 
would come next. "I offer information." 



That got mister soldier's attention alright. "What kind?" 

"I know that you are heading towards Saffron city," she started, 
"anarchy is ruling all over Kanto since the war. So many people have 
dieda€ | and there has been no commutat ionsa€ | no word of the other 
regions. We are completely isolated amongst other countries. No 
militaryaC | no major police and no governing body. Nothing. At the end 
of the war, thisa€| thing appeared." 

"How long ago was this war?" 

"Oha€|most of us don't remember. None of us do, truly spoken. 
Something is interfering with this-"she tapped against her head 
and everytime we try to think about the war, the memories sink deeper 
and deeper." 

"Who were fighting?" 

"Two major groups, both so incredibly powerfulaC | too powerful! They 
ransacked Kanto and all of the surrounding countries. We don't even 
know whether they are still out therea€ | " 

"The groups?" 

"The countries." 

What the old lady was saying wasa€ i complicated . Someone as powerful 
in the mind as she should have been able to remember something like 
that, yet Lucy didn't remember a thing. What war? What was the woman 
talking about? 

"So the world has been consumed by a wara€ | and left this place 
alone? " 

"No! We have hada€ | difficult ies rebuilding. But our unique bond 
amongst Pokemon enabled us to rise from the ashes a€"only to have a 
terroristic gang like Rocket take over. It is shaming is what it 

is . " 

"And how do you know about the war?" 

"Like I was saying, _it _left a mark. It isa€|a strange construction; 
it is the main structure of Kanto as of recently. People wanting to 
travel to Saffron city from here must traverse it in order to get 
therea€|but it is so massivea€ | so incredibly large that it can 
effectively be used to get to Celadon city from here! If one were 
toa€ | cross the pyramid, he could keep moving until he was basically 
next to the once beautiful city." 

She paused to let her words sink in and sink in they did. There was 
so much to think about a€"so much new information to process that it 
almost seemed impossible to do so. 

"Pyramid?" Said Math as soon as the senior had stopped talking. "Why 
can't we see if from here?" 

Lucy kept on getting surprised from the raw speeds with which her 
trainer's thoughts could move. He could outthink everyone he met and 
his body moved even faster than his mind. No human could possibly be 



so fast as he was, but here the soldier was. Perhaps it was because 
he was from a different world or something? 

"It is more like aa€ | a spire. It is too large and high to climb and 
we don't know what has become of those who tried." 

"No 'one came back?" 

"No 'one. It might be made out of metal, or rock, or it could be a 
giant Pokemon for all we know. The only thing that we do know for 
sure is that the place is evil. It is covered in perpetual 
thunderclouds; it is why you can't see it from here." 

Shouldn't they have seen it before? The clouds had only recently 
arrived, yet they had never seen such a gigantic structure before. 
Even now, Lucy was forced to take the human's word on its size; 
seeing as she couldn't see it. 

"Why are you telling me this?" 

"Whatever is happening in Kanto, it is getting worse. Something is 
preventing us from properly rebuilding and more and more people are 
going mad ! " 

"Mad?" 

"They become insanea€ | religious whacko ' s . Ever since this strange 
aircraft landed here a few days back, the situation has been 
escalating out of control." 

Buta€|that craft had been Math's! Was he the cause of the events that 
had befallen them? She had been joking before when she didn't know 
better. Now, could it be possible that her trainer was actually 
attracting problems? 

Or was he the cause of all their troubles? 

~ 0 ~ 

All this new information was troublesome. It confirmed many of his 
suspicions, but it also caused many new questions to arise. Like the 
pyramid, to name but one. What was it supposed to be? According to 
the old lady it had arrived after the war. It had to be some kind of 
monument to honour one of the parties that had attended the war. But 
in order to get to Saffron city a€"and the large communications dish- 
he would have to either cross the thing and then climb down its side 
or keep moving on to Celadon city. Saffron would be the most 
preferable choice: after having contacted the UNSC he could then move 
freely anywhere to free the region of a€ | KantoaC | in his spare 
time . 

"We'll be moving out then." He said. The lady clacked her heels 
together and gave him a sharp salute. "Good luck sir!" 

For some reason he returned the salute to the old veteran before 
prepping his team. As the old woman returned to her home to take care 
of the poor husband, the Spartan turned to face his team. 

"All rightaC | " he started, "We are almost at our objective. We climb 
the tower, we reach Saffron. End of the road." 



His Pokemon listened to him with rapt attention as he briefly 
explained the situation. He was glad that they still stood tall at 
his side even after everything that had happened. They were walking 
as well as talking and the only thing that had to happen now, was to 
ask them whether they wanted to continue with him. 

"The objective will be dangerous. Saffron is the main hub of this 
region and completely infested with Rocker- terrorists. Not to 
mention the unknown hostility of the pyramid; from which not a single 
human has returned. If you want to leave and live your life in 
safety, you can." 

It was once again a large speech and his throat wasn't ready for the 
ordeal. Still, it wasn't as bad as the previous attempts at talking 
long were and he was able to continue breathing without too much 
ache . 

'_**We won't leave you!'**_ Cinder said. Nidorino growled in what had 
to be agreement and the Spartan finally remembered the nickname he 
had come up with. 

"Good." He said and kneeled next to the bulky poison-type. "The last 
one to receive his official designation. As of now, you will be known 
as Fenrir. This will be your name as of now, you are to respond to it 
from now on . " 

Fenrir was the giant wolf from Norse mythology and it was suitable 
for a creature like Nidorino; especially when he would grow to be 
large . 

The poison-type seemed thoughtful for a few seconds before he barked 
in agreement. Good, that was two of the three. He turned to face 
Lucy, already knowing what her answer would be. He still wanted to 
hear it from her mouth. Or mind. 

But she didn't speak. She kept quiet and her large, pretty red eyes 
stared directly at his face. Why didn't she talk to him? Did she 
think it was only to be assumed that she would keep by his side? Or 
was she waiting for his permission to leave? 

"LucyaCi" He started, hoping that she wouldn't leave him. He didn't 
want to even think about the potential consequences of living on this 
world without her. His team was important to him and both Cinder and 
Nidorino a€"Fenrir- were valuable companions, but Lucy was 
special . 

They connected. 

Something in her face softened and he could feel her voice slipping 
into his mind again. '_**I will never leave you.'**_ 

It was good to hear that. It meant a lot to- 

Pain, mind-numbing pain followed her voice after a split-second and 
burned through his entire body, leaving nothing but the most 
primitive sensations. His body became a hostile environment to him 
and he was no longer able to tell what was real and what not. The 
only thing that he felt was the intense agony that filled every fiber 
of his being. 



Why? Why did this keep happening? The only thing that had changed was 
the fact that Lucy had told him that she would stay with 
hima€ | 

Lucy! The little Kirlia could feel his emotions and sensations. Last 
time she had gotten angry with him because he tried to withhold his 
personal discomforts from her. And she would feel this too a€"and it 
would hurt her. He didn't want to be the source of her pain; he never 
wanted anything to hurt her, let alone himself. The best course of 
action to prevent her discomfort would be to banish the pain away 
like he had before. 

Only the last time he had been unable to ban the pain away and this 
time, the hurting was even worse. As far as that was possible at 
least. His nerve system was on fire and napalm poured through his 
veins, and even a soldier as hardcore and disciplined as he was could 
not find the concentration to banish it away. 

The only thing he needed to do to defeat the pain was gather enough 
concentration a€"through his discipline- to think clearly. When he 
could think, he could fight through the pain and continue fighting. 
But the one clear thought in his flaming mind was his Kirlia and the 
fact that he was hurting her through their mental link. It was 
soa€ i unfair. Why did this keep happening? What had changed? 

His vision started to blur and the corners of his eyes grew reddish. 
His head felt like it was being driven apart by a spiker 
roundaC i albeit very slowly and done so by a Brute chieftain. Who was 
on fire. 

His heart skipped a beat oncea€ i and then twice. He took one last 
breath and was about to scream to lessen the pressure on his head, 
when the searing agony faded away. It left a very sensitive and 
irritated piece of mind behind, but at least it was disappearing. Now 
that he was able to think clearly a€"don't overdo it, you will end up 
hurting yourself!- he noticed that he was once again not standing 
upright . He should have expected that . 

A hunter was bashing his mind with its metal shield and he could feel 
the familiar hammering of a dozen gravity hammers as well. Suffice to 
say, he wasn't feeling too well. 

His Pokemon were staring at him with what could count as grim or 
shocked expressions. They obviously hadn't expected their trainer to 
start off with a motivational speech and then collapse in front of 
their eyes. Thankfully he wasn't lying on the ground or anything; the 
road was completely devoid of any form of life and he was finding 
himself leaning against a tree. The pyramid was looming in the 
distance and looked all the more threatening after his mental 
fit . 

There weren't any psychic messages, no telepathic words being 
inserted in his brain. No Lucy or Cinder asking him whether he was 
alright or not. 

He removed himself from the tree he had nearly broken in half and 
resisted the urge to place his hands against his head. It had only 
been half an hour since the latest episode and his head felt like 
bursting in a hundred sizzling pieces. 



The questioning faces of his Pokemon determined that something was 
clearly wrong; aside from him mentally dying twice in the latest 
hour. The fact that they weren't contacting him was a very bad 
sign . 

But he couldn't delay now: he still had a mission to complete. He 
would get himself checked out when the UNSC came to pick him upa€ | or 
perhaps a bit earlier. 

"Yesa€ | a second one." He stated and turned to face the threatening 
tower in the distance. Or the not-quite-so-distant distance, for a 
lack of better words. "I know how bad it looksa€|but we can't linger. 
We need to move now, before we lose the element of surprise. 

Cinder and Fenrir looked at each other, but Lucy didn't move an inch. 
She opened her mouth and then closed it again, as she found no words 
to speak. In the end she simply decided to teleport onto his shoulder 
and rest her head against his. Why wouldn't she simply talk to him? 
Was she afraid that her telepathic voice would cause discomfort? It 
couldn't get worse, that was for damn sure. "So, did I hurt 
you? " 

Her eyes narrowed before she slowly shook her head. Good; he hadn't 
caused her pain. "Did you feel it?" 

She nodded. "Was it bad?" 

Another nod. Well, so much for not hurting her. "Do you have any idea 
on why my mind keeps going thermal?" 

She kept still for a moment before she nodded again. "Can you tell 
me?" 


A shake of her head confirmed his suspicions on his Pokemon being 
suspicious on his mind being hurt. That was actually pretty deep. 
"Would you tell me if you could?" 

Lucy nodded. Yes. She was afraid that her contacting his mind would 
hurt him. But where did she get that idea? Where was it based on? Did 
she know something that he didn't? 

Well, it wouldn't do any good to him if he kept brooding. He still 
had a goal to reach and no discomfort would keep him from doing so. 
Even though his mind was throbbing and hurting, he would push 
on . 

And he did. Marching towards the ever-closing structure with his team 
following him closely, he started to realize that he might need to 
climb the pyramid if there wasn't a way up. He didn't yet know why he 
was actually trying to get up there when he could simply try to find 
a way around. It just seemeda€ i logical to him. The reason that he was 
here was a fluke. But the retired senior had told him that the 
strange events had started to escalate after he had arrived. So 
somehow, the presence of a UNSC craft caused the region to go nuts. 

Or more nuts, seeing as things were pretty bad before he 
arrived . 


The mysterious person tailing him and spreading Intel on hima€ | a 
powerful psychic bending people to his or her willa€|the strange 



artefact uncoveredaC | none of these things made any sense. He had read 
the reports on alien civilizations from before humanity and the 
CovenantaC i what were they called again? Forerunners? According to 
ONI ' s files, artefacts from these Forerunners kept appearing on all 
kinds of planets scattered throughout the known galaxy. Perhaps one 
such artefact had appeared here? 

The dark clouds in the sky above him were almost as threatening as 
the actual Pyramid itself. For some reason, they didn't look natural. 
Could they be artificial? Created by some water or flying Pokemon? 
There was no way of telling. Now that he was almost at the central 
point of the thunderclouds, he could see flashes of gold and yellow 
running up and down the tall structure. It wasn't lightningaC | it was 
lighting. The Pyramid was powered? That ruled out Rock as its 
material. There had to be some intricate technology weaved throughout 
it . 

Fenrir barked with alert and the female Pokemon took a defensive 
stance around him; with their backs to each other and on full alert. 
What did he hear? What did they sense what he didn't? 

The answer presented itself rather fast to him. The ground started to 
tremble and the flashes of light on the little piece of the structure 
that wasn't obscured by clouds flared even brighter. 

Then, the dark thunderclouds started to spread out and dissipate. The 
sky remained dark and threatening, but now the dark clouds covered 
the entire sky instead of the little piece of air above the Pyramid. 
This was seriously getting out of his ability to explain away by mere 
physics. Something was manipulating those clouds and said someone 
didn't want anyone to come close to his beloved structure. Which 
meant that he had to come even closer. 

"We're going up." He said and pulled out two PokA© balls. He recalled 
both Cinder and Fenrir and then looked at Lucy. He hadn't officially 
captured her in a ball; she simply followed him and he had taken her 
with him. He didn't want to put her in a ball unless it was 
absolutely necessary, seeing as his other companions had had to be 
captured by the devices. "Just like old times." 

The Kirlia nodded, still with that strange expression in her eyes, 
and teleported on top of his shoulder again. During their journey she 
had jumped off to get something to drink for her and Cinder. Fenrir 
had declined for some reason. 

With the psychic on top of his shoulders he flexed his muscles took 
another look at the Pyramid. The dissipation of the clouds had 
revealed the entire structure and the people of Lavender town weren't 
exactly exaggerating. The Pyramid was at least two-hundred meters 
high- he couldn't even see what lay at the top. It was as wide as it 
was high and its strange metal bulk blocked entire roads. If this 
thing prevented people from getting into Saffron city then it had to 
have been placed with exactly that in mind. The metal was a strange 
silvery colour, intertwined with golden and yellow lighting. The 
entire structure seemedaC | alive in a weird way. The records of 
Forerunner artefacts had only described a large structure like this 
once, but that had been a completely different design. It had looked 
more like a temple, and this was more like a beacon. A tower. 


But both structures were made out of silvery metal with golden lights 



running over its surface, so that had to mean that this was 
Forerunner. He had never seen something Forerunner made before; it 
was strangely satisfying to finally be able to see tech that wasn't 
Covenant in making. It meant that there were still powers beyond evne 
their understanding and that was good. 

He grabbed the nearest ledge and started to climb it. While the 
traverse wasn't nearly as taxing as it had been when he had climbed 
the cliff leading to his Pelican dropship, it was still difficult to 
do so with Lucy on his shoulders and alien metal underneath his 
hands . 

For some reason he couldn't fathom, the Pyramid was designed in such 
a way that it was easy to climb. There were multiple ridges and 
platforms where he could stand and it really sped up the entire 
process. Ascending faster than any professional climber could ever 
do, he had nearly reached to top of the structure when he felt a 
faint pressure on his mind. It wasn't a feeling he knew from before, 
but it also didn't cause his mind to collapse on itself. He didn't 
know where it had come from or what it meant, but right now it wasn't 
important. Those final dozen meters were; the amount of places where 
he could stand on had decreased intensely. He was forced to lift and 
jump his five-hundred kilograms weighing body in the air multiple 
times, until his hands finally reached the top. His armoured 
gauntlets grabbed the ledge above him and he pulled himself up, still 
carrying Lucy on his shoulder. 

As soon as he had reached the top, he pulled out his Battle Rifle and 
scanned the area in front of him. He ignored the fact that he had 
pulled the support from underneath the KirliaA's body and she was 
forced to teleport away to avoid falling. "Sorrya€|" He 
absentmindedly muttered and checked his surroundings intently. He 
hadn't reached the highest spot yet; there were multiple ramps 
leading up to a central building. There were many decorations and 
bridges connecting several floating platforms to the central area. 
Even though it was a pyramid, the surface area at the top was large 
enough to fight a large-scaled battle. Tanks or Warthogs wouldn't be 
able to drive there because of the many pieces of metal and other 
useless decorations that adorned the place, but it was still half the 
size of its width. That left him with an area of hundred by hundred 
meters to search for answers, which was very large considering this 
was an alien structure with unknown purposes. 

"Watch your six!" He told Lucy, who had already started to 
investigate the area around them. He felt the urge to call Cinder and 
Fenrir forth, but for some reason he didn't. That was weird, why 
would he unconsciously suppress his own instincts? It was the sole 
reason that he was still alive, so why would he ignore it like 
that ? 

This entire place was off. The lighting, the aesthetics and even the 
atmosphere just felt plain wrong. 

"Check the area for any living creatures and report back to me when 
you find anything." 

The Pokemon nodded and then teleported away. If there were any 
hostiles on top of this thing, Lucy would sense them and then she 
couldaC | gesture him where they were. Now that nobody talked to him in 
his head, things had gotten surprisingly quiet. 



And slightly dull. He had gotten used to the ladies constantly 
yapping in his mind and now that it was quiet again, he wasn't too 
sure whether to miss them or not. But seeing as the only thing left 
in his mind was the faint throbbing and burning left by his 
spontaneous mental episodes, he could technically appreciate the 
silence . 

He moved forward and swept his rifle over the alien surface as 
multiple protrusions suddenly started to shimmer. That was weird; 
sudden energy waves influencing the weird metal? Motion sensitive 
reactions? Possible. But it indicated that something was aware of 
something else; and the soldier had a faint foreboding sense that the 
first something would be a hostile, whilst the second something would 
bea€|well, either him or Lucy. 

He dropped to a crouch and continued his advance, taking great care 
not to trip any form of alarm. This wasn't easy; considering how he 
had no idea what he was looking for or even who he was looking for. 
The one thing he did know was that this structure was here for a 
reason and that reason would most likely be the answer to all the 
strange things which had befallen this region. And if there was one 
thing he needed right now, then it was information. And lots of 
it . 

Someone out here had a lot of explaining to do. Speaking of someone, 
where was his companion? 

"Lucy?" He said aloud while moving. "Got anything?" 

If she wasn't willing to communicate with him telepathically , then 
could still simply appear and gesture at him that she had found 
something. The fact that she didn't respond meant that she either 
didn't hear him, or that she couldn't hear him. They were essentially 
the same thing but seeing as the vital difference between distance 
and hostiles was all too obvious, doubts and uncertainty were sure to 
follow . 

"Lucy respond!" He yelled this time and immediately winced when both 
his throat and his head were acting up. Seriously, he needed to get 
that checked it; it would kill him sooner or later. And the fact that 
his mind kept hurting was unpleasant too. 

The little psychic kept silent and that only served to increase his 
sense of unease. Now he knew that something was wrong and he would 
most definitely find out exactly what that would be. He increased his 
speed and made his way to the central temple, still calling the name 
of his ally as he kept moving. 

Eventually he reached the strange structure and found himself 
wondering why someone would go through such great lengths to place a 
temple on top of a large alien Pyramid in the middle of some 
backwater region. He missed a higher reasoning; an overhanging reason 
as to why things were happening like they were. "Lucy?" Said the 
Spartan as he marched into the large temple. 

'_**She won't answer you.'**_ A voice said. He recognized it as a 
telepathic communication, but what deeply disturbed him was that the 
voice was undoubtedly male. He didn't know any male psychics and 
neither did he want to. He simply wanted to get the hell out of this 



planet to continue humanity's fight, possibly after having fixed the 
region of Kanto and making sure that his Pokemon could defend 
themselves . 

He ignored the voice and continued his line of movement, scanning the 
area in front of him with his rifle as he advanced. "Do you read me?" 
He tried again, filling the strange building with his voice. There 
wasn't a literal response, but he did detect slight tremors and 
multiple signatures of movement from the corners of his eyes. 

So he wasn't alone in here? That was interesting. Perhaps somebody up 
here knew what the hell was going on. 

'_**Turn back now! **_ The voice told him. No, it _commanded _him to. 
Nobody ordered him around unless they were his superiors. And seeing 
as he was the highest UNSC authority on this planet, he had no 
superiors. Which left the question: who was talking to him? 

'_**Very well human. So be it.'**_ 

No sooner had the voice told him that, or the Spartan started to see 
movement everywhere. Multiple creatures appeared out of thin air and 
once again, he found himself in a lif e-or-death situation. The very 
first second of the conflict determined its potential outcome as his 
trained eyes processed what was happening. Halve of the attacking 
forms were human and the other halve were humans. But how did they 
appear like that? It was reminiscent of a Kirlia's teleportation 
technique, but this was employed on mass scale. Could this possibly 
be a technological feat? Or was there a greater psychic at 
work? 

Perhaps the owner of the telepathic voice had done this. It would 
explain the presence of a person tailing him for a long time as well 
as the mysterious psychic who had killed the gunslinger. 

And the fact that lieutenant Surge had effectively been brainwashed 
by a telepathic hostile. This male could very well be the source of 
his problemsaC | but how would he deal with someone who could kill with 
his mind? 

Wella€| being a Spartan, he had a very well thought-out plan of 
dealing with the situation at the ready the very moment the hostiles 
appeared . 

Step one: move backwards to prevent being killed by the two dozen 
enemy humans and pokemon unleashing their attacks. He took two large 
strides backwards and sighted in on the nearest human firing at him; 
a middle-aged bald man with a hunting rifle in his hands. 
Simultaneously he noticed three other people standing behind him, all 
armed with some kind of weapon. Pistols, machineguns and 
whatnot . 

Step two: shoot and kill the attackers. Time slowed down as he 
squeezed the trigger and immediately picked another target. He 
repeated that multiple times until all four armed hostiles went 
down . 

Pick one of the following two outcomes: enemy dead? Plan successful. 
Enemy still alive? Alternate between steps one and two until plan 
successful . 



And the Spartan did just that; he switched back and forth between 
closing in on his enemies for a better line of sight and moving back 
to avoid incoming fire. By the time two seconds had passed, he had 
already killed six of the total of ten humans shooting at him. But 
also by that time, four of the also-ten pokemon had jumped down from 
above and were now charging him. One of them looked like a few of the 
living rocks he had beaten and another one of them he recognized as 
the four-armed humanoid. Both of them he had dealt with and both of 
them he would deal with again. 

'_**Your fate is sealed traveler. ' **_ The annoying voice in the back 
of his mind said to him. Couldn't that guy shut up? 

Math took three steps closer and bashed the Pokemon known as a 
Machamp in his face, knocking him out instantly. The Golem screamed 
at him and tried to jump, but he sidestepped and delivered a powerful 
roundhouse kick to its head. The blow wasn't enough to harm in 
seriously, but the momentum which traversed from his boot caused the 
rock to fly out a window to an unknown destination. 

At that moment, the two remaining Pokemon backed off. He knew that 
they didn't seize attacking just because that was the smartest thing 
to do around a Spartan safe from running in the opposite direction 
with a speed of fifty miles per hour, but that there had to be a 
whole different reason for their reteat. 

And his suspicions got confirmed when a wall behind one of the firing 
humans simply fades away and revealed a tall, white-gold armoured 
figure. It stood as tall as a Spartan in full MJOLNIR armour and 
quite possibly even taller. Its general shape was humanoid, but 
whether it really was human or that it simply looked like one was up 
to debate. 

That debating table was growing larger and larger by the way. 

The super-soldier didn't care for some guy in fancy armour, but what 

he did care about was the unconscious form that was floating one 

meter behind him . 

It was Lucy. 

Damnit ! She had gotten captured during her scouting mission a€"which 

HE had send her on- and now she was at the mercy of whoever had 

nailed her. is situation was GU 

His situation was getting very Fubar, but he was a Spartan damnit! He 
was perfectly capable of enabling some armoured idiot to breathe 
through a new hole in his head. 

'_**Your slave was captured very easily. Didn't you teach it 
better? ' * *_ 


He bristled at those words. Lucy was a she, not an it! 

Also, she wasn't a slave. She was his companion. 

The telepathic jerk had made a large mistake, quiet possibly made out 
of sheer bad luck: he had encountered the only Secret-Spartan who 
actually cared for a living being. And then he had proceeded to hurt 



said living being. The only bigger mistake would be to strap a beacon 
to your chest and attract the attention of three glassing beams. 

The soldier was about to rectify that mistake by blasting the 
psychic's head off, when an invisible sledgehammer smashed into his 
head. He felt his body being flung through a stone wall and land 
belly-down on a metal plate. His shielding had dropped with twenty 
percent and his head was dazed by the violent attack. What was 
that ? 

'_**My power is too great for you, human! 1 **_ The armoured figure 
said and Math took note of how he had used the word 'human' twice 
now. That indicated that his assailant was in fact, not human 
himself. Which left two options: alien or Pokemon. 

And alien on top of a Forerunner structure would most likely be a 
Forerunner himself. And seeing as how ONI thought that the Covenant 
referred to the Forerunners as gods, that might be slightly 
complicated . 

He rose to his feet and looked at the armoured figure again. That 
last attack had been completely invisible a€"making it unavoidable. 
Even though it had lacked the punch to breach his shielding, it was 
still strong enough to blast him through a concrete wall. The temple 
was obviously man-made; otherwise he wouldn't have left a 
Spartan-sized hole, but a Spartan-sized dent. And he would have had 
less opportunity to recover, subjecting himself to another 
counterattack. Which he did not want. 

He jumped to his feet and was immediately forced to dodge a charging 
Pokemon. He sidestepped and brought the butt of his rifle a€"which he 
had managed to keep with him during the attack- down on the head of 
his opponent. The large horned Rock-type screamed with anger and pain 
as the metal device nearly caved its head it. 

The Spartan muttered a silent 'thank you' to the designers of his 
weapon for making it so durable and then spun around to shoot a 
second charging Pokemon in the head. He didn't expect the body to 
keep flying the air after the kill though, and the creature smashed 
into him. It did little more than faze him slightly, but that was all 
his enemies needed to press the attack. The horned creature turned 
around and the large pointy device on its head started to rotate like 
a drill. 

A drill for a horn. How original. His shields had yet to recharge 
after all that pounding and he really had no desire to dance in close 
proximity to a creature with a drill on his head. Seriously, 
evolution couldn't possibly have come up with that one. 

'_**Beh 0 ld my powers! I am the strongest creature in the 
world ! ' * *_ 

_Shut up already_! The figure could have been the strongest creature 
in the whole damn galaxy and he still wouldn't be able to withstand 
the wrath of a Spartan who was fighting for someone he cared for. And 
that was him; fighting for Lucy. 

A purple Pokemon stepped through the hole and Math could have sworn 
that it looked like a Nidorino walking on its hind legs; after he had 
mated with a tank, of course. This creature looked heavily armoured 



and ready to crack some skulls a€"or helmets, didn't look like it 
cared much either way. 

Firing his rifle one-handed, he performed a backflip to avoid a 
launched projectile and then landed on a metal outcropping. The 
creatures he was fighting were nearly bulletproof a€ | nearly . He could 
hit them in vital areas and weak spots and then they would die, but 
by the time he had finished jumping around and killed them, even more 
bulky Pokemon had appeared to take the fight to him. 

Slowly but steadily he found himself being pushed back to the edge of 
the Pyramid. He happened to glance at the end of the platform he was 
standing on and realized that if he fell, it would be a solid 
two-hundred meter drop. Not exactly ideal odds. 

The armoured figure floated through the hole in the wall and touched 
down on the rubble. So the bastard was capable of levitation? It had 
to be a psychic; there was no doubt about that now. He was still 
keeping Lucy suspended in the air and the Spartan couldn't see 
whether she was still conscious or not. He had to get her down 
quickly before the situation grew even more Fubar. 

He aimed down his rifle and squashed off a salvo at the apparent 
leader of the hostile forces, but the armoured one simply raised his 
hand and the bullets were deflected by some shimmering shield. Was 
this psychic capable of blocking bullets? Then it was 
melee-time . 

But before the soldier could make his move, another invisible attack 
struck him and he was nearly blasted over the edge. Only a quick 
reflexive response saved him from falling down and he swiftly pulled 
himself over the edge a€"only to be engulfed in torrent of flames 
from an orange _dragon_ that came swooping down over his head. The 
combined attacks drained his shields to forty percent and his 
internal temperature spiked. Those flames were rather hot. 

He was done playing around with these stupid monsters. The Forerunner 
a€"with his shining armour and weird elongated helmet- was still 
keeping _his_ Pokemon captive. As a Spartan, he should be able to 
murder them all and simply be done with it! 

Time slowed down as he felt the adrenaline pumping through his body. 
He felt a subtle twitch in his mind and suddenly the gate to his 
repressed aggression burst open and spilled its contents. His body 
moved on its own in a mindless haze of violence and killing. No more 
fluid movements and disarming techniques; his martial arts style did 
a complete one-eighty and every move he made, every step he took 
signaled injuries or death for everyone around him. Like a machine he 
kept on fighting; fire left fire right, dodge to rear retaliate with 
uppercut. Fire left twice, spin around fire right three times. Jump 
backwards and break neck with rifle butt. Deliver roundhouse kick to 
face and reload weapon. Continue firing, always on the move and 
always killing. 

Another attack hit him and his recharging shields were almost knocked 
flat by that attack. The assailant was using psychic powers to batter 
him, but his raging mind was unable to process this. The only thing 
that the Spartan noticed was that he had landed on the floor again, 
but it took him less than half a second to get up again, but this 
time his rifle was missing. 



He spotted the carbine and dove to the ground to retrieve it, but 
something else beat him to it and lifted the weapon in the air. Then, 
the invisible forces proceeded to completely crush the battle rifle 
into a useless wreck. The super-soldier immediately pulled out his 
combat knife to attack the armoured hostile, but then another blast 
struck him and drained his shielding to ten percent. It was holding, 
barely but steady. 

The small part of his mind that was still in control of his body 
realized that a mad dash towards the forerunner would be suicide, so 
weaved several complicated patterns of dodging and rolling throughout 
his movements. It wasn't enough. 

i_**You think you are well trained, but your power is useless 
compared to my power. ' **_ 

_Keep talking big guy, you'll be dead soon. _ 

The Spartan kept on dodging and rolling to his sides and from the 
corner of his eye he could see Lucy starting to move in her suspended 
imprisonment. The mere fact that she was still alive was enough for 
his mind to regain control and he quickly pushed the remaining edges 
of his animal-like trance to the back of his mind. 

The mental victory was short-lived; he took another two blasts in 
quick succession and the last one nearly took his head off. His 
shielding gave away and dissipated underneath the intense stress and 
even though he was able to dodge a black projectile hurled by the 
armoured figure, he was unable to dodge the next attack. 

The Pokemon stopped pelting him with attacks the second his shields 
broke and even as he threw his knife in retaliation at his opponent, 
he felt his armour stiffen and his body tense under a strange, alien 
pressure . 

It was faintly reminiscent of the pressure he felt when Lucy 
telepathically contacted him, only now it was spread throughout his 
entire body. 

And it felt like a Scarab-walker was pounding him with its legs. He 
was unable to move a muscle as his body was lifted in the air. 

Feeling his muscles twitch and burn, he realized that this 
telekinetic attack was growing more painful than any attack he had 
endured thus far on this planet. 

Which included a lightning strike at point-blank range. '_**Your 
armour is impressivea€ j '**_ the male said. '_**But it won't protect 
you against what is coming. '**_ 

"Let. Her. Go." Math managed to say. He was struggling to say each 
word as the enormous pressure on his mind increased. 

i_**You think you care about your Pokemon. You are wrong; humans and 
Pokemon can NEVER be friends! '**_ 

Self-righteous bastard. Why was everything always about Pokemon? He 
never wanted to have anything to do with this world's affairs; he had 
accidentally stumbled into the events. 



Lucy turned her head towards the Forerunner and the soldier could see 
her mouth moving. The pain that was spreading throughout his body was 
growing more intense every second and he found himself grunting 
occasionally with discomfort. Why did he only now notice that his 
opponent was enveloped by a blue aura? That indicated incoming 
psychic attacksa€ | among Pokemon. 

'**You say that you ate more than simply his pet? More than a slave? 
You think that he actually cares for you? You are trash, just like 
them. ' ** 

He wasn't speaking to him now, that was for sure. 

Lucy gave her reply to the male and he was quick to answer her in 
return. '_**I am the most powerful Pokemon in the world! Nobody is my 
master! ' **_Did he just say that he was a Pokemon? A Pokemon wearing 
Forerunner armour, commanding humans and other Pokemon alike? He 
might as well have said that a Grunt was the leader of the Covenant 
and the super-soldier wouldn't have been more surprised. '_**You 
don't even know the truth about the so-called bond between you and 
your master. It is based on lies and perversionsa€ | and the moment you 
two find out the truth about each other, you will abandon the 
other . ' * *_ 

Lucy's eyebrows met in the center and the muscles along her jaw 
tensed. That meant she was upset about somethinga€ ! that she was 
growing angry. What the hell did that creature mean about their bond? 
Lies and perversions? Lucy already knew the truth about him! 

Or at least the partial truth. 

A momentary fluctuation in the telekinetic forces slowly keeping him 
suspended in the air lessened the crushing powers on his mind and he 
jerked violently, hoping that he could free himself. 

The Kirlia trapped next to the male psychic gasped silently and then 
her head slumped in exhaustion. Had she done something? Was she the 
reason that the enemy PokAOmon's powers had lessened their punishing 
embrace? 

He jerked again and this time he broke the powers keeping him in the 
air. For a split-second he thought that he had somehow beaten the 
psychic together with Lucy, but then he realized that the armoured 
Pokemon wasn't looking at him anymore. 

He was looking at Lucy. '_**Very well. It shall be like it 
is . ' **_ i_ 

And with that the invisible field enveloping Lucy completely 
dissipated and the mysterious Pokemon that behaved oh so much like a 
human flung her away from him. 

The Spartan doubted for only half a microsecond whether he should 
make use of the temporary weakness in his opponent's guard to strike 
at him, or attempt to save Lucy. 

The Kirlia sailed over the edge- 

-and Math jumped after her. He didn't think about the consequences of 
diving of a two-hundred meter tall pyramid and instead focused on 



saving his partner. She was tumbling through the air; the extra 
momentum provided by the psychic caused her a pretty large 
head-start. But he was heavier than she was and in direct contrast to 
virtually every creature that lived _ever_; he knew how to properly 
fall in freefall. 

He forced his arms closer to his body to increase the aerodynamics 
and tried to get even closer to the falling Kirlia. It didn't work; 
even though time had slowed down incredibly the moment his feet left 
the Pyramid, he was still unable to get to Lucy in time to save her. 
And even if he could reach her, they would simply fall to their 
deaths together. There was absolutely no way to save his psychic 
companion . 

Unlessa€ | 

He pocketed one of the still empty PokA© Balls and considered his 
next move. He had never ever let the Kirlia inside of a ball and 
technically speaking, he had never even caught her in the first 
place. But in order to save hera€ | the only thing he could do right 
now was this . 

He aimed the capturing device at his partner and remembered how a 
ruined PokA© ball simply spilled its contents as a failsafe in case 
something happened to it. This was the only way to save her and he 
knew ita€|if only she could forgive him for doing what he was about 
to do . 

Pressing the little button on the ball, he released the magnetic 
powers that enabled the ball to capture Pokemon and hit Lucy with it. 
She disappeared into the PokA© ball and was stored safely inside of 
its compartments. Even if the device were to hit the ground now, it 
would simply spring open and release the Pokemon inside. He had 
ensured that Lucy, Cinder and Fenrir would surviveaC | even if he 
didn ' t . 

The ground was approaching rapidly now and seeing as he had put 
himself in a position to speed up even harder, there was pretty much 
nothing he could do now. The only thing he could possibly try was to 
force his limbs open again and aim for the trees that were growing 
larger and larger every second. 

As a Spartan, he had received almost every injury possible. Ranging 
from burns to cuts, from bruises to fractures. He had been shot, 
stabbed, blasted and nearly crushed. All of those events had 
transpired in a dozen different ways. But nowa€ | as the ground was 
racing towards him faster and faster, he realized that he had just 
jumped off a two-hundred meter tall structure _voluntarily . _He had 
done so to save someone that was important to hima€ { someone he had 
grown to care for and rely upon. Someone who had managed to get him 
to grow attached to other creatures as well. His Pokemon had actually 
become his friendsaC | something which no one had ever done before. 

As a Spartan, he would sacrifice everything for his duty and mission. 
He would gladly die if it meant completing his objective and 
protecting mankind. It was his dutya€|his sole reason for living to 
do what was necessary and fight for humanity. He was ready to do 
everything needed to win and ensure a brighter future for his people- 
even though he had never met them before and even if it meant his 
death. He had sacrificed a lot of things a€"not everything, like 



other Spartans might have- but still a lot. But now, as he was 
falling from the sky after having just willingly jumped of a pyramid, 
he understood what it meant to fight for something bigger than that. 
And even though it was hard to imagine that something could be bigger 
than his duty to protect mankind, he still understood that creatures 
he cared for were just as important as humanity itself. Sure, he 
would sacrifice them too if it meant securing the future. 

But right nowa€ | he could sacrifice a part of him for something 
meaningful . 

And that was truly important to a Spartana€|to a 
soldier . 

~ 0 ~ 

**Bam! The largest chapter ever! Of all time! I stayed up very late 
once again and perhaps some people might worry for my health a€"but 
it is fine. It is okay. This chapter is something that I can be proud 
ofa€ | according to mu nearly-sleeping mind.** 

**Who is this mysterious assailant? What is the purpose of life in 
Kano? Will our Spartan finally realize what is important to him as an 
individual? Will he even survive? ** 

**You know the drill people! Fave it, follow it, and most certainly 

review it! I love reviews and I need more! More! 

* * 


* *Anda€ | goodnight , I guess. Until next time!** 


2 0 . My sentinel 
**Pre-story babbling: ** 

**Did I happen to mention that my last chapter was more than 16 000 
words long? I deserve a medal or something!** 

**Well, besides from my awesome achievement: the moment you have all 
been waiting for!~Chapter 20, another milestone AND evolution 
time ! ** 


* *Wargamer 0 8 : ****thank you :) ** 

**Primordial Soul: ****To be honest, I did try to make Lavender town 
shorter than the other towns. A possible reason why it might have 
appeared rushed (in my opinion at least) was because I combined it 
with another event that might have taken a chapter. But I confess: I 
did not focus on Lavender as the main event. I hope it did not 
disturb the chapter too much? ** 

* * As for the rest: I appreciate the complimenta€ | and yes; the coming 
chapters will indeed be interesting! At least I hope 
soa€ | ** 

**Siphon 117: ****i technically never stated that the creature you 

refer to as Mewtwo fought the Spartan's mind *laughs evilly* besides: 
every individual is dif f erenta€ | and I have yet to reveal the 

intricate workings of psychic warfare :D ** 



**Commander 11: ****i did indeed miss that mistakeaC i kind of 
embarrassingaC i that would have probably broken the serious flow 
there. *sad face.* Thanks for pointing it out!** 

* *Shadowbind : ****i have a great many ideas planned ahead. ** 

* * ~ Q ~ * 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 
i_**Sp eec h ' **_ telepathic speech 

Also I started using _this manner of speech _to signify a 
thought-process . 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Kirlia, lvl 29/30- significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 28- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Vulpix, lvl 29- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

~ 0 ~ 


'_The human has stricken first. His appearance was the start of a war 
a long time in the making. A war that I shall personally end. I do 
not care whether nature intended him and not me. In the end, his 
natural birth and existence has only served to doom him. I have the 
desire to live and by my powers so shall it be. It is time. 

- The start of the New War. 


0 


A faint shrieking sounded in the distance, but he couldn't quite 
understand what it was. Why did his head hurt like that? What had 
happened? And seriously, what was that annoying shrieking that he 
kept hearing? He couldn't see; his vision was black and the only 
sensation was the f rustrat ingly familiar sound. 

And the pain. The gut-wrenching pain that shot up and down his body. 
Did it have to be so close to home? 

He grunted and tried to move his arm. It hurt too. But that was good: 
it meant that he was still alive even after what had 
happened . 

HappenedaC | the Forerunner structure! 



The events of the previous battle returned to him with a shock and he 
remembered what had transpired. The humans attacking him a€"the large 
Pokemon which were trying to kill him and then the humanoid psychic. 
The creature which acted talked and moved like a human but couldn't 
possibly be one. It was a pokemonaC i wearing armour? And not the kind 
of armour he had ever seen before; it was reminiscent of the pyramid 
structure itself. Those faint glowing symbolsa€| 

And it had thrown his Pokemon off the structure and he had dived 
after her. _Lucy._ 

Moving slowly and deliberately, he displaced his balance and shifted 
his legs. His joints hurt like hell and his head was a thick 
mista€ i thinking was so hard but he had to pull throughaC | act ivate the 
previous memories and determine the next course of action. 

He took a ragged breath and winced as the air cut through his 
insides. How had his body been messed up like that? His mind was one 
thing, but his body? 

The faint shrieking was still there and he realized what was causing 
it: his MJOLNIR armour itself. His shields were down and the suit was 
trying to redirect power to restart it. That was why he couldn't see; 
he was staring at the inside of his helmet! 

He blinked a few times and got on his feet. 

_Careful with the balancea€ i : _ 

His legs felt like they didn't belong to him, but they were still 
working. There was no telling what his body had been through and he 
didn't care. He was alive a€"albeit under less than ideal conditions. 
His weapons were gone, he was left with only a single combat knife 
and a sidearm and his teama€ | 

His team! Where were the Pokemon? 

_Lies and perversionsa€ 

What did that mean? He had come clean with his companions; they knew 
that he was a soldier, a Spartan from another planet and that he was 
in Kanto for only one reason: to get the hell out again. He hadn't 
told them a single lie: so what did that psychic mean? 

Taking a careful step forward, he tried to shift his balance enough 
that he could move properly. It worked a€"barely. He could taste the 
copper-like taste of fresh blood in his mouth and his head was still 
being used to test a gravity hammer's smash-capabilities. 

He noticed the shattered remains of a Poke ball laying the ground and 
he realized that one of his team had been released after the fall: 
the capturing devices probably weren't built to withstand a 
f reef ailing Spartan in MJOLNIR-armour hitting its surface. 

Nothing was. Except other Spartans maybe. 

"Lucy?" He yelled, ignoring the throbbing in his head. "Cinder? 
Fenrir, come in!" 


Nothing. Was he alone again? 



A shimmer of movement in the corner of his eye caught his attention 
and he turned to face it. The pyramid was still there a€"only now its 
alien lighting was blinking more rapidly and brighter than before. 
Then, multiple holes simply appeared in its side. Pieces of metal 
faded away and revealed large black tunnels; from which multiple 
metal constructions appeared. At least two dozen of levitating robots 
exited the forerunner spine and started flying around. The Spartan 
didn't know what they were or what their appearance meant, but he did 
know one thing. 

Someone was in trouble. Whether that someone was him or the pokemon 
on top of the structure was stilla€|up to debate, but the recent 
developments were speaking for themselves and he had to move 
soon . 

One of the floating robots a€"constructed out of what seemed like 
bent metal boons centered around an eye-like structure- floated up to 
the other one and its eye flared to live. A holographic projection 
appeared and even from a distance of at least a dozen meters away, he 
could see that the apparition was very identical to his own MJOLNIR 
armour. Actually, it was a perfect image of what he looked like: a 
snow-white armoured soldier with an EVA helmet. 

These things were spreading information on hima€ | they were planning 
to hunt him down! 

He took the brief time to correct himself and decided that it was 
time to move _now _instead of soon. 

"Anyone, come in!" he said a bit louder than he had intended to. 
Reaching for his utility belt, he felt at least two PokA© balls still 
intact. Good; that meant two allies in the coming fight. He didn't 
know what the pokemon on top of that structure was planning, but the 
fact that he was affiliated with Forerunner tech made it damn clear 
that he was in trouble. 

'_Two warring factions fighting in Kantoa€|A' 

The woman had said that there had been a war. Between two powerful 
groupsa€ | people had forgotten and went mad? That sounded like 
mind-tricks to him alright. Perhaps the psychic Pokemon was a part of 
one of the factions? Perhaps he was responsible for the events in 
this country? 

'_**Math ! 1 **_ A voice yelled in his head and he instantly reached for 
his helmet as his mind was set ablaze again. Not nowa€ ! not again! Not 
when he was so close to understanding! 

He gritted his teeth and concentrated on what had to be Lucy's voice, 
guiding him through his pain and the fires of his thoughts. '_**I am 
sorry, I am so very sorry for this. But we have little time! '**_ 

No, she was wrong. They had already run out of time. One of the 
floating machines turned to face his general direction and then moved 
a€"together with three more of them. Metal constructions created out 
of the pyramid on which he had nearly died? That wouldn't be a 
tea-party if they found him. 


He could barely move; his sight had blurred and his mind was burning 



with agony. The metal spike which had been driven in his head kept 
twisting and turning and there was no way he could find his way out 
of this place without being detected by the hostile air-units. _**'I 
am near you, but the place is swarming with enemies! I think I can 
teleport us away from here, but we have to be swift! '**_ 

Roger that. Using every ounce of willpower he possessed, the Spartan 
engaged his own head in a lethal cat-and-mouse game. Every two 
seconds his body would nearly be incapacitated by the numbing pain 
and then he would barely push the pain away again. Brief images 
flashed through his head and he realized that Lucy was trying to show 
him where she was. Smart thing. 

The metal contraptions were advancing on him and the lead one started 
to glow. Or rather, its eye began to glow. It was preparing to attack 
him and in his current condition there was no way he could dodge that 
attacka€ | or could he? 

The hostile fired and a yellow laser cut through the foliage, setting 
bushed and trees alight and nearly hitting him on his head a€"only to 
miss him by mere inches because the Spartan reared back. Even though 
his shields were recharging slowly, he couldn't afford to be hit by 
that . 

"Where?" He groaned all the while jumping and dodging the deadly 
lasers shot at him by the four machines. . Unable to form coherent 
sentences, he stumbled through the forest until he eventually 
received a faint sense of satisfaction in his head. That didn't 
belong to him; it had to be Lucy. 

He noticed a slight blur of movement in a branch directly in front of 
him, three meters distance. That was where the Kirlia was hiding! He 
had to move and quickly. 

'_**I know what is going on! We have to get out of here and now! '**_ 
She spoke in his head, causing his mind to ache in protest. Loud 
noises could worsen a headachea€ | could telepathic communication 
worsen a mental ache? 

With ache being the worst understatement of the year? 

"Teleport us!" He yelled and jumped in the air, smashing through the 
branch and retrieving his female companion. 

'_**Where to?'**_ She replied desperately. How was he supposed to 
know? He was being tracked through an alien forest by Forerunner 
death machines while every movement caused his body to hurt in 
protest and every thought set his mind ablaze with agony. He was 
outnumbered, outgunned and outthought by an unknown enemy who 
happened to be both the most powerful psychic in known existence AND 
a Pokemon at the same time. 

There was always a way outa€ | never was a situation hopeless there was 
always a way to wina€| which was what he needed now. A victory. He was 
outgunned and outnumbereda€ | crippleda€ | if he had weapons he could 
easily fend the incoming hostiles off, but now he only had a pistol 
and a knife. 

Outgunneda€ | he needed firepower. And lots of it. The only place he 
knew that still had weapons was the ghost-ship Platernus. 



And his pelican dropshipa€ i which was incapable of flight. But its 
cargoa€ | the cargo still had to be there! Something destroyed the 
cockpit and made it unusable but he could still pry the cargo tray 
open. And seeing as the Pelican was on the other side of Kantoa€ | the 
machines wouldn't find him there. 

"My dropship!" He yelled and jumped to the side to avoid a burning 
laser . "Now ! " 

The Kirlia glowed with a green aura and suddenly, the world 
disappeared. He wasn't here, he wasn't there, and he was nowhere. His 
body felt like it was being torn into a million pieces and stitched 
back together all wrong. 

But that could have also been the two-hundred meter drop. 

Then the world reappeared and sunlight stung in his eyes. He could 
see a large area filled with trees in front of him and a€"in the 
distance- the small place known as Pallet town. The little psychic 
had done it! She had actually teleported hima€ i . 

But why did it feel all wrong? Something was causing an awry feeling 
in his stomacha€ | what was it? 

The answer presented itself very quickly to him when gravity tugged 
at his feet. His body fell down and he realized that Lucy must have 
made a small mistake. Very little, really. 

He had been teleported to the cliff, not the crevice inside of 
it . 

"Hold on!" He yelled and dug his hands and feet in the stone wall, 
hoping that he might stop his momentum and slow down. It did work; 
his powerful but still burning muscles caused the rock underneath his 
body to fragment and his speed lessened. Eventually, he felt a loose 
space underneath his feet as the rocks ran out. 

He had reached the crevice where his 'dropship' was 
stored . 

'_**Sorry about thata€ | '**_ Lucy softly said while the Spartan let 
himself drop into the cave-like structure. Her telepathy caused the 
familiar bursts of pain in his mind and he had to place his hands 
against the wall to steady himself. Almost therea€ i almost by the 
objective . 

Oh how the mind could hurta€ | it was impossible to even think about 
it ! 

"Securea€|a perimetera€ | " he managed to say before the hurt got too 
much. He had break through it somehow; he had to get a hold of 
himself! Even though his body might be harmed, his mind was his own 
and nothing would hurt it ! 

i_**you need to focus !A'**_ Lucy said urgently. To hell with 
focusing, he couldn't even think straight! 


He groaned with pain as a new inflammation of agony burst through his 
mind. He needed fresh air a€"he needed to take his helmet off and get 



a grip on himself. 


With trembling hands he reached for the white EVA helmet and popped 
the seal. The neural link with his helmet broke and he felt the 
sunlight hit his skin. A negative side effect, but still 
acceptable . 

And as soon as he took his helmet off, the pain in his mind 
disappeared. It was simply not there anymore. Evne though his head 
still felt sore from everything that had befallen him, his thoughts 
were finally without burden. 

Now that he could think clear, his mind began to race with possible 
theories and hypothesizes that might explain the recent events. 

During his brain-tank procedure, his hand reached for his other two 
PokA© Balls and set the two other creatures free. 

"Bring them up to speed." He said and continued his thought process. 
_So the psychic pokemon was linked with the Forerunner presences© | the 
machines which had appeared were also Alien in their design and had 
actively identified his armour to hunt him down. _ 

Someone had been tracking him for a long time, gathering information 
and spreading it around. A psychic had killed the gunslinger and 
brainwashed Surge_a€ | a link with the Pokemon on the pyramid? Had to 
be. But Lucy said it was humana© ! a conduit? Possible. _ 

What about the strange effects that had influenced his mind? Not just 
the pain, but also the fact that he had taken a local 'animal' with 
him during his first day on the planeta©|if he added that to the 
strange desire to NOT use his other two pokemon that he had felt back 
on the structure, he had a very strange combination. 

_Lucy said that she would explain soona© | need her Intel ASAP._ 

The Kirlia was communicating with the other two Pokemon and judging 
by their reactions, they were very shocked by what she told them. 
"Start talkinga© | " He said and placed his helmet next to him on the 
ground. "Now." 

The female had insinuated a©"no, downright told him that she knew 
what was going on. He needed her to speak up and be honest about it: 
if he was right, then these machines would be relentless in their 
hunt for him. _They work for the psychic and he is serious in his 
need to get me. If he can get Forerunner tech to work for hima© | then 
the situation is deteriorating. _ 

Kirlia looked at him with her intense red eyes and he could have 
sworn that something changed in her expression. Of all times to be 
unable to read facial expressionsa© i 

'_**How do you feel?'**_ She carefully said. The super-soldier half 
expected his mind to explode again, but it remained tranquil. 

Strange. Perhaps the moment had passed once again? 

"Not the best." He said and started to tear the hatch of the pelican 
open . 

i_**You need to take your armour of!'**_ She suddenly yelled. _Excuse 
me? _Why would he take his armour off? Besides from the fact that 



virtually everyone in Kanto would know who he was, making him the 

element of surprise each and every time he appeared 

somewhere? 

"Why?" He simply said and picked up his helmet again. The mere 
subject of not wearing his MOLNIR was enough to make him cringe; he 
couldn't bear walking around naked. 

, _**Be C au S ea€ | because those monsters will find you if you keep 
wearing it! '**_ 

"With the new weapons I can handle them." 

'_**But everyone will recognize you as soon as they lay their eyes on 
you ! ' **_ 

"Weapons . " 

'_**Think about the chaos you will cause! How criminals and bad guys 
will respond when they see you!'**_ 

"Weapons . " 

'_**Back in VermillionaC | She started, her telepathic voice 
quivering as she tried again, '_**People died because they knew who 
you were. The gym leader kidnapped the entire town JUST because you 
were coming. You need to stay low Math! '**_ 

She needed to stop using his name. Even though she was right, he was 
not going to walk around without his armoura€ | was he? 

He was just about to put his helmet back on when two feminine voices 
screamed in his head: '_**Don ' t ! ' **_ 

Stopping on the middle of placing the EVA on his head, he turned to 

face his team. Fenrir was keeping one eye aimed at the entrance and 

the other one aimed at the two females in his team. Cinder was 
standing next to Lucy and judging by her body expression, she had 

just spoken what had been on her mind for a long time. _Don't ask 

howa€ | _ 

"What is going on?" He said. Cinder and the Kirlia looked at each 
other and Fenrir growled at them. But the ladies ignored him and Lucy 
spoke up once again. '_**I think I know what causes the torture in 
your mind. Remember what the Pokemon said?'**_ 

"Lies and Perversions?" Those words had been lying in the back of his 
thoughts ever since he had heard them. Even though it couldn't be 
more than a simple attempt to taunt him into acting brash, he 
couldn't help but think that the psychic actually understood what 
played between him and his Pokemon. His words had been so 
subtlea€|and yet filled to the brink with meaning. 

'_You think you are well-traineda€ | ' _'_Didn't you teach it better? '_ 
Those two sentences relayed so much. The first one spoke of the 
psychic's knowledge of his iron-willed discipline and years of 
training and experience, while the second one spoke off his desire to 
train the Pokemon on his team. _How could the Forerunner/Pokemon know 
about that? He hadn't even felt the slightest disturbance in his 
mindaC | apart from the animal-part of his brain taking over for a few 



seconds . 


'_**Corre C t. I don't believe one thing he saidaC i '**_ _Then why do 

you sound doubtful? ' **But I do know that your mind is unlike I 

have ever encountered. You are not from this planet ... neither is your 
armour. Youa€ i are unnatural 

_So?_ 

' * * And because of thataC i telepathy might not work as 

intended . ' 

"We are speaking right now though." 

'_**Without you wearing your helmet, yes.'**_ He glanced at his piece 
of MJOLNIR and considered the meaning of her words. '_**I do not know 
about youa€ | but I have never encountered someone like you before. 

Your armour is uniquea€ | '**_ 

"Tell me what you know." 

'a€|_**and it disturbs my psychic powers. Corrupts themaC | when aimed 
at you.'**_ Her voice had dropped to a whisper and he had to focus 
intensely to understand what she was saying. What she saidaC i made 
sense. Everytime she spoke in his mind after his first episode, it 
had only worsened them. But how? How could a telepathic signal cause 
such mental pain without the intention? Was it the neural-interface 
in his suit? Was that what kept causing his episodes? 

For Lucy to be responsible for so much of his painaC i it had to be 
unbearable for her. Even though the only usual sign for sadness he 
always understood were tears, he could now see so much more in his 
companion. She was slumped against Cinder, trembling softly while 
crying. Her arms were wrapped around her knees and the kind Vulpix 
was doing her best to comfort her. Fenrir didn't know what to do by 
the looks of it, and he alternated between walking back and forth 
between Lucy and the entrance to the cave. 

"How long did you knowaC | " The Spartan replied, carefully organizing 
and processing all this new information. 

'_**After HE talked to mea€ '**_ she whispered. It didn't make any 
sense to him. Then again, nothing really did nowadays. 

"And you are sure?" 

'_**Very sure.' **_Cinder took over, seeing how her friend was unable 
to properly continue. _Emot ionsaC | such burdens. _ '_**She told me that 
she suspected it ever since we exited the rock tunnel back in 
Lavender, but neither of us believed it.'**_ 

And now he was facing an impossible choice. Keep his suit on and 
restrict every form of communication to a bare nonverbal form 
a€"which meant hand gestures only- or take his armour off. Which came 
with the added complications of removing MJOLNIR and storing ita€ ! why 
could nothing ever be simple? See Covenant shoot Covenant, rinse and 
repeat until done. 

"You are communicating telepathically with me right nowa€ | doesn ' t 
that work?" He said, but the moment his words exited his mouth he 



felt a sledgehammer impact on his still delicate mind. He recognized 
the sensation as a warning; keep it up and the episode will start 
again . 

i_**Your body is acclimatizing to the environment without your 
helmet. It has been for a long time a€"hence why you didn't 
experience this all before. '**_ 

That made sense. '_**But it is escalating; soon we will be unable to 
talk. The only thing you can do is either stop communicating at all, 
or take off your armour. Not a tough choice to make in my 
eyes 

Cinder was right and yet so wrong. She didn't understand that his 
armour meant everything to hima€ | to take it off would be to walk 
around naked and vulnerable. 

_And incognito. Unsuspected and with a low profile._ 

'_**I don't want you to suffera€| '**_ Lucy softly said. She had 
managed to retain control over herself and now she could talk again. 
'_**But we face an enemy unlike we have ever faced before. In order 
to wina€ | we need to adapt and change the rules.A'**_ 

_Stop using my own words against-_ 

'_**Sacrif ice our own personal feelings to win. ' **_ 

-_against me. _He did not see that one coming. She was totally and 
completely right; he was compromised and the only to fix that would 
be to take his armour off. Communication with his Pokemon was 
important and even though he still wanted to get off this planet 
a€"the presence of Forerunner tech had changed everything. No longer 
was his need to get back to the UNSC the most important thing; the 
Human-Covenant war might be big, but Forerunner appearances were way 
bigger . 

He sighed and placed his hands on either side of the cargo/tray. 

While he was busy tearing the molten metal away, Lucy continued to 
speak wonA't force you to do something drastic like 

thataC | but - 1 * *_ 

"What choice do you leave?" Math snapped at her, causing all three 
Pokemon to flinch in response. It seemed that he had used a higher 
volume than intended. 

He tore the metal out of its frame and almost collapsed when his body 
screamed in protest. His two-hundred meter drop had been even worse 
to him than he had thought. He couldn't keep walking around like that 
for much longer; his injuries were long-term and he would only worsen 
them by continuing his movements. He hated to admit it, but he needed 
medical attention soon. And in order for him to survive past the 
coming weeks, his body needed to healaC i 

a€ i which it couldn't start when it was covered in MJOLNIR. Medical 
personal would be unable to reach his injuries, he would continue 
walking on badly-damaged limbs and then he would be unable to muster 
the strength needed to beat the Pokemon. 


Not even thinking about the tactical ramifications. The hunter-killer 



units from the Forerunner structure would be on the lookout for 
anyone wearing his armour and judging by how the people in Vermillion 
city had known who he was and what he would do there, information 
spread fast. Both the Rocket organization as the psychic-Pokemon knew 
who he was judging by his armour. If he were to fight both groups 
without causing the civilian population to come under harm, he 
couldn't keep appearing everywhere while wearing his armour. He would 
have to go low-prof ilea€ i 

What choice did he have but to once again sacrifice everything 
important to hima€|this time that would be his dignityaC i his 
comfort . 

In order to stay in active duty on this worldaC i he would have to take 
his armour off. 

He took a look around the interior of the ship and noticed that there 
were many pieces of hardware still intact. He counted at least four 
assault rifles, three shotguns, six battle rifles and a rocket 
launcher. The few plasma weapons he had managed to take with him 
hadn't been so lucky though; only one Plasma rifle and pistol were 
still intact, the rest of them were busted. 

He had nearly forgotten about his stash of weapons! If he was 
luckya€|if whatever deity in existence thought that he had deserved a 
stroke of luckaC i then he wouldn't have to waste two hours stripping 
his MJOLNIR. Something else could do that for him. 

'_**Don't yell at us! '**_ Cinder angrily said. '_**It's not our fault 
that your suit acts to strange! '**_ 

Noa€ | it wasn't. And he shouldn't have acted like that. But these days 
it was very hard for him to keep a tight control over himselfa€|no 
matter how disciplined he was. "No. It isn't." 

Still, he didn't expect the Pokemon to understand exactly what it was 
that he had to give up: mainly because he didn't understand it 
himself. He just knew that his armour was everything to him a€"to 
walk without it would be equal to walking naked, unarmed and 
blindfolded. Without skin and ears. He knew that each and every 
Spartan couldn't bear being separated with their MJOLNIR for an 
extended period of time; it was just a Spartan thing. 

There it was: the Prototype Field Deconstruction System. His ticket 
out of his armour and into anonymity. 

"Keep on the lookout!" He ordered the creatures while he hauled the 
machine out of the destroyed ship. It was still intact and 
operational; all he needed to do was deploy it and strap himself in. 
He couldn't afford to encounter hostile forces while doing so, which 
meant that he would have to order his Pokemon to keep the crevice 
safe . 

Which would keep him safe. 

"Cover me while I operate." He said and started the procedure. It was 
very frustrating to keep standing still for fifteen minutes, while he 
knew that both team Rocket and the psychic Pokemon were playing their 
cards on Kanto. Saffron city was the hub of their operations and even 
though he could have easily liberated the entire country with his 



MJOLNIR armour, he would be very vulnerable without it. 


He hated the idea of having to take his armour off, but he knew that 
it was necessary. He couldn't allow the idea of being naked get in 
his way a€"no matter how intense it was. 

~ 0 ~ 


i_**You area€ | actually taking it off?' **_Lucy asked in what a normal 
person would determine to be a surprised voice. 

"Yes . " 

She looked at Cinder and smiled brightly. _He actually cared about 
their future! He was willing to give up the most important thing in 
his life just so that they might continue to be together. It was 
amazing, it was incredible !_ 

It was completely indescribable. _And actually kind of romantic. 


"**I told you he cared!" **Cinder yelled with happiness. "**Just like 
you told me; he is willing to do everything if it means safeguarding 
this team ! " * * 

The Vulpix was right about thata€|but the trainer wasn't that happy 
about the consequences. And she understood; she realized just how 
much his armour meant to him. If was strange to think about: the 
longer she was with Math, the more she started to understand him. His 
desire to fight, his weird but suppressed sense of honour and his 
intense need to stay hidden from the main mass; hiding his face and 
body behind his behaviour and white armour. 

But for all his flaws and weak points, he was still the best human 
she had ever encountered. In his own twisted way at least. He was 
willing to go so fara€|to give up so many things just to take care of 
the creatures he cared for a€"_no she was not willing to use the word 
love yet- _was something that almost nobody could do. 

He had appeared to save her life and had continued to protect her 
throughout their journey. He fought and protected and eliminated the 
bad people. He had taken Fenrir under his wing when the male was only 
a small Nidoran and then he had listened to her and saved Cinder's 
lif e . 

In many ways. Math was her knight in shining armour. _Their 
knightaC | THEIR knight in shining armour !_ 

And now he was ready to take the last thing that gave him confidence 
and assurance in his life away. 

For them. 

She wanted to tell him how important he was to her a€"_to them-_ to 
make him realize just how much he meant. How much his actions made 
them realize that he cared about them. 

But instead she said the following. '_**You look messed 
up . ' **_ 



_Why? Why would she say something like that? What was wrong with 
her !_ 

Wella€|to be completely honest he _was_ looking messed up. Dried 
blood was sticking to his mouth and he had a nasty bruise on the left 
side of his head. 

"Two-hundred meters Lucy." He said. Since his initial and surprising 
display of emotions, the soldier had calmed down again. "And I landed 
on my face. How would you look?" 

i_**You are heavier than I ama€ | and I always look good.'**_ Her mouth 
beat her brain again. _Seriously! Start thinking!_ 

"**I don't want to watch our alpha getting nakeda€|"** The Nidorino 
said and partly turned around. 

The machine was busy stripping her trainer bare and even though she 
knew that he couldn't be naked underneath it, she couldn't help but 
stay exactly where she was currently standing and gawk at him. Ever 
since he had first taken his helmet off she had been wondering what 
he looked like underneath all that armour. His face was kind of 
handsomea€ | but seeing as he was a professional soldier, his body 
would most likely look very attractive. 

Vulpix looked back and forth between her trainer and Lucy and then 
cocked her head quest ioningly . "**Why does he interest you like 
that?" ** 

not staring!" ** 

"**I never said you werea€| "** 

_She didn't? Oha€ | wella€ | damn . _ 

After that little incident, the two of them watched in silence as the 
machine systematically removed Math's armour. He was wearing a black 
skintight suit underneath his white armour and it actually 
accentuated his muscled body quite well. 

And finally, after several minutes, the small construction had 
finished stripping the human's large bulky suit. He deactivated it 
and took a step forwards; revealing his new shape to them. Even 
though his face was unobscured by the large helmet, Lucy still felt 
like her trainer was hiding from something ... behind his own features. 
He was staring blankly ahead with an unmoving and unyielding 
expression: not a single emotion or feeling was transmitted from his 
face . 

He looked like the embodiment of his own thoughts; calm, iron-willed 
and completely surrounded by an impenetrable wall that made it 
impossible to screen them. Why did he find it necessary to keep his 
face so emotionless? Was it the loss of his armour which hurt him 
so? 

"**He looksa€ | human ! " **Cinder said with a surprised 
undertone . 

" * * q f course he does!" **Fenrir replied. "**Why wouldn't he be 
human? " * * 



The two ladies looked at each other, unwilling to provide a proper 
answer . 

The under-armoured human shoved the device a€"still carrying his 
armour- inside of the ship and then grabbed a few of the weapons 
stashed inside. He took a total of three weapons; two large black 
ones with different shapes and a green, small one. 

'_**How do you feel?'**_ She asked him. 

"Nothing worth noting." He replied, his voice devoid of emotions. 
_Would he have to develop his mind all over again? Lesson one: don't 
hide things from your partner. _ 

"**He is warmer than a normal human isa€|"** Cinder said. That 
couldn't be very gooda€ | 

Math took a few steps forward and then pulled out his PokA© balls. 

Was he going to recall his team already? 

Lucy noticed that he was moving with a slight limp and briefly 
wondered what was wrong with his body, before he spoke up. 

"We need to move out now. I am armed and ready to go. Our next 
objective is to find the town across from the pyramid and get 
answers. Celadon city." 

"_**I think I am ready to teleport you againa€|"**_ She said, albeit 
doubtfully. He wasn't looking too good and even though his mind was 
still shielded from her (mostly) she could feel _something _bulging 
against the walls. It felt like doubt to hera€|but then again, the 
recent events had been stressful. She knew that her trainer didn't 
need to collect his thoughts like she had to, but seeing as he was 
recovering from a near-mental breakdown unlike a human had ever 
encountered, things couldn't be that good for him. 

Oh and he had nearly flattened himself against a rock-outcropping 
when he dove after her. That might also be taxing for him. 

Math aimed the two balls at his Pokemon and recalled them, leaving 
only her behind. ' **I never wanted this for youa€ | " **She muttered, 
fully knowing that he wouldn't be able to understand her. 

"Do it." He said and placed his weapons on his back. She nodded and 
already felt her powers flow through her body; it became easier and 
easier to tap into her psychic energy and even though she had never 
teleported a human before, she knew that she could do it. 

Her body became enveloped by the green manifestation of her power way 
sooner than expected a€"either she was growing more powerful or 
something was about to go terribly wrong. Which one? She had no idea. 
The world disappeared in a flash and the last thing she saw before 
darkness enveloped her, was the hard and emotionless face of her 
human . 

Perhaps things were simply going faster because she was growing 
stronger? Perhaps nothing would go astray as of now; they were 
completely unknown to the population and now his appearance wouldn't 
cause as much trouble as beforea€ i right ? 



The moment her feet hit grass and she turned around to face her 
trainer to tell him that she had done it again, she realized that 
something was very wrong after all. 

~ 0 ~ 

The now-familiar sensation of a teleportation-event took his sense of 
the world away from him. The first moment he was there, the next 
moment he was gone. _So she was able to teleport humans? That could 
prove vital to the coming battles; countless strategies and tactics 
could be developed around that. How come she didn't try to do so 
before? Was it the training? Pokemon became stronger as they trained 
a€"Oak had told him that their potential could be limitless. Where 
would Lucy's ever-developing powers stop?_ 

A sudden burst of pain running through his right arm shook him out of 
his thoughts and he gritted his teeth. Bodily harm? During the 
teleport? Had they landed with a delay; causing them to appear in the 
world without them seeing it? Was someone attacking him without him 
seeing what it was? 

That hypothesis got splattered by a Scorpion tank the moment he 
regained vision. He landed on the ground and he rolled with the 
remaining momentum behind his body. The pain worsened and he briefly 
wondered what was going on, when he realized where they were. 

The pyramid was still there, but more distant than before. Patches of 
grass were scattered all over the place and he could see a sign 
saying 'Celadon city' with an arrow pointing their direction. Nothing 
was attacking him; his body was his own. 

'_**Watch out!'**_ Lucy screamed in his mind and he instinctively 
performed a combat roll to avoid whatever damage would be inflected 
on him by the unknown assailant. What had happened? Kirlia had 
teleported him alright; so why were they getting attacked so soon 
again? 

A sizzling laser cut through the space he had occupied a second 
earlier and he identified it as the main form of attack of the 
Forerunner-machines. Had they found him? Or were they simply 
patrolling the area, lying in wait for them until the two of them 
simply teleported in their arms? 

"Lucy get out of here!" He yelled and got to his feet. He wanted to 
reach back and grab his weapon, but instead he splashed the ground 
with blood. Red blood. 

Belonging to him. That was strange a€"he didn't remember having 
external injuries; the normal two-hundred-meters-f aceplant only came 
with internal injuries. 

Then he realized that he had indeed felt something resembling 
external trauma: during the teleport his right arm had acted up and 
now it became apparent what it was a€"as apparent as it could get for 
him, seeing as how his under-suit was still one-hundred percent 
intact. Blood was pouring out of his right sleeve, obviously coming 
from a place somewhere on his arm. 


It was a strange sensation and his arm didn't follow his orders a€"it 



simply didn't move when he wanted it to! Something had caused intense 
damage to his limb, causing the nerves or the tendons to tear or 
something like that. Had his pokemon made a mistake? 

'_**Be careful! '**_ She screamed in his mind again and he performed a 
backflip to avoid another set of lasers intent on toasting him. In 
the middle of the move however, his arm buckled and he nearly 
collapsed. Only a last-minute twist of his legs caused him to land 
with his head facing the right direction: not the floor. 

He turned around and finally confronted his attackers: three of the 
hunter-killer machines were floating roughly three meters away from 
him, their eyes burning with heat and their metal flaps moving back 
and forth. So the hostile Pokemon knew how to control these things 
after all? 

With his left arm he tore his sidearm from its socket: the only 
functional plasma pistol left in the dropship- and he pulled the 
trigger once, twice and thrice. The searing hot plasma rounds 
impacted on the lead contraption and blasted it out of the air, but 
by that time the remaining two were ready to fire on him. Their eyes 
flared a brilliant red and they opened fire. 

He flipped to his side to avoid the streams of death, but one of the 
beams nicked him on his left shoulder and he felt his under-suit burn 
and his skin blister. The contact with the laser was only brief, but 
enough to cause severe burns . 

He landed on the ground and a€"ignoring the pain in both of his arms- 
blasted the second one out of the air. But before the soldier and the 
remaining machine could engage each other, an intense flare of white 
light distracted both of them. 

Math, who was used to his visor polarizing when his sight became too 
intense, narrowed his eyes and covered them with one arm. The 
Forerunner creation seemed equally taken aback by the appearance of 
the light and it too seemed to shield its eye with a metal 
bloom . 

"WhataC i " the super-soldier said, but before anything could happen he 
felt aa€ | something contacting his mind. 

i_**D 0 not worry my trainer. I will protect you. '**_ 

The mental link was brief but all the more intense because of it. 
Never before had he felt something thata€ | that magnificent anywhere 
near his mind. Neither Lucy nor Cinder could even get close to the 
feeling that was left in his thoughts. Every ache, every doubt and 
even the after-effects from his mental episodes simply washed away 
beneath its presence and the only thing left was a warm, tranquil 
sensation of victory. Several strange feelings arose in his chest and 
he had a _very_ hard time to place them. He simply decided that they 
had to be emotions and therefore, did not belong to him. 

The machine recovered faster than he could and unleashed a powerful 
shot, intent on burning him to death. But the laser hadn't even come 
three inches before an invisible field completely blocked it, causing 
it to eventually dissipate. It turned to face the source of the light 
again and its metal parts shifted in what was probably a confused 
sensation . 



The Spartan too faced the new contact on the battlefield, hoping that 
it was something positive for a change. The voice in his head had 
definitely sounded posit ivea€ | and slightly familiar. But whatever had 
happened during the engagement, it did not prepare him for what was 
about to happen. 

Lucy had disappeared; in her place stood a completely different 
creature now. It was a bipedal Pokemon roughly the size of a 
full-grown human; around the five or six feet tall. The white tutu 
that had adorned her waist had completely disappeared -or changed- to 
an ankle-length dress tinted in a pure white colour. Its arms had 
turned green and formed three distinctive fingers. 

Was this an evolved form of Lucy's? Had she changed into a completely 
different Pokemon once again? 

Her green hair had curled below her jawline and the red horns that 
had so closely resembled hairpins had shifted; she now had a finlike 
protrusion on her chest. Her white face had spikes on the side of her 
head, vaguely resembling a masquerade mask. Yet her intense red eyes 
remained the samea€ which led him to the conclusion that this Pokemon 
was indeed the evolved version of his Kirlia. 

But the flying hostile was still there! It would attack her; she had 
to get away! He had given her a direct order, why was she still 
there? 

The creature waved one arm horizontally through the air and an 
invisible force struck the machine right in its eye. The metal around 
it bent and groaned and then it crashed to the ground, where it 
exploded into a shower of sparks. 

The sounds of fighting slowly faded away, just his adrenaline. His 
amazement at LucyA's sudden evolution was winning from his curiosity 
as to how he got wounded in the first place and he slowly rose from 
his crouched position, ignoring the various burns and aches. 'Lucy?" 
He carefully asked, not knowing what to do now. 

Her gaze shifted from the burning wreckages of the fallen Forerunner 
construct ions to the pool of blood on the ground, and then finally 
rested on him. 

i_**You are woundeda€ ! '**_ her gracious voice said and once again he 
felt his mind shiver at the close contact with her warm telepathy. 

Not only her appearance and mental prowess had significantly 
increased; her entire attitude had done a 180 ! 

"No worries." He calmly stated and placed the plasma pistol back in 
its holster. "I'm fine." 

The creature floated over to him a€"_f loat ing? Could she float? _He 
detected two thin, white legs underneath her gown so it should be 
possible for her to walk-and stopped a few feet in front of him. Then 
she bowed her head and started to explain. '_**I am sorry masteraC | 
but you have to understand; back when I teleported us, you were still 
wearing your armour. I was less powerful and I could not 
compensate . ' 


He shifted his weight from his left leg to the right and inhaled 



sharply when he felt the pain return to his arm. He was still 
actively bleeding even though his suit wasn't damaged or torn in any 
way. _She speaks differently nowa€|_He noted that she was leading up 
to something with arguments that could explain a mishap in a 
procedure. Could it be possible thata€|had she messed up? 

"So?" He urged her to continue. If the teleportation had transpired 
like he thought it hada€ i then he should be upset with his partner. 

But it was like she said; the factors surrounding their movement had 
provided the circumstances with a significant snag. _If the fact that 
he had removed his MJOLNIR weighed such an incredible factor in their 
psychic communicat iona€ | then it could be possible that it also played 
interference with her teleporting? If Lucy accounted for his suit 
during her initial teleport and then did the same jump without 
teleporting his armour, her powers could have easily caused an 
extreme reaction in his bodya€ | but shouldn't they have compensated 
for it? Or was it already compensated and had he received the minor 
wound because of the compensation, instead of 
worse?_ 

_Waita€ | master ? Was that an attempt at humor?_ 

'_**When I moved our bodies through space, a reaction was 
triggeredaC | Pokemon and native humans are immune to the event, but 
the drastic changes in your being caused a part of it to 
dematerialize completely .'* *_ 

She was speaking more complicated nowa€ | had her intelligence 
increased as dramatically as it had when she had first turned in a 
Kirlia? Could the changes be even greater now? "Drastic changes in my 
being?" He repeated, hoping that she had not figured out that his 
body was augmented; it was a fact that he did not want to share with 
his team even after he had told them that he was a Spartan. 

The Pokemon a€"_her name was still Lucy, but what was her species' 
name now? - _smiled shyly and replied to his inquire: _** ' Your 
special armour. It possessed a component which interfered with my 
psychic powers. Now that it is gone, the sudden shift in your 
environment was enough to destabilize the teleportation. A part of 
your body wasa€| lost. The many cells weren't materialized properly, 
causing an awful wound. '**_ 

'_I kind of figured thata€ | ' _He thought as a fresh burst of pain 
shot through his arm. Thankfully, the wound wasn't severe enough to 
take his limb off. Meaning that he could easily banish the pain 
away . 

She frowned slightly and took his wounded arm in her hands. '_**I 
could try to heal it for you master, but I have yet to adapt to my 
new skills. I could worsen it by accidenta€ | '**_ 

It was strange to hear her speak like that; back when she was still a 
Kirlia, her sentences were usually composed of snarky remarks and 
cheerful words. She had sounded like a teenage civilian; and treated 
him like in a way he could have never fathomed. But nowa€ | there was 
something else in her tone. Something he could not yet graspa€ | and he 
doubted whether he ever would. 

"Celadon city." He stated and gently removed his hand from her grasp. 
She looked at him witha€|what? Confusion? Distress? There was no way 



of telling. 


With his other hand he pulled out the two PokA© balls and released 
Cinder and Fenrir. It seemed that whenever he was alone with Lucy, 
trouble would be lurking around the corner. Her new form wasa€|well, 
rather pretty. He was still larger than she was, but at least he 
wasn't towering over her like he used to. But her att itudeaC | it had 
really changed. But was it for the better? He had finally gotten used 
to psychic as she was a€"or at least as used to as he could. 

The affect that her telepathic contact had on his mind was both 
gratifying as disturbing. The fact that she could change how his head 
felt simply by talking to him could be a powerful toola€ | or a 
disaster waiting to happen. And what was with her obedient tone? It 
was good for his pokemon to listen to him and respect him, but she 
actually called him 'master'! Not once, but twice already! 

He needed a second opinion on her racea€ | something his Pokedex might 
provide. But not now; not while the area might be infested with 
Forerunner-made hostiles and that the next fight might be waiting for 
them . 

' _* * As you wisha€| '**_ She sighed and hefted her head again. '_**But 

you will seek medical attention there? '**_ 

"Yes." _Probably._ 

i_**D 0 you promise it?'**_ 

Why was his welfare so important to her? She could be concerned for 
him, yesa€ | and she had been meddling with his health for quite some 
time now. She had been very cross with him when he first tried to 
hide his mental episodes for hera€|but he had a faint and funny 
feeling that this was more than simple concern for a PokA©mon's 
trainer . 

Nonetheless, he had virtually no idea what it might be. Every time he 
thought that he had figured her out, she went ahead and surprised him 
by pulling something completely new. And now that she had evolved and 
her personality had shifted, he might as well completely forget 
everything he had learned about her. 

"Promise . " 

That seemed to cheer her up a little bit; her facial expression 
changed and she was about to turn towards her team-members when he 
suddenly remembered that people did not generally like guilt. The 
fact that she was a€"in a way- responsible for his injuries couldn't 
be very good for her and that was not even taking into account what 
her telepathy had done to his mental health. The poor girl had to be 
feeling terrible a€"and she had hid it from him. Why? 

"Lucy!" He said and caught the majestic creature's attention. _What 
now? What would he say? There were many ways to do thisa€|_ 

'_Tell her that she saved my lifea€| '_He thought. '_Tell her that she 
saved us both by teleport inga€ | tell her that it isn't her fault and 
that you are glad that she was there to take action! '_ 

What he actually said was: "You didn't kill me. That is good. Keep it 



If 


up . 

She gave him an odd expression and then nodded in agreement. While 
she moved up to Cinder and Fenrir, the Spartan tried to think of a 
way to stop thinking altogether. '_What good is it to be able to 
think when your body doesn't follow!' _He angrily thought and then 
quickly recomposed himself. Emotions were nothing useful and it 
wouldn't do him any good to keep having them. 

~ 0 ~ 

_Would he say it? Would he tell her? No, probably not. He couldn't, 
he would only embarrass himself and cause her to be angry with him. 
Noa€ | no no no ! '_ 

"**You look beautiful!" **His mouth said. 

'_Why did I do that?'_ His brain said. After having fought alongside 
Lucy for so long, his awkward crush had only increased. Initially he 
thought that it merely was because of his strange new emotions, but 
the longer he stayed with her the longer he realized that he wasn't 
attracted to any female in particular. 

Otherwise he would have felt the same for Cinder and that was simply 
not the case. So he had to face ita€|the male hormones that raged 
through his body had caused him to fall in love with the psychic. And 
that was totally inappropriate, considering the fact that Nidorino 
always went after Nidorino. He was in love with someone from another 
species! That was completely unacceptable! 

He had only just accepted the human as his trainer; it was too soon 
to be having another problem with the mind! 

"**Thank you!"** Lucy replied and sounded sincere. "**You are very 
kind."** 

No, he wasn't. He was in love with her and that caused him to act to 
kind to her. Against all other Pokemon he was acting brash and 
violent . 

"**So you evolved AGAIN!"** Cinder yelled happily. "**That is 
amazing! You really do look beautiful!"** 

But as long as she was happy, he would continue to wrestle with his 
emotions in a desperate attempt to control them. For if he told her 
what he felt, he would degrade her. Pokemon belonged with their own 
species after all and not with others. 

"**I think that your time will soon come."** The psychic replied. 
"**We are going to the place known as Celadon City. There, we shall 
recover from our ordeals."** 

"**And take the fight to that bastard himself!"** He added. The fact 
that both his trainer and Lucy had nearly been killed by an unknown 
psychic pokemon was completely and totally unacceptable. He should 
have been there to defend them! He should have been there to 
fight ! 

"**Patience Fenrir,"** Cinder said, "**I think that we first need to 
nurse our wounds and sores, just like Lucy said. After that we can 



form an alliance with the Pokemon and humans in this Celadon 
city . " * * 

As much as he hated to admit it, he knew that they were right. A 
psychic would obliterate him before he could even make a 
movea€ | meaning that they needed help. 

And while his pack moved towards Celadon city, he briefly wondered 
when he would evolve and what it would take to make it happen. The 
circumstances had hardly been ideal for Lucy. 

~ 0 ~ 

The older lady had told him that Celadon city was a beautiful place, 

but the moment he laid eyes upon the town, he found himself 

disagreeing . 

He had led the team through a terminal connecting Route 7 with the 
town. It hadn't been very well guarded or camouflaged, meaning that 
it was an open target for Team Rocket or the Psychic Pokemon if they 
wanted to attack it. 

It was poorly defended, not organized and sitting in the middle of 
the chaos like a fish in a barrel. There were no turrets, no soldiers 

and just half a dozen policemen. And all that he had concluded in the 

very first second that he exited the terminal and laid eyes upon the 
village . 

It wasn't beautiful; it was ugly. 

'_**This place looks peacefulaC i we will find our help here." **_Lucy 
said and glided up to him. 

" Help?" He replied. 

'_**Your wounds are severe master. I do not wish to intrude, but you 
need to let a human check on you.'**_ 

Again with the master. What was up with that? 

"I promised that I would. But first we need to see if this place is 
safe . " 

'_**There is nobody here who wants to hurts you, we are safe 
here 

He wanted to ask her how she knew that, but then he realized that she 
had been able to sense the emotions of every single living creature 
around her ever since she had been a child. It wouldn't be very hard 
for a powerful psychic like her to probe the city and determine who 
meant them harm or not, right? 

_Even if the entire city wanted to harm them, the Pokemon would still 
be safe. He wouldn't let anyone harm them.__ 

'_**Why do you always get into trouble when we are not around? '**_ 
Cinder asked him. 


"Part of being a Spartan. 



The four of them had finally entered the city and even though he was 
sure to look like a normal human being among all those people, he 
still received many glares. There were many tall buildings and 
skyscrapers scattered all across the town; Celadon was even larger 
than Vermillion wasa€ i it was bordering on his personal level 

And the civilians kept staring at him. Seriously, what was up with 
that? He was just a normal humanaC | guy walking around the city. 

With a Vulpix, a Nidorino and a distinctively female humanoid 
following hima€ | a nasty burn wound on his left shoulder and a 
constant dripping stream of blood underneath his right arm. 

So perhaps he wasn't an ordinary human walking aroundaC | still ; he 
hated the constant attention of jabbering people. Females kept 
looking and pointing at him and males kept staring with their jaws 
hanging wide open. Was this their first time seeing a soldier or 
something? 

Perhaps it was the presence of his M90 shotgun and M5AC assault rifle 
that unnerved them. 

i_**You are attracting too much attention; we need to get out of 
sight! '**_ The Vulpix added and he quickly scanned around for a 
possible place to stay. The sun was starting to set already, but he 
still had approximately three to four hours of light before it became 
completely dark. 

He ignored the vixen's remark further and saw the large sign of a 
Pokemon center roughly one-hundred meters up ahead. There were two 
groups of people standing between him and the building: a group with 
teens and a group with seniors. They were positioned a dozen meters 
away from each other and eyeing the other one with suspicious looks. 
But the moment that the Spartan came within their sights, they 
stopped what they were doing and started gawking at him. 

He got that reaction a lot back with the UNSC; but he would always be 
wearing his MJOLNIR armour, usually completely covered by blood and 
gore. _That_ a€"he could understand- would cause some reactions 
amongst the people who saw him. But he wasn't even wearing his suit 
right now! The only thing he did wear was the black under-suit which 
regulated his body temperature, provided a comfortable layer between 
his bare skin and his armour and was far easier to remove. 

Again, the presence of at least three firearms might cause them to be 
shocked like thata€ | civvies usually disliked soldiers charging 
through their homes while being armed to the teeth. He never got the 
point of that, though. 

"What are you doing here!' An old man yelled at him. "Leave and take 
your stupid war with you!" 

A woman tugged at his arm and told him to be quiet, but his outburst 
spurred the other people on. "We don't need your kind here!" 

"You bring only death and destruction!" 

"Go away you monster!" 

_At least they were not calling him a fascist, like the Innies loved 



to do._ _**'Just ignore them master. '**_ Lucy said and took up a 
position next to him. Her presence was reassuring, but she didn't 
need to tell him to ignore the insulting civvies. He kind of did that 
to everyone he met, until they became significant to the war. 

"Bring your weapons somewhere else!" 

They continued on like that for another seven seconds and then he 
reached the group of teens. The usual gangs of little bastards 
hanging around the backwater planets he occasionally visited were 
criminals in the making. These kids however looked more 
civilizedaC i pure, in a matter of speaking. There were six girls with 
innocent eyes looking at him, varying between sixteen and twenty 
years old by the looks of them. Scattered throughout their ranks were 
three boys: one child and two older guys. 

In direct contrast to the elderly a€"who were still taking their 
sweet time to chew him out- these humans seemed more interested in 
him as a human, not as a soldier. 

"Are you wounded sir?" One of the girls said. She had long, brown 
hair and green eyes. _A unique combination ._ 

One of her friends told her to shut up and another one softly hissed 
her name. "Be quiet Angela!" 

They were talking like he couldn't hear them a€"a mistake the seniors 
also seemed to make. Why everyone always thought that Spartans were 
deaf was once again beyond him; people were strange 
creatures . 

' * * Respond ! '**_ Cinder told him in the back of his mind. What was he 

supposed to say? Hello, flying robots of death attacked me with 
lasers after I teleported away from an alien temple, but I am 
alright ? 

They would never believe him: everyone could see that he was 
bleeding ! 

"There is a war going on in KantoaC | " He told them loud enough for 
everyone to hear him. "This city might be attacked at any time... warn 
your leaders . 

Two girls grunted with annoyance and frustration, but the rest of the 
group seemed interested in his tale. They bombarded him with 
questions and tips as to how to deal with the situation, but he 
didn't need their remarks. He needed some rest and a plan. "I need to 
get to the Pokemon center. Warn your leaders. _Now_. " 

They didn't need to be told twice and the teens quickly ran off 
a€"either to do the smart thing and speak with the local person in 
power, or to hide in their houses. It didn't actually matter which 
one it was: he simply wanted to get rid of them. Now that they were 
gone, he had a clear path to the Pokemon Center. 

But things wouldn't be so simple: as soon as the Spartan entered the 
hospital, he was immediately jumped by a large, pink blob with an egg 
in its pouch. 

Thinking that he was being attacked by a hostile Pokemon, he prepared 



to deliver a crushing blow to the creature's head. He was interrupted 
before he could even move, however, as Lucy contacted his head again. 
_** 'Watch out! This one means us no harm! ' **_ 

It didn't? Then why was it seeking intimate contact with him? Because 
the psychic had told him that nobody meant him harm, he trusted the 
Pokemon to not attack him. And while that proved to be a valuable 
insight, it was also mildly annoying. 

The pink animal was poking and pulling at his arms and legs in an 
attempt to figure out which movement would hurt him the most and he 
had absolutely _zero _desire to play around with it. 

Shoving it to the sight, he moved up to the counter and tried to 
start a normal conversation with the nurse sitting there. "Celadon 
city is in danger. You need to get your people up to speed!" 

The woman blinked twice at his remark and then cocked her head. "Can 
I help you? You look like you need medical attention?" 

Yes he needed attention and no she could not help him- 

'_**My trainer is wounded. He needs to be checked out and get some 
rest. ' **_ Lucy told both him and the nurse, judging by the female's 
reaction . 

"Oha€|well, why didn't he a€"that is, you- say so? Right this 
way ! " 

Why did nobody female listen to him? His body wasn't important; the 
people of Celadon were surrounded by flying alien hunter-killer 
robots that wanted to kill them with lasers! And they were being 
controlled by a psychic Pokemon wearing armour on top of a Forerunner 
Pyramid ! 

a€ | now that he thought about, that might sound strange indeed. 

Perhaps it would be a good idea to get some medical supplies before 
he continued on his mission. He wasn't invulnerable now, and the 
rules on the battlefield had changed for the worse. Violence couldn't 
always be the answer and- to be honest- after having spent at least 
three days trying to figure out a completely new world, he needed 
some rest. Not too much, just an hour or two. 

'_**Perhap S you simply need to go along with the river master? '**_ 

The psychic said and gently wrapped one hand around his wrist. Then 
she carefully led him after the nurse, taking the super-soldier 
towards a completely new challenge. 

Social interaction unlike never before. 

~ 0 ~ 

'_And it is with the fury of the heavens that the nature-intended 
shall be brought down. For it is passing that my fruits come to bare; 
that my plans have reached momentum. Seeds have been planted and the 
plants started to grow. '_ 

~ 0 ~ 


**Now, I know what you are thinking. But what if guinea pigs really 



could fly? ** 


* * A1 1 jokes aside, I know that I smacked the Spartan with a major 
nerf-hammer here. But not only is this important for the continuity 
of my plot, it is also important for the continuity of my plot. If 
you don't like it, do leave a review so that I might understand 
whether it is the concept of a naked Spartan or simply the fact that 
I did not execute it in a compelling way. ** 

**Also, one other major factor in this story: it's evolution! Tell me 
what you think about it, I am curious as to whether I worked it out 
properly or not. I did a lot of things in this chapter and I know 
that they might seema€ | extreme in the opinion of some readers. So 
feedback! Ease my raging torrents of uncertainty by reviewing 
it!** 


**And until next time, my dear readers!** 
***Explodes*** 


2 1 . Marrow pt 1 
**Pre-story babbling:** 

**I can now safely say that every reviewer saying or predicting that 
it was Mewtwo was completely correct!** 

**Also, I used the term 'Nerf' as a joke; seeing what had happened. I 
have received some alert over other possible nerfs, but do not worry 
my dear readers! I do not plan on nerfing our unfortunate Soldier 
more. Or do I? *Evil doctor Evil gesture is Evil*** 

**Siphon 117: ****Perhaps last chapter wasn't clear; the Neural 
Interface is integrated into the nervous system or more specifically, 
the spine. It helps amplify and boost already existing signals, but 
when other signals interfere a€"such as telepathic or other signals- 
the combined result of the MJOLNIR integrating the two kinds of 
boosted signals will result in an electric backslash: the armour, in 
that way, interferes with the telepathy. Which in turn curbstomps any 
and all communication except for basic hand-signals.** 

**So many Guests! How should I address thee? ** 

**Guest: ****Good to see that you enjoy it :)** 

**Fizzygrenadier : ****Thank you, I hope I 
will!** 


**ZombieSlayers : **** Thanks for pointing that out to me; small 
details are important to me.** 

**Guest**** number 2: ooha€ | I cannot properly reply because of 
spoilers but don't worry! I have many plans!** 

**Lay Down Hunter:**** Did you just compare me to twilight and hunger 
games? Twilight? Hunger? Blasphemy! * Exterminate! EXTERMINATE!* 

* * 

**In all seriousnessa€ | do not worry about me disappointing; that 



active word doesn't exist in my vocabulary. As for the rest of your 
review: pretty awesome! I am a visual thinker so I totally imagined 
everything you said happening in front of my eyes. It isa€| highly 
intriguingaC | ** 

**Also I present unto you my highly-wanted cyber COOKIE 2.0 for bei 
my i00****th**** reviewer! Yay!** 

**Guest**** number 3: among other things, indeed.** 

**Fox Burn: ****perhaps you are, perhaps not. *Evil laugh!* ** 

**And the final ****Guest: ****Ahuma€|* scrapes throat and opens 
response-letter* WHY! WHAT DID I EVER DO TO YOU! WHAT DID I DO TO 
DESERVE "Potato!"!** 

**Solar Jarl the Cannon King 44K: ****I did not mean for you to 
nearly die :0 ** 


* *hihihia€ | I ' m glad to see that you that you loved it, always makes 
me happy . * * 

**This was another very long babbling, so enjoy the 
story ! * * 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **__ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 31 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 29- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Vulpix, lvl 30- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The point of arrival has been determined and will be dealt 
with . "_ 

- Unknown 


0 


If 


Chansey Chans ! " 



"Go away. 


nice to the Chansey.'**_ 

"Be quiet." 

"_Chans chan?"_ 

"You too . " 

A " * * D i dn 1 1 Lucy tell you to play nice?'**_ 

"Shut up . " 

"_Chansey CHANSEY ! "_ 

"No . " 

Why was this happening? What was going on? Why was Cinder of all 
Pokemon chastising his behaviour towards unknowns and why was he 
being harassed by a large egg-carrying pink monster which only 
possible designation might be Chansey? 

And why was said creature trying to tear his arm out of socket? 
Seriously; had the laser fried his brains, causing him to hallucinate 
violently? The medical Pokemon was pulling at his right arm in a 
desperate attempt to pull him into a nearby room, but he wasn't 
budging an _inch_ and that frustrated the creature a bit. 

A dozen of those Chansey' s couldn't have possibly moved him, but it 
was pulling at his wounded arm and if it didn't watch out, the wound 
would tear open even further. If that happened, he would 
murder- 

Suddenly the creature stopped its strange behaviour and let go of 
him. _Why was that?_ 

'_**I told her that we would escort you to an operation room 
ourselves master. If you would please proceed to enter the next room 
on your right? '**_ 

Again she called him 'master.' That couldn't be humorous anymore, so 
what was the underlying intent iona€ | what operation room? 

"Room?" He said, but Lucy stopped moving and both Cinder and Fenrir 
turned to face the door on his right. Was he supposed to enter 
it? 

'_**Go ahead! Open the door!'**_ The vixen cheerily said. Well, so 
much for simply picking up medical supplies; he would have to go and 
retrieve it himself. 

Pulling at the handle, the Spartan opened the door and entered the 
'operation room.' It was white and clean, with a single light 
illuminating the space. There were multiple chairs and one white bed, 
with multiple pieces of equipment scattered all over the place. 

The last time he had been operated on, it had been during his 
augmentation procedure, sometime eight years ago. This place didn't 



remotely resemble the holding cell where the procedure had taken 
place, so this couldn't possibly be a real operation room. 

So what was it? 

The pink blob returned and yelped at him some more, before 
disappearing down the hall. What was he supposed to do here? Play 
with the scalpels? Swallow some pills? He had better things to 
do . 

'_**She said that a nurse will be with you shortly. '**_ Cinder 
translated the pink Chansey and then jumped on top of a 
chair . 

"Nurse?" He repeated and remembered what Lucy had told him. She 
wanted him to receive medical attention a€"_and he had agreed with 
her request. _ 

This was just great: stuck in a pokemon Center where nobody listened 
to him, in a town where nobody listened to him, in a room where he 
could only await treatment. 

And his arm throbbed. He was still leaking blood everywhere he went 
even the tight under-suit couldn't stop the bleeding enough for it to 
actually stop. 

"What happened?" He said and sat down on the bed. He half expected it 
to break under his weight; but when it didn't he remembered that he 
wasn't wearing his armour anymore 

'_**After those creatures attacked and hurt you, I realized that I 
needed to protect you. In order for me to do that, I needed to 
evolve. Thus I did.'**_ 

Just to straighten it out: psychic on pyramid nearly killed Lucy, he 
jumped off of pyramid to safe her, and then the hunter-killer units 
arrived. After that the back-then Kirlia teleported him to his 
dropship, where the two psychic females on his team had told him that 
his suit would effectively hemorrhage him if he kept wearing 
it . 

"And the machines?" 

After which Lucy had teleported him AGAIN only to accidentally 
disintegrate a part of him, causing to him leave a trail of 
blood-droplets for anyone to follow. That was immediately followed by 
an encounter with yet another pack of the Forerunner-machines. 

And now he was here. 

'_**I did not feel a consciousness behind them: they are neither man 
nor Pokemon. '**_ 

"I got that much." 

'_**Will you allow me to expose your wounds, master? '**_ 

"Which ones?" 

<_**The most urgent one; the wound which I caused myselfa€| '**_ 



"How will you expose them?" 


The majestic creature smiled ever so slightly and a chill ran down 
his spine. _Something was wronga€ i but what?_ '_**I could teleport a 
part of your clothing away and replace it latera€ i or I could slice a 
patch away and then reform the edges.' **_ 

"Or I can do it myself." 

' _* * That too is possible *_ 

Was it now? He had to admit that his clothes weren't exactly designed 
to be removed randomly at will. The skin-tight under-suit was easier 
to take off than his MJOLNIR was, but it would still take some time. 
Even so he could not trust Lucy with another teleportation trick 
until she had a complete control over her powers. He would do it 
himself . 

He turned around and started the removal of his upper clothing. There 
were multiple connective threads which could be dislodged, resulting 
in a more loose fit. Not all Secret-Spartans had the same shape; some 
tended to be larger or more muscled than others were. That meant a 
line of underclothing which could change its shape and form at the 
Spartan ' s will . 

'_**Where did you get those scars?!' **_ Cinder asked loudly. 

"In the war." He replied and continued stripping. He had effectively 
loosened the sleeves and now he could move on to the central part 
around his waist. Why were they interested in his scars? He had so 
many of them; most Spartans had. Plasma burns, closed bullet holes, 
remnants of some explosive material and even multiple scars caused by 
bladed edges were among the most common ones. What was special about 
them? 

'_**Fe nr ir wants to know how such a young leader could get so many 
battle marks. '**_ The vixen then said. Leader? What leader? 
Waita€|that was him; he was the 'leader' of the group in the 
poison-type's eyes. 

He remained silent and continued with the removal of his suit. He had 
no intention of sticking around longer than he needed to, but if his 
team were to survive the coming encounters they would need to train 
harder and potentially, evolve. There was no way that they could beat 
the floating machines that were hunting them and even though he was 
perfectly capable of protecting the Pokemon, the risk would be too 
great . 

And then there was the fact that he was injured and actually required 
medical attention. This meant exposing his wounds to the air and 
taking care of them. 

"Good afternoon sir!" A feminine voice said. He had just finished 
taking the upper part of his under-suit off and his shoulders, arms 
and a part of his chest were revealed. Had he not received word that 
a nurse would be with him soon, he would most likely have disposed of 
the potential hostile with one of the scalpels. "How may I 
assista€ i youa€ i ?" 



The rest of her sentence stalled in her throat as he turned to face 
her. It wasn't an uncommon sight to see people gawking at him like 
that, but he was always wearing his armour when they did. Being a 
white seven-feet tall armoured soldier covered in blood and entrails 
was one thing, but he wasn't even wearing MJOLNIR right now. 

The nurse shook her head and managed to pull herself out of her 
stupor. She had short, blue hair and wore the standard Pokemon Center 
nurse outfit. WerenA't these people eligible only with Pokemon? And 
what would he tell her? There wasn't anything he _needed_ except for 
some rest. And perhaps a bandage. Yes, a bandage would be 
good . 

"Bandages." He said. The nurse was still staring at him, but at least 
now she was capable of talking. "B-but of c-coursea€| I w-will bring 
them m-momentarily ! " 

And then she turned around nearly ran out of the room, leaving the 
super-soldier alone with his Pokemon. 

He shrugged and grabbed the nearest mirror to survey himself. He 
instantly spotted the burn-wound on his left shoulder and realized 
that the laser must have cut through his under-suit, before 
cauterizing the wound. It would hurt him, but not impair his movement 
or body to any significant degree. His other wound, on the other 
handa€ | 

Lucy had messed up indeed; there was a large, gaping wound at least 
seven inches long which reached from his shoulder down his arm. Blood 
was pouring out of the raw injury and the Spartan could see how that 
would have compromised him if left unchecked: his armour could have 
injected biofoam and stop the bleeding within a few seconds, but 
without the MJOLNIR the blood-loss would eventually get to him. 

He sighed and took a closer look at Lucy's new form. She was looking 
at his bleeding shoulder with an expression which could only be 
identified as guilt. She was sounding responsible and a bit pleading 
at the same timea€|but things happened. She had transported him 
multiple kilometers in a flash, without killing him and they had 
arrived at their destination a€"sort of. 

Even though reading facial expression was probably one of his worst 
abilities, he could still see how the psychic was suffering from the 
sight of what she had done to him. It would prevent her from thinking 
clearly, possibly costing them future engagements a€"no. It hurt her 
and that should be the sole reason for him to want it to be 
gone . 

"It's not your fault." He said. Did that count as lessening 
somebody's guilt? 

'_**But it is. Had I taken more time to preparea€ | or figure out that 
there would be consequences for changing conditions, you would not be 
hurt right now. '**_ 

This wouldn't work. Humans needed time to get over traumatic 
experiences anda€|well, considering Lucy's very humanlike appearance 
and figure of speech; the same would apply to her. 

He was just about to say something else when the nurse returned. 



carrying several rolls of bandage. "Here you go sir," She said and 
deposited the items in the room, "might I inquire as to how you got 
hurt like that?" 

It occurred to Math that the woman had somehow managed to form 
complete sentences without stuttering once; something that could only 
be attributed to practice. She had been honing her tongue ever since 
she left a€"that was the most probable reason. 

He nodded politely at her and grabbed the first roll of 
bandages . 

"Anything else s-sir?" 

_There it was. "_Who is in charge of this town?" 

That seemed to take her aback. "Uhma€ i wella€ i we d-don't really have a 
1-leader as much as a gym leaderaC i y-you can talk to E-Erica if you 
wanta€|b-but she is rather busy at t-the moment." 

Nobody was busy when a Spartan wanted to talk. "Where can I find 
her? " 

"The g-gym. But you don't want to go there- e-especially not 
you . " 

What was that supposed to mean? Was this Erica some sort of 
soldier-hater? Or was she referring to the fact that he looked 
wounded to her. That might be possible. 

"Thanks." He said and started to unwrap the roll of bandages. But 

before he applied them to his bleeding shoulder, he noticed that the 

woman was still standing in the door-opening. "You can go now." He 
stated and snapped the nurse out of her 
stupor . 

" Yesa€ | righta€ | leavea€ | good luck sir." 

And with that she turned around and left him to his troubles. _Silly 
womana€|_ He shook his head and started cleaning the wound with the 
bottle of alcohol that he had found. It stung, but seeing as he was 
effectively clearing the injury from potential injuries, the pain 
wasn't negative. It served to keep him sharp and attentive. 

Cinder and Fenrir were amusing themselves by investigating all kinds 
of instruments and other sort of items. The Spartan merely hoped that 

he didn't have to remove a scalpel that had somehow gotten latched 

into a bone and proceeded to bandage his gored shoulder with 
precision unmatched in any hospital. 

_A'Lucy is keeping awfully quieta€|A' _he thought and glanced at her 
direction again. She was still just standing a€"or floating, whatever 
worked best- there with her head bowed low and her hands folded in 
front of her chest. Was she praying or something? 

He tried to think of something else to say; something to break the 
awkward flow in the air. If she were still a Kirlia then this 
wouldn't have happened; she would somehow find the words to break the 
silence and allow him to keep being silent. But the normally so 
peaceful quiet atmosphere was turning for the worse; it started to 



bug him a bit that the ever so cheerful Lucy was now being 
soa€ | down . 

He finished applying the bandages to his wounds and flexed his 
shoulders. Content that the medication would stay in place, he 
started to don his suit again. Stripping naked in a foreign hospital 
had to be the least pleasant thing he had done in Kanto a€"not 
including taking his armour off, of course. 

"Move out." He told his team and watched them springing to attention. 
Lucy rose her head and looked him in his eyes, but he ignored her and 
stepped out of the room. He still had his weapons with him; for some 
reason nobody had commented on that. Either because they believed him 
and they thought that they would need every armed man in the city, or 
they simply thought that he was a wounded soldier returning from a 
dangerous mission a€"which he actually was. 

Whatever they thought, it would enable him to move freely through the 
city. The fact that he had encountered the hunter-killer machines so 
close to this cityaC i Celadon city, meant that they knew where he was. 
That meant he and everyone in the city were in danger. 

'_**What is our next plan?'**_ Cinder asked him as he snatched 
several items from the cabinet saying 'Health restoration 
items ' . 

"Erica the gym-leader." He said and maneuvered past the two nurses he 
encountered. He had taken several items called 'super potions' with 
him, designed to heal Pokemon with a spraying bottle. He hid them in 
his duffel bag and would use them when the situation grew 
dire . 

'_**But the lady said that she was busy?' **_ 

"Her agenda can wait." 

He exited the Center and immediately spotted a sign saying 'Celadon 
Gym' pointing to his rightaC | towards the exit of the city. Good: that 
meant less interaction on his way out of there. 

"Any reason why you are so silent?" He asked his psychic partner; 
having practiced that one sentence over and over he knew exactly just 
how to say those seven words. 

i_**You are unhappy. '**_ She simply said. _Why should his unhappiness 
make her silent? _ 

Wait a€"what did she mean that he was 'unhappy'? Where did she get 
that thought? 

WellaC | considering that he had landed on an unknown planet, facing 
unknown hostiles and being stuck until his people could pick him up 
might count towards unhappiness. But his feelings were completely 
unimportant to the mission and he had even demonstrated that by 
taking his armour off. So why should she worry about his unhappiness? 
"Elaborate." He replied. 

'_**I wounded you severely; something like that is 
unacceptable. '**_ 



"For who, Lucy?" 


'_**For me, master. '**_ 

Mental backslash? She had told him that she knew when he was in pain 
and that was back when she was still a Kirlia. Her powers had 
increased dramatically since then a€"judging by how she completely 
destroyed a Forerunner combat machine by merely waving her arm 
around- and for all he knew, she could now sense what was causing him 
pain or even the sensation itself. 

Or she could sense his thoughts ... no, that was unlikely. It was more 
likely that she could sense his feelings and a€"considering the fact 
that Kirlia were linked to their trainers- felt disturbed by the 
negative sensation which she had caused. 

Even though it was only an accident . 

"It wasn't your fault. Stop-" _Stop what? Stop having emotions? Stop 
feeling like a human being? stop blaming yourself." 

'_**I am sorry mastera€ | I donA't want to be the reason for your 
unhappiness . A ' * *_ 

"There isn't a reason. There is NO unhappiness." 

He was glad that he knew how to speak softly; otherwise his situation 
might get even worse. Considering that the civilians couldn't hear 
Lucy's voice and that he was basically talking to himself, people 
would be even less likey to trust him. Was this the sole reason that 
she was behaving so down? Was she feeling so guilty that it actually 
cost her her cheery behaviour? 

'_**You never were a good liara€| ' **__Cinder said and he remembered 
that he had tried to hide his feelings from Lucy once beforeaC | it 
didn't end well. But that was physical pain and the 'feelings' that 
he were feeling weren't even real to him; how could they be real to 
her? 

Lucy looked around and then gestured at a small patch of grass, 
surrounded by bushes. The Spartan got the message and ordered his 
team to move there. It was rather convenient, seeing as the gym would 
also be there. She would most likey want to speak to him about 
something she felt to be very privateaC | or very awkward. So private 
that nobody was allowed to hear him reply. 

"What is it?" He said as he scanned the bushed with his assault 
rifle. It was a small sector in the city that wasn't covered by 
concrete or large buildings and it was completely surrounded by 
trees, bushed and thorny plants. Those were no problem for him and he 
simply marched through their ranks until he reached the open spot. 
Small puffs of fire and smoke indicated that the fire-type was trying 
her own way of getting past the thick plants, while Fenrir simply 
charged through the thorny foliage without difficulty. 

He had people to warn and plans to make. What did she want from 
him? 



There was so much that she could feel now. The flow of the world 
around her no longer presented her with mysteries; they solved them. 
She knew how the creatures that lived in her world felt, why they did 
and even what they would do. Her mind had unfolded infinitely and 
there was no longer any need to concentrate on a living being to use 
her powers; she could feel the psychic powers rippling in her mind 
and she was able to unleash it immediately and at will. Though she 
longed to put her newfound intelligence and powers at the test, she 
understood that she had received an incredible responsibility as 
well. Not only could she feel the minds of every living being around 
her; she could see through their defenses like they meant nothing. 
Consciousnesses which were too fortified to even _consider_ breaching 
back when she was a Kirlia, were now nothing compared to her vast 
powers . 

And yet her trainer, hera€ | masteraC | confused her. His emotions felt 
hollow and a€"for a lack of a better word- corrupted. She could glare 
past his significant defenses and feel what really lay in his 
heartaC | and it scared her. 

"What is it?" Math asked her. 

And she had hurt him. She had made a terrible mistake and spilled his 
blood. It was a terrible thing for creature like herself to hurt 
another being like thata€|but the person whom she cared the most for? 
It was consuming her heart . And even though he told her that it 
wasn't her faulta€|that she couldn't help ita€ ! she still felt 
responsible. It didn't help that her feelings were in turmoil like 
they were, too. 

'_**I know what you feela€ | '**_ she started. A person like him a€"a 
soldier who believed in sacrificing everything for peace and war- 
would not fear the state of his own mind. But she knew that he was 
more than just a soldier fighting a€"he was a soldier _made_ to 
fight. It wasn't a feeling that made sense in her head, but she knew 
that it had to be so. His behaviour was too unnatural, too forced and 
awkward to truly exist in nature. He couldn't bea€ | normal . 

He didn't know himself: he had taken everything that made him who he 
was and stuffed it away to the deepest corners of his mind. His 
character, his traits, his emotions and his very soul had been locked 
away to slowly corrupt in darkness. The only thing that existed in 
his mind was the unnatural desire to fight, to win and kill. It was 
so extreme that he truly believed it to be the sole reason for his 
existenceaC | did he even realize what he had done? 

And she pitied him for it. She pitied him so much that the pain was 
greater than the pain she felt when thinking about how she had hurt 
him. 

i_**You try so hard to tear your soul and heart out of your own 
bodya€ | but you can't hide them. Not from me . ' * 

It had to be pure agony for him to hear her talk like that; to hear 
her tell him what he truly was and what his real desires were. 

Because that was what his mind currently occupied: base instincts and 
sensations, action and consequences. It was the mind of a wild animal 
in a cage; waiting to unleash its inner demons and snap and tear at 
the world. 



The soldier was a ticking bomb and he didn't know it; he didn't 
understand a thing about the world, let alone about himself. He truly 
believed that he had no emotions and that his life revolved around 
fighting . 

"What are you saying?" 

Countless memories and images could flash through her head like a 
great wave coming down on a helpless village. But it would take time 
to organize them: she didn't know which memories were true or false. 
Some of them couldn't possibly be her own a€"she needed to control 
them before they could confuse her. 

i_**You might think that you possess no emotions, but I know better 
master. I can feel the darkness in your heartaC | the pain and 
angeraC | the confusion that suffocates every sensation you 
have 

The human looked around him and she could feel his mind trying to 
seek a distraction in his environment. Would Cinder - the psychic 
Vulpix- provide it? Or would it be Fenrir a€"the aggressive Pokemon 
which was just as confused as his trainer was? 

"I don't understand." 

Oh course he wouldn't. His mind was in denial and after everything 
that he had been through, it made only sense. She couldn't see what 
his memories were so his childhood was still a secret to her. But she 
knew what he felt and had to have been, in order to make it so. His 
entire life had been bordering on confusion and the lines of madness 
and the human would lose himself to the darkness if he didn't accept 
help . 

'_**You had to give up the one thing that gave you stability in your 
existence; after that, someone tried to murder you. It has been one 
fight after another and your mind is buckling under the stress: no 
creature is made to fight like you have. ' **_ 

" I feel fine . " 

'_**In time that will change. But worry not, my master. You are not 

alone in your voyage a€"we are here to help you. I can help 

you 

She reached for his hand, hoping that the close contact with someone 
he cared for would make him realize what was going through his own 
mind. But he merely turned away and a€"with his hands still firmly 
clasped around his weapon- he started marching towards the gym. 

"My mind is my own. Keep out." 

That shocked her. Knowing that he would refuse what she was saying 
was one thing, but this? 

Had she crossed a boundary? Had she been too straightforward with it 
and caused him to feel awkward? Or was it the fact that he could no 
longer hide his feelings and emotions from her as well as he could 
back when she was still a Kirlia? Either way, he was mad at her and 
she could understand why. 



'_**H e never wanted us out of his mind before?' **_Cinder carefully 
asked as she walked up to her. 

'_**I do not know for certaina€| '**_ 

Cinder gulped and Fenrir growled as a sudden gale of wind shook 
leaves out of the trees and the temperature dropped. 

~ 0 ~ 

If he had a list of things that were important at the moment, Lucy's 
statements would probably be sitting at the middleaC | or completely at 
the bottom. He had virtually no idea what she was talking about and 
quite frankly, it didn't really matter to him. He knew that he was 
pushing his emotions away; he had been doing that for a very long 
time. He was a Spartan; it was kind of his thing. 

Walking up to the door of the gym, he thought about kicking it in 
instead of simply knocking. He quickly discarded that idea, however, 
when he realized that it wouldn't inspire people to help him. So 
instead of doing what he usually did, he merely placed his rifle back 
where had taken it from and knocked on the door, before waiting 
exactly two seconds and entering the gym. The first thing he noticed 
was the many, many forms of plants and flowers spread all over the 
place. There were at least four walls created out of bushes and he 
could even spot some bonsai trees. 

The second thing he noticed was the gym's inhabitants. At least a 
dozen Pokemon closely resembling flowers and other forms of plans 
were moving all over the place, carrying things or simply sitting 
happily with their trainers. Of which there were also a dozen. 

And they were all female. Couldn't he catch a break? 

The pungent stench of perfume assaulted his face and he considered 
firing one of his weapons merely to create a different odour for a 
few seconds. But that too would alienate the people inside of the gym 
and he needed them to listen to him and all earnest. Civilians were 
_so_ easy to tick offa€| 

His own Pokemon followed him inside and he took a few steps forward, 
racking his mind for something to say. Anything to say. 

The three closest females were happily messing around with their 
bottles of perfume and sharing their opinions on how they thought the 
smells were supposed to be. 

Didn't they have something better to do? 

Another girl briefly looked up from her Pokemon and spotted him 
standing there. She gazed back at her Pokemon and took a few seconds 
to process what she had seen. Then she looked up again and gave a 
mild shriek. 

"Eeeeh ! " 

He raised one of his eyebrows and mentally facepalmed when all of the 
women suddenly jumped up and started yelling things. It was 
completely incoherent and he could feel Cinder brushing up to his leg 
in a nervous gesture. Discharging his weapon suddenly didn't seem 



like such a bad idea now and he was seriously considering doing just 
that . 


It was distressing for his senses to be pelted like they were right 
now; seeing as he wasn't wearing his armour and that he couldn't 
shake the sense of imminent danger, as nonsensical as it was. The 
multiple combinations of perfumes, shrieking women and moving Pokemon 
were just too much for his mind to properly take. Back in the UNSC he 
could simply block the incidental impulses out without difficulty, 
seeing as social interaction was kept to the bare minimum for him. 
Every sensory overload could be compensated for with a reliable 
firearm a€"meaning that he could shoot whatever was causing 
chaos . 

But he couldn't use violence to get what he wanted and he knew that. 
This situation required patience and diplomacy; something he was ill 
suited for. 

Eventually the women calmed down and someone stepped forwards, with 
the confident stride of someone in charge. "What are you doing here?" 
She said. The woman had short, black hair and was wearing a pink 
kimono a€"the Japanese styled dress. "We don't take challenges today 
and this is a special occasion for women only!" 

If he didn't knew better, he'd think that this female was angry. Of 
course the frowning of her eyebrows and set of her lips could 
indicate distress, but there wasn't enough there for him to actually 
determine what she felt like. If she was angry with him, his 
objective would become harder to reach. He needed her to listen to 
him and that wouldn't happen when he threatened her, or if she was 
angry with him in the first place. 

_But what to say? How could he possibly respond to her in the 
presence of eleven other women who were all staring at him with more 
different facial expressions than he could ever deal with_? "Celadon 
city is in trouble. I was told that you were in charge." 

_That was a starter. _ 

"I am the gym leader; which makes me eligible for being 'in charge', 
yes. Can't you see that we are in the middle of a very important 
event ? " 

He looked around him and tried to spot something with any 
significance at all. "No." 

Not his smartest answer ever, judging by the raging torrent of 
responses . 

"How dare you!" 

"Like a _guy_ would understand!" 

The rest of the comments were lost as everyone started screaming over 
each other, trying to be heard more loudly than the other. He could 
hear one of the younger girls saying: "He is kind of cute!" and 
decided that enough was enough. 

"Quiet!" He barked and all the women suddenly stopped yapping. Good; 
headaches would only serve to frustrate him. "There are multiple 



hostiles moving towards this city as we are speaking." 

It was technically true; the machines had been there when he had 
appeared and immediately engaged him. If they belonged to a psychic 
pokemon that hated humans and sought to destroy _him_ in particular, 
every town where he would go would be in trouble. 

"What?" The gym leader said, obviously confused. From the corner of 
his eye he could see Fenrir growling at several Pokemon and Cinder 
happily darting around, smelling the air and jumping over flowers. 

The creatures inhabiting the gym were obviously grass-type, seeing as 
they cowered in fear whenever the Vulpix approached them. "What are 
hostiles? What are you talking about?" 

She didn't know what hostiles were? This lady obviously didn't have 
any military experience whatsoever; did that meant that Celadon city 
had yet to encounter problems? But it lay so close to Saffron city; 
which was said to be the central hub of Rocket operations and all 
other problems that Kanto faced. 

"Creatures are coming to attack the city." He said, hoping that his 
statement would make more sense to her now. 

"Do you mean Pokemon?" 

At least she was taking him seriously this timeaCi "No. Flying 
machines, not Pokemon." 

"What?" The woman answered him. "What are you talking about? Are you 
crazy? " 

So much for the 'taking seriously' part. The women started shouting 
again and the Spartan was seriously starting to doubt whether he 
would get Celadon city to take defensive maneuvers. It didn't really 
matter much to him, but the fact that the area was swarming with 
hunter-killer robots was sort of his fault and if it was up to him, 
the civilian population wouldn't suffer under the decisions of a 
crazy psychic Pokemon. 

"Ma'am?" One of the younger girls said. "It might be useful to listen 
to hima€ | we haven't had contact with any other city for a long while 
now and there are theseaC | these Magneton-resembling creatures 
floating around." 

What? Magneton-resembling creatures? 

"We know that they are there, it's justaC i justaC i they have never 
ventured into the city beforeaC | " Another female replied. 

"Don't be ridiculous!" The kimono-wearing lady replied. "Those things 
aren't hurting anyone!" 

_Just to get it straight: he had come to the gym to warn the city 
about the Forerunner hunter-killers and now they already knew about 
them? What had happened to situations simply making sense !_ 

"You are just being paranoid, soldier." A blonde told him. _'Tell me 
something newa€ '_ 

'_**Perhap S I can share some light on this situation?' **_Lucy said. 



The super-soldier had no idea how she could possibly help the people 
of Celadon understand what was going on, but she was welcome to 
try . 

"Go ahead." He replied and waited to see what would happen. Lucy 
closed her eyes and he could have sworn that a small flash of green 
light appeared in the Gym. What was she doing? 

'_**i have showed them my memories of the encounter *_ The psychic 
said with a smile. '_**They will have to believe us now. '**_ 

He chose to ignore her blatant invasion of mental privacy concerning 
the minds of the women and faced the leader again. "Believe me 
now? " 


"Ia€|" The woman said and swallowed. "I don't think you are from 
around herea€ | those mechanical creatures never harmed anybody 
bef orea€ | what did you do?" 

"I visited." He replied and walked back to the door. It was made out 
of glass, enabling him to see everything that was going on behind it. 
And what he saw wasn't very positive: multiple signatures were flying 
through the air and with his enhanced vision he could spot the metal 
booms that so closely resembled the Forerunner devices. '_They are 
already scouting the city!' _He realized. 

Something had prompted them to start moving inwardsaC | that would most 
likely be him. But how? Without his armour they couldn't have 
recognized him! 

"Do you have any strange artefacts here? Any pieces of 
technology? " 

"Wella€|" She said and walked up to him, joining him in glaring at 
the doors. "That depends on what you are looking fora€ | what do you 
see? " 

"Trouble." He replied. "Tell me. Now." 

"Okaya€|if you will join me?" 

He nodded and followed the gym-leader deeper inside the building. The 
perfume-enjoying women weren't so snarky now, as their leader had 
officially accepted him to join them deeper into their little 
lady- sanctum . 

"What do you know about these things?" He asked her. 

"They appeared several days agoa€| float around the forests and keep 
an eye on everyone who moves through the area. They don't interfere 
and don't interact with anythinga€ | until you appeared, that 

is . " 

"Where are we going?" 

"You asked me if we had any strange forms of technology and I think 
that this-" She opened a door and revealed a small room in the back 
of the gym- "Counts as strange." 


Thata€|was an understatement. What lay before him looked like a 



miniature version of the giant spire he had so catastrophically 
scouteda€ i but this one seemed less lifelike. It almost 
lookeda€ | dormant . "What is it?" He asked her and grabbed his assault 
rifle . 

"I do not know. It supplies power to our citya€|but that is 
everything I know about it. Team rocket-" 

"Rocket ? " 

"Yes? Team Rocket integrated it somewhere below our city. Sometimes 
they divert power from this generator to doa€ | _something_ in their 
hideout . " 

"You haven't taken steps against them?" 

"We don't know where their hideout is!" The leader replied. "We tried 
following the cables, but they simply disappeared somewhere in the 
game corner!" 

So these people had installed a Forerunner item in their gym, only to 
let a terrorist organization like team Rocket take control over it? 
Why was he even bothering with trying to save them; Celadon city had 
to be more self-destructive than a Grunt without a leading Elite was. 
"You plugged an unknown piece of tech in on the entire city and then 
lost control over it?" 

"It was already here when we founded this citya€ | we simply built the 
gym around it. It started behavingaC | odda€ | around the same time the 
metal machines appeared. We thought nothing of it." 

The entire situation had spiraled out of control the moment he had 
set foot there. A city with a Forerunner Artefact as the primary 
generator with an underground faction of team rocket in control over 
it? All the while flying laser-robots were flying over said city 
trying to hunt them down? Not acceptable. There were just so many 
different loose eventsa€|and they were all connected; not separate at 
all! 

'__**The machine is giving of strange forms of energy, Lucy said. 

'_**It intertwines with the entire citya€ | '**_ 

"Intertwines?" He replied, ignoring the strange look that the woman 

gave him as he seemingly started to talk to the air. "How?" 

'_**I do not understand ita€|but it is behaving much like a beacon; 

shining its light through the mist. Or the sky.' **_ 

A beacon? Was that why the machines were there? Because this 
structure was giving off strange energy-readings? If that was true, 
then that would explain why the hostile elements were advancing 
towards Celadon: they were attracted by the Forerunner device. 

He was just about to ask the female another question when one of the 
younger girls ran into the room. "Erica! The flying constructions 
have entered the city! There are dozens of them!" 

"What!" The gym leader replied, obviously shocked by that statement. 
"When ! " 



"Just now; they are simply floating around, like they are looking for 
something ! " 


Big Forerunner spire releases machines, machines are looking for 
miniature spine held in CeladonaC i that much made sense. But why now? 
Why not months ago? What had changed a few days back? 

"Where is the game corner?" He asked and turned to face the 
girl . 

"Why? What are you going to do?" Erica asked in turn. 

"Turn off the generator and save the city." That caused the necessary 
ruckus; all the women suddenly started yapping and whispering about 
his him. 

'_**How are you going to do that?' **_Cinder asked him. 

"Guns." If the generator was controlled by team Rocket and at the 
same time the one thing these machines were looking for, he should be 
able to turn it off and prevent them from hurting anyone. His entire 
encounter with the hunter-killer units might have been a mere 
coincidence; if they had been looking for the artefact then they 
would be scouting the area. 

And seeing as Lucy had randomly teleported him in the immediate 
vicinity of the city, it would only make sense for them to attack him 
like that. 

So things did make sense after all. That was mildly reassuring for 
him. "Wait!" The gym leader yelled when he was about to leave. It was 
slowly getting dark and he had no desire to keep chatting with these 
humans. "Even if you can turn it off in their hideout a€"taking into 
account that you can find it- you will still need a key to manually 
control it. At least, that was what Brock told me." 

"Brock?" He repeated. He knew that name from somewherea€ | had he 
encountered a Brock before? 

"Yes. The Pewter city gym leader. I gave the key to his wife for 
safeguarding buta€ ! that was a week ago." 

"Why did you give it away?" 

"I was beginning to suspect that team Rocket would do something 
extreme and harm the citizens of Celadon. You see; when we found it, 
the generator had a small hole in which we could insert certain 
items. The only sort of items that had any effect on it, were 
fossils." 

A two-way lock? A fossil to turn it off in the gym and then manual 
labor to deactivate it in Rocket's hideout? But why! It didn't make 
sense for a Forerunner machine to be controlled by human cables and 
old fossilsa€ | unless something had messed with it. Perhaps that was 
why these laser robots were after it? To turn it right? 

i_**Br OC k's wife entrusted you with a trinket, did she not?'**_ Lucy 
gently asked him. When she was not talking about things like emotions 
and feelings, she was pretty useful when it came to providing Intel. 
He reached for the same place he held the PokA© balls and grabbed the 



small piece of amber that she had given to him. "This?" He asked and 
held the orange item in the air. 


"Yes!" Erica replied happily. "That is the key! Please hand it over 
so that we might start on his end!" 

He complied and briefly thought about the initial skepticism that he 
had run into in this gym. The women didn't believe him until Lucy 
showed them his memory and suddenly they were all trying to help him? 
Something fishy was going in here and he didn't like it. But still; 
if his theory was correct a€"and he'd like to think it was- then the 
deactivation of the Forerunner artefact would confuse the machines, 
allowing Celadon city to mount an effective defense. 

"Get to it." He said and proceeded to move out of the gym. He felt 
the glares of many people burning in his back and one of the younger 
girls even wished him "Good luck" . 

What luck? All he needed to do was move through a dark city while 
avoiding patrolling Forerunner hunter-killer units, find a hidden 
terrorist hideout that nobody had ever managed to find and then fight 
through multiple rooms of enemies in said hideout before finally 
turning off a device that nobody understood. 

He was a Spartan. He didn't need luck. 

He had weapons . 

~ 0 ~ 

All these grass Pokemon were scared of her, it was actually kind of 
funny. Every time she got even near them they all just hopped out of 
the way and acted all intimidated. But why? She had not once growled 
or lashed out at them. 

Or was it simply because she was a fire-type? 

Even as she was walking after her trainer to exit the room, she still 
felt the many grass-types staring at her. Silly creatures! She 
wouldn't hurt them unless her trainer ordered her to. 

"**So what now?" **She asked her friends. 

" * * Alpha wants to beat those flying enemies." **Fenrir responded. 
"**We follow his orders."** 

The fact that the Nidorino still saw life as a large fight or 
challenge was one of the things Cinder liked about him. No difficult 
moral dilemmas or complicated emotions holding him back; he acted 
like his instincts told him to and he wasn't burdened by his own 
mind. Fighting and obeying and generally enjoying life as it wasa€|if 
only she could do the same. 

"**The situation is more complicated than that, I fear." **Lucy 
softly replied. Ever since she had evolved into her new form, the 
psychic-type had been acting strange. Her behaviour had changed 
dramat icallyaC | but whether that was for the better or for the worse 
had yet to be determined. It was true that she had grown more mature 
and serious, but she was still gentle and caring when it came to her 
friends. "**These metal creatures are not alive, but still they 



behave as if they are living beings. Math believes that they came to 
this place because they are looking for something."** 

"**And that is why we are going to turn that weird construction off, 
right?" **She replied. 

"**Correct." ** 

"From this point on, you move like I move." The human ordered them. 
It only made sense for him to try and be stealthy, seeing as every 
single living being in this Celadon city was currently hiding from 
the monsters . 

And then the circumstances demanded absolute concentration and 
silence from their team, allowing only minor telepathic forms of 
communication to go through without getting detected. It was very 
enjoyable for a Vulpix to dodge, jump and move through the darkness 
without getting detected, but it wasn't that funny for Fenrir to do 
so. He had a hard time to move with the gracious elegance that Math 
and soon, the bulky Pokemon was unable to keep up with the rest of 
the team. By the time Cinder and her human had reached the residence 
known as the 'Game corner', Lucy had felt compelled to take Fenrir 
with her and she had quickly teleported the male ahead of 
them . 

"Clear!" The trainer said while aiming his weapon at the sky. "Move 


The poison-type immediately followed his orders and proceeded through 
the door, not even taking the time to communicate with his 
team . 

'_**He is cute when he is enthusiastic like that! ' **_The vixen told 
her teammate. 

The white psychic didn't reply, but instead turned to face the sky. 
Her large, red eyes narrowed as she beheld the silver machines 
floating through the air and Cinder could feel a sudden shift in the 
air. It wasn't something that she could describeaC | it just wasa€ | and 
it felt bad. A chill ran down her spine and for a split-second she 
could feel a dark aura manifesting itself from her surroundings. 

But before she could even think about what could have caused it, the 
cold change in her surroundings faded away and her body could relax 
again . 

Lucy sighed and followed Fenrir inside the building. That was 
strangeaC | 

It probably meant nothing. Cinder shrugged and walked after the rest 
of the Pokemon, trying to make sense of what had happened. 

"What are you doing here!" A dark-clothed man yelled. He was standing 
in front of a poster in the back of the room. "You should be seeking 
shelter from theseaC | these things!" 

He was acting rather suspiciousaC | why did his clothes so closely 

resemble the clothes of the bad people they had been 

fighting? 



"Move." Her trainer said. His voice sounded hard as ever and only a 
foolish creature would ignore him when he spoke. 

"Screw you!" The man said and threw two PokA© balls in the air. So 
that was why he looked like the bad people! He was one of them! 

The capturing devices hit the ground and two mean-looking Pokemon 
appeared. One of them was a large Golbat, while the other one was one 
of those large, venomous snakes. An Arbok, right? 

Lucy instantly moved to engage the two hostile Pokemon, but the 
soldier held out his hand in their appointed stop-signal and the 
Psychic froze in midstride. She gave him a questioning look, but he 
ignored her. "Fenrir, Cinder, take them out." 

It was too bad that Lucy wouldn't be a part of this fight, but Math 
probably had his reasons. His tactical prowess was immense and he had 
yet to disappoint them. "Remember your training and work 
together . " 

This would be another battle where they would be forced to operate 
without clear orders. As interesting as it was to mix things up in a 
fight where there would be no help from above, it might still prove 
to be too much. 

She looked at Fenrir and he gave a vicious snarl at the enemies 
a€"who seemed taken aback with his ferocious attitude. Good; his 
intimidating factor might give them the upper hand if used correctly. 
She jumped over her teammate and opened her mouth to unleash a 
torrent of flames at the enemy, but the Golbat shrieked and dodged 
her attack. At the same time, Arbok dove behind one of the metal 
caskets with the blinking lights and the flames missed it by mere 
inches . 

"**Watch out!"** She yelled as the Golbat swept down to attack 
them . 

"**Got it!"** Fenrir replied and turned towards the flying Pokemon. 

He waited until the last moment and then jumped in the air a€"jamming 
his spiked head into the Golbat ' s mouth. It yelled with pain and 
retreated, blood dripping from its wounded body. _That had to 
hurta€ | _ 

The large snake appeared out of nowhere and its powerful tail swept 
out to grab her. Utilizing her quick attack, she dove to the side and 
narrowly avoided the purple appendage. In that brief moment of 
confusion, the Arbok presented her with an opening. One that she 
took . 

As soon as the attack missed her, she retaliated with a searing 
flamethrower and was rewarded by a scream of pain from the reptile. 
She didn't have time to celebrate though, as it sought cover once 
again and the Golbat attacked her with a wing attack. 

It seemed that she had made the same mistake as the Arbok had; in her 
haste to attack she had left herself vulnerable to a counterattack. 
She barely had time to widen her eyes before a purple missile slammed 
into the enemy Pokemon and knocked it to the ground. 


Apparently, the bulky Nidorino had been keeping an eye on her. Or on 



the opponent, that might be possible too. 

"**T-thank you!"** She hastily said. 

" * * N o problem."** The male replied and took up a position next to 
her . 

"Arbok! Attack with poison sting!" The bad human yelled and the Snake 
once again appeared to pelt them; this time with a hail of venomous 
darts from its maw. 

Without thinking she blasted the projectiles out of the air with 
another fire-attack- her flames burned bright and strong, turning the 
human poster on the wall into ashesa€ | 

a€ | and leaving the opening for Fenrir to take. 

Which he did. He jumped in the air and smacked the purple snake with 
its hind-legs; sending its head crashing into one of the human 
machines. It appeared that humans could build with strong materials; 
as a heavy 'dong! ' echoed through the room when the Arbok hit the 
thing, not much as denting it. 

"Damnit ! " The human cried and was about to run away when her trainer 
crossed the remaining distance and smashed the man with his weapon. 
She knew from experience just how incredibly strong her human was, 
but the bad man didn't faint from his attack! 

Was this bad man very strong too, or had her trainer simply held back 
in his attack? 

"What do you want from me?" He yelled, fear practically oozing out of 
him. 

"Where is the hideout?" 

"I can't tell you! I only know that I was appointed to guard this 
building that's it! I swear!" 

It looked like Math believed him; seeing as he hit the man again, 

causing him to faint properly. But how would they proceed 

now? 

"Fenrir, can you hear anything?" 

The Nidorino moved his ears around a few times and then nodded. 
"**Under the floor are many humans walking around."** 

She relayed his message telepathically to their trainer and he looked 
around the room, probably looking for a way into the hideout. Then 
his gaze turned towards the piece of scorched wall where the piece of 
paper had hung before she had destroyed it. 

There was a button. 

He carefully reached out and hit the red object a€"which' results 
became apparent immediately. A piece of wall shifted and fell away, 
revealing a staircase leading down the floor and into the 
darkness . 



"**I did not expect that."** She muttered and took a step backwards, 
moving away from the dark hole. She bumped into the Nidorino and 
realized that she had just avoided one of his highly-poisonous 
spikes. Whoops. 

" * * Y o u alright?"** He asked her. 

"**Just a bit nervousa€ i " * * She tentatively responded and looked at 
Lucy. She didn't seem fazed in the slightest by the appearance of the 
staircase . 

"Move out ! " The human said and stepped towards the hole in the 
ground. He aimed his rifle at the darkness and probably determined 
that it was clear; seeing as he waved his hand at her and told her to 
take point. 

Seriously? Her? Of all Pokemon to choose from, he picked her to lead 
the team into the dark hole of doom? Fenrir was armoured, spiked, 
highly venomous and itching to fight anything in his path and Lucy 
could kill with her mind! 

i _* *Don ' t worry little one. The darkness is not your enemy. ' **_ Lucy 
mentally told her, slightly easing her fears. 

'_**Yesa€ | that ' s truea€ i thanks .'* *_ She said in turn and then 
carefully moved down the stairs. Even though they appeared dark when 
they first appeared, it soon became apparent that the hideout itself 
was brightly lit. Of course humans would be completely blind in the 
darkness, causing them to place lights everywhere. 

She rounded the corner and nearly bumped into another black-garbed 
human. He turned around a€"sensing her in his close vicinity- and was 
about to shout when Math appeared and hit him in his face with a 
lightning-quick jab. Or at least that was what she thought had 
happened, seeing as it happened too fast for her to follow. He simply 
appeared and the grunt fell to the floor. 

'_**Did you kill him?' **_She asked her trainer. Even though these 
people were bad, it didn't neccesarily have to mean that they 
deserved to die! 

"Unknown. Keep moving." He told her and scanned the hallway with his 
weapon. Fenrir merely looked at her for a few seconds before he 
averted his gaze, instead facing the empty corridor. She got the 
message and led her team through the narrow hallway, taking great 
care to ensure that the rooms were empty when she passed them. 

One such room contained two scientists discussing some sort of 
project, when they noticed her appearing in the doorway. They both 
threw their PokA© balls and unleashed a total of four floating 
Magnemites . 

Damnit ! These Pokemon might be weak to her, but she had no desire to 
fight four of them in close quarters. 

She instinctively pelted the metal-types with an ember attack and 
three out of the four creatures turned to seek cover from her attack 
a€"but seeing as they were fighting in a small office nearly three by 
three meters big, that didn't work so well. Two of the Magnemites 
were hit by her small shards of fire and fell to the ground, while 



Fenrir used his double kick to dispose of the remaining two. 

As soon as the four Pokemon clattered to the ground, burned and 
beaten into submission, the trainer moved towards the scientists and 
aimed his weapon at them. 

"Talk. Now." he ordered them and as if they were good little Pokemon, 
they started talking. 

"W-what do you want to know!" The first one said, while the other one 
simply begged for the soldier to 'not shoot him'. 

"Celadon city is powered by an alien device." Math replied. 

"Alien? What are you-" 

Her trainer nodded at Fenrir and the large Nidorino viciously growled 
at the two humans, shutting them up without difficulty. "It was here 
before the city was built. How did you tap power from it?" He 
continued . 

"W-we didn't! When team Rocket found out that it was here in Celadon, 
it was already rigged for human use!" 

It occurred to Cinder that the scientist had first denied that the 
device would be anything but human, but now he simply assumed it like 
it was common knowledge. Did all humans lie so easily? 

"What are you using it for?" 

"Power! It possesses infinite power, but we don't know how to unlock 
it! It has built-in limits preventing us from accessing its full 
potential. Consider what we could do with unlimited power!" 

"I do." The soldier replied and aimed his weapon at them. Lucy turned 
her head towards him and Cinder knew that the psychic was 
communicating with her trainer at telepathic level. 

"Do it." He said out of nowhere and Lucy nodded. Then her eyes turned 
green and the two scientists fell to the ground, their eyes closed 
and their bodies limp. 

'_That was a Hypnosis attack!' _She realized. Since when could the 
psychic-type use that attack? 

"Keep moving." Math said and she understood that he was talking to 
her. Nodding like a good little Pokemon, she started moving. Clearing 
several rooms after each other, they eventually found another 
staircase leading downwards. She headed won without hesitation and 
leapt forwards a€"hoping that she could find what they were looking 
for and win her trainer's very rare positive attention. 

"Hold!" He yelled, but before her brain could finish processing why 
he would tell her to stop moving and actually stop her body, her 
remaining momentum carried her another three meters. She passed a 
strange looking statue and as soon as her last tail had passed its 
line, a red light started flaring at the roof and a loud, blaring 
noise started playing through several speakers. 


So that was why she had to stop: otherwise she would trip an alarm 



hidden in an innocent-looking statue and bring the entire hideout to 
alert . 


Whoops . 

"We're compromised!" The soldier yelled and moved past her. "Go 
loud!" 

"**What does that mean? What is happening!" **She nervously 
yelled . 

"**Time for action!"** Fenrir replied and charged past her. 

"**It means that we can work together with our trainer to defeat 
these people!"** Lucy happily said. _Wasn't she supposed to feel the 
same thing as her trainer did? But she was happy! Did that mean that 
Math was happy that they were busted and had to fight past the 
remaining Rocket humans without the element of surprise? That was 
completely insane. _ 

The soldier moved through the halls with a speed that was hard to 
keep up with, but not impossible. Many bad humans appeared to stop 
him, but he disabled half of them before they could even utter a word 
or make a single move. The remaining ones released their Pokemon, but 
the combined effort of Fenrir, Lucy and her was more than enough to 
beat their large quantities. It was just like their training session 
in the Rock tunnel, where they had been forced to face large amounts 
of enemies to learn how to work together. And that was back when Lucy 
was still a Kirlia, Fenrir didn't know how to control his body and 
Cinder was less competent with her powers. Combined with their 
fatigue at that point, made this fight more than favorable to their 
side . 

One particular moment made her realize just how quickly their 
teamwork had integrated in their actions. Math had pushed ahead after 
incapacitating two of the black-clothed humans and disarming a third, 
but one remaining Koffing suddenly appeared in front of her before 
she could follow him. In split-second between it exploding in her 
face and Lucy turning around to see where she was, the psychic-type 
managed to create a reflective barrier around her to protect her from 
harm. Immediately after that she was nearly jumped by a hostile 
Raticate a€"which in turn got mauled into submission by Fenrir. 

It was just like their trainer had wanted them to do: fight 
side-by-side while keeping an eye on each other, never presenting an 
opening for the enemy to take advantage off without retaliating to 
ensure a decisive victory. 

After that near-death moment, things went even faster. The soldier 
delivered a smashing kick to a Machoke blocking his way, punched 
several Koffing and Zubat out of the air and then finished the 
fight ing-pokemon off by smashing his face into the floor before it 
could even start to process the aforementioned kick. Meanwhile, she 
had been busy setting fire to multiple Magnemite that had been sent 
into the fray. Those actions allowed Fenrir to push on and tackle one 
of the higher-ranking humans into the ground before it could send its 
own reinforcements. 

The fast-paced action worked wonders on her hormone system and she 
actually found herself reveling in the glorious experience that her 



team underwent. Fighting for survival and winning was one thing, for 
sure. But fighting a majority of enemies in t ight-quarters with your 
friends while racing against the clock to save an entire city? 

Nothing could possibly live up to that! 

Was this what her trainer did for a living? 

"Breaching!" He suddenly yelled and kicked a heavy door in. The 
moment he stepped inside, he fired his weapon three times and she 
could hear three bodies hitting the floor. She gave a signal to 
Fenrir and followed him inside of the room a€"just in time to see 
Math picking up one of the scientists for 'questioning'. 

Had he killed the remaining two? Or had he simply disabled them? They 
_were_ unarmed and their legs were bleeding profoundly. _Wait a 
minuteaC i yes , they were screaming in agony. Still alive !_ 

"Tell me where to find-"The soldier started, but before he could 
finish his sentence the lights went out. All of them. Throughout the 
entire hideout. What could have possibly caused the power to 
disappear from the den when they had yet to disable the artefact's 
cables ? 

Math ignored the sudden disappearance of the lights, however and 
continued interrogating the poor scientist. "How do I disable the 
artefact?" He barked. 

"I-if you turn it off the c-city will be w-without p-power!" The man 
stuttered . 

"If it stays on the city will die." He replied, increasing his 
crushing grip on the man's neck. Just when Cinder was starting to 
feel scared in the dark, the lights went back on. It was an 
unfortunate timing, but stilla€|why had the power suddenly 
disappeared? 

"P-please! Don't k-kill me! It is that c-console over there!" 

"Lucy, find out if he's lying." The male said and threw his victim to 
the ground. While the psychic Pokemon put the bad man to sleep. Math 
moved to the computer and started mashing buttons. Carefully of 
course; otherwise he would break them and he did not want 
that . 

'_**His statements are sincere. ' **_ Lucy told them and the trainer 
nodded before pressing a final button. As soon as he hit the red 
object, the lights flickered off and stayed off. 

"**Did it work?"** the Pokemon whom she assumed was Fenrir 
asked . 

" * * N o idea!"** Cinder sarcastically replied. "**I can't see if it 
worked ! " * * 

"Stop chatting and move out. Fenrir, take point." 

"**Yes! Take point in the total darkness!"** 

"**You can light it up with your flames, can't you?"** 



"**That and the entire buildingaC i your hornsa€ | Lucy ' s furry 
dressa€|our trainera€ | did I mention your horns?"** 

"**Point taken."** 

"Move out!" The human called, but the only result was Fenrir 
hesitantly moving ahead and bumping into a wall. "**I can't see!"** 

He growled and tried again a few feet further down the wall, only to 
smash into something else. 

"**Allow me to helpa€|"** The psychic type said. A second later, the 
room was brightly lit when she created a shimmering orb ofa€| psychic 
energy. Apparently. "**I shall light our path."** She then launched 
the ball of light down the hall, illuminating it as it sped through 
the air. 

"**What was-"** Fenrir asked softly, but his trainer started talking 
a second later and shut him up. "I'll move first, stick close!" Math 
said and showed his team how NOT to stumble into solid objects when 
moving through the dark. His night-vision had to be excellent; even 
with Lucy's orb of light, the hideout was dark as the night. 

It took them at least several minutes to find their way back to the 
surface and when they finally emerged from the hidden hideout, the 
sun was already starting to set. The town was quiet and the once so 
busy streets had completely emptied. 

The metal monsters, however, were still very much present. 

~ 0 ~ 

The fight in the Rocket hideout had been refreshing for him. It 
presented him with a much-needed exercise and testing procedure to 
see how far he could push his body without his MJOLNIR. He was 
thankful that the people in there hadn't seen fit to wield firearms 
in their defense, but that didn't make the fight a slaughter, 
neccesarily. The many Pokemon that had been sent out to stop them 
were initially seen as a threat by him. But the moment he witnessed 
his team fight their way past the obstacles like a well/trained team 
of soldiers, all doubts of their functionality had disappeared. They 
performed excellently; tearing through humans and Pokemon alike 
without as much as breaking a sweat. Cinder's fire-based attacks were 
guaranteed to disable her foes at every range and Fenrir ' s powerful 
moves spelt total defeat for every hostile he hit. The super-soldier 
still had no idea of the lethality of his poison, but he could leave 
that up to his imagination. 

And even though he had specifically ordered Lucy to stay behind in 
order for her to acclimatize to her new powers, she had proven to be 
a very powerful supportive asset. And that didn't neccesarily stop at 
blocking hostile attacks; she had even managed to create pure light 
seemingly out of nowhere. And given the fact that she didn't carry a 
lantern underneath her natural dress, that had to mean she fabricated 
it out of pure psychic energy. 

He didn't know much about energy-conversions in Pokemon, but that had 
to be quiet the feat, right? Lucy had indeed grown to be very 
powerful. Why didn't he use her more often? Why hadn't he let her mop 
up all the small Pokemon that the Rocket gang had sent out to stop 
them? 



Deep down, something prevented him from letting Lucy unleash her full 
powers. It had to be the doubt of control, right? He simply didn't 
trust her control over her newly gained powers and that was 
it . 

'_**Ma S ter! We need to move before those machines can spot 
us ! ' **_ 

Speaking of the devil. "Roger that; move out!" The Spartan waited for 
the right moment to charge through open space and then moved as fast 
as he could. The flying Forerunners had presented him with a slight 
opening and he would take FULL advantage of that. Cinder was fast 
enough to accompany him, but Fenrir was having difficulty with taking 
the right timing. In the end, the psychic-type had been forced to 
teleport both herself and the Nidorino with her to the gym. But at 
least they had managed to reach the building without being detected 
by the hunter-killer units and their mission had been successful. 

They had succeeded in turning the generator off through the Rocket 
access point, which in turn shut off power throughout the entire 
city. The machines had no reason to stick around and when they left, 
he would move too. 

He rose from his half-crouch position and felt something poke him 
against his thigh. That was strange; didn't he put his grenades on 
the other side? 

He reached for his leg and pulled the red-coloured Pokedex out of his 
pocket. So that was where he had stuffed the device when he had 
stripped his armour! It would come in rather handy when it came to 
identifying Lucy's new form. 

'_**I have a bad feeling about the situationa€| '**_ The psychic told 
him, but he ignored her comment and moved to the double set of doors 
in the gym. He would get some more information from Erica the leader 
and then proceed to Saffron city, where he could contact the 
UNSC . 

While pushing the glass doors open, he aimed the red device at Lucy 
and pushed the button. 

a€ i nothing. That was strange, why didn't it respond? Why wasn't it 
working? 

Shaking his head, the Spartan moved inside of the gym- 

-and immediately froze in position with the Pokedex in his hand. 
Something was definitely wrong! All the women were lying underneath 
the bushes and small trees with their hands on their heads, curled up 
in fetus-positions or otherwise protecting themselves from some 
invisible harm. All the flasks of perfume were broken and scattered 
throughout the room and Erica was lying flat-out on the ground, her 
PokA© balls scattered over the floor and a simple bush serving as her 
cover . 

What happened? Had someone attacked them? Robbery? No, the 'valuable' 
perfumes had been destroyed, not stolen, and the Pokemon were either 
unconscious on the ground a€"their vegetable-like forms were still 
breathing- or captured in their balls, lying on the floor. No 
robberya€ | murder ? Assassination? Then why was everyone still 



alive? 


Erica slowly raised her head and looked at the door. She spotted him 
standing in the opening and her eyes widened in shock. _Why was it a 
bad thing to see him_? 

She brought one finger to her lips in a silencing gesture and then 
aimed at the ceiling. Her finger led his gaze upwards and he spotted 
the reason why everyone was playing dead. 

A large draconic and very grey dinosaur was hanging from the roof, 
its head covered by a purple wing. The thing had to be at least as 
big as a full-grown man and judging by how terribly scared the 
occupants of the gym were, very carnivorous. 

And apparently sleeping. It was curled up at the roof, the woman were 
still alive but acting dead and Erica gestured for him to be quiet. 

If he could reach his rifle and shoot the thing before it 

disemboweled everyone, that would be fantastic. 

"AERODACTYL, THE D INOSAUR-POKEMON . IT IS A FEROCIOUS, PREHISTORIC 
POKEMON THAT GOES FOR THE ENEMY'S THROAT WITH ITS SERRATED, SAWLIKE 
FANGS. IT IS SAID TO HAVE BEEN THE KING OF THE SKIES." 

Hey! The Pokedex was working! Only he had been holding it the wrong 

way; aiming the device at the dinosaur-pokemon instead of Lucy. And 

it had a delayaC i funny how things could go. 

With an ear-splitting roar, the Aerodactyl attacked. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_It is as has been said. A human laboratory created to make clones 
of PokemonaC | the only result has been the creation of mea€ | a clone of 
Mew. No longer will theseaC ! facilities be used to fabricate human 
desires. I shall reshape them and subjugate them to owna€ i desires . 

Mew will not be able to stop me. Not again. Not this time."_ 

- Conversation between Mewtwo and UNKNOWN CONTACT 


~ 0 ~ 

**Post-story Babbling: first things first. When I hit the 4000 words 
mark in this chapter, I was suddenly struck with either the flua€|or 
food poisoning. Puking and the likea€|it was bad. At the moments my 
brain tricked my body into thinking it was feeling better, I 
continued working on this chapter. That might explain why this 
chapter took longer to be posted than other updatesaC j and it would 
also explain why certain sentences possibly don't make any sense 
whatsoever. ** 

**So yes, certain parts have been fabricated from my ill mind and 
yes, I did attempt to rewrite those segments that didn't seem logical 
to me. I hope the end-result is still goodaC | The Ancients know how 
hard I worked at this. Well.** 

* * As always: if you have questions or certain things that don't make 

sense, feel free to send me a message or ask me in a review. I love 
reviews: Post lots of them!** 



**And see you next time!** 


22 . Marrow pt 2 

**0h deara€ | someone ' s got some explaining to do toa€|okay, just let 
me get started by saying the following disclaimerish 
things : * * 

**Yes, I acknowledge that it has been some time since the last 
update. Yes, I have reasons for this. Being the f ollowingaC i as 
suchaC ! these : * * 

**I have effectively healed from my disease-like thingie which still 
remains unknown. The main reason however, is that I've been crazy 
busy with school.** 

**Also, I celebrated my birthday the I8****th**** but that's beside 
the point. But hey! Reviewers! ** 

**Lay Down Hunter: ****thank you, thank you. *bows . * Creating 
cliffhangers is kind of my thing, amongst others.** 

**Zombieslayers : ****it went far away for me to continue working and 
that is good enough for me!** 

* *trnin jakiller : ****i didn'ta€|I neveraC | I didn't actually nerf 
anything : ( Nerfing consists of intentionally weakening something 
because many consider it overpowered. My idea was more 
plot-f ocusedaC i ** 

* *SickleTheFurry : **** why thank you, that is very good to hear :D 
* * 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. Does it work 
yet ? 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 33 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 34- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Vulpix, lvl 34- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 



0 


"_I have finally managed to reach a conclusion on the several foreign 
agents in the chemical cocktail added in the augmentation procedure. 
It might be a desired effect cooked up by Section Seven to stimulate 
the animal part of the brain during stressful scenarios, as doing so 
will result in a major increase in stamina, endurance and aggression, 
but they did not think about the aftereffects of adding such drugs in 
the combination . 

- Mental Health Specialist Sunfield, logbook entry 4, 24th of August 
2552. 

~ 0 ~ 

Timing was such a brittle thing. The correct press of a button could 
turn a war to the right side a€"provided that it had been pressed on 
time. Entire battles could be won and lost by poor timinga€|and 
normally his timing was completely superb. His luck, however, had 
never been quiet that good. In the moment where absolute silence was 
demanded, his luck had taken a turn for the worse. 

Seriously, what were the odds of him actually holding the Pokedex 
wrong? And even if it were possible for him to hold it wrongly, how 
in the hell had it even managed to identify the Pokemon on the 
ceiling? That was just plain impossible. 

The dinosaur screamed and flung itself at the nearest human lying 
underneath him a€"that being Erica, the gym leader. Its speed was 
incredible, unmatched in most of the Pokemon he had encountered up to 
now . 

But for all of its speed, he was still faster. Within a split-second 
he had pulled out his assault rifle and fired two salvos at the grey 
Pokemon. The first burst went wide as the creature twisted through 
the air, but the second one hit him right in his heada€ | 

a€ i which did nothing more but to piss it off. Was this thing 
bullet-proof? At the very least he had Erica covered, who had just 
realized that she was prey and tried to scramble to a better guarded 
position . 

i_**D 0 not kill this individual! He is confused and angrya€ | let us 
help him! ' Lucy pleaded him in his mind. 

_Couldn't she have said so sooner?_ He frowned and stepped forwards 
to engage the creature in close-combat, but apparently the Aerodactyl 
had different thoughts. It shrieked at him and then flew up at the 
ceiling a€"before promptly bursting through the roof and disappearing 
in the sky. 

"Find your pet and neutralize him." He ordered the psychic-type and 
marched towards the doors. He had ventured into the Rocket hideout, 
turned off the power and returned to the gym just to _avoid_ 
attracting the attention of every laser-firing machine in the 
air . 

He had NOT done so in order to resurrect a big carnivorous dinosaur 
which would then fly off in the air and become the very first Pokemon 
to get toasted by Forerunner metal. 



Or to eat it, apparently. The creature spotted the flying machines 
and screamed its anger at them in the form of a challenge. Without 
waiting for a response, it then charged at the nearest one to tear it 
apart . 

The Spartan didn't know which one of the aerial units to target, but 
opted to go for the ones that could fry him from a distance. He 
unleashed several powerful bursts of fire and blew two of the 
machines out of the air before they could spot him. His team exited 
the gym and headed towards the aerial predator, which had latched 
onto one the hunter-killer units and was busy tearing it apart with 
its claws and beak. That thing was insanely powerful; if he couldn't 
detain it then it would cause major damage to the inhabitants of the 
city . 

Also the Forerunner machines would most likely burn everyone who 
lived in Celadon, but at least he was allowed to shoot them. He had 
no idea why Lucy wanted the thing to remain alive, but seeing as she 
was a psychic, she would have a very good reason to do so. And alien 
as she had become to him, he still trusted her. To a certain 
degree . 

"Move!" He yelled to his Pokemon and blasted another machine out of 
the air. There had to be at least twenty of the damn things a€"most 
of which were already converging on his position. The Aerodactyl had 
finished telling his victim that he disagreed with it and left the 
mangled parts alone. It shrieked and narrowly managed to avoid a set 
of searing hot lasers burning through the air. 

The super-soldier smelled ozone and decided that enough was enough. 
Whatever these things were, they were hostile and targeting civilian 
buildings. It was time to mob them up and bring the fight to the 
enemy . 

He charged towards the center of the city, where his range would be 
the largest. Adrenaline pumped through his body and the familiar 
waving lengths of time signaled that his mind had slipped into the 
tranquil state of combat. A lifetime of training rushed towards him 
from his memories, coloured in grey and unable to do anything but 
increase his productivity as a Spartan. His body twisted around and 
he fired thirteen rounds into the nearest contraption, blasting it to 
bits. He ducked to his right to avoid a counter-attack and turned to 
get another one in his sights. 

Pull the trigger, kill the hostile. Repeat. 

Like an auto-turret set to motion, he stepped back and forth 
exchanging fire with the Forerunner machines. The firefight lasted 
five seconds, but it also lasted an eternity. Left, right, avoid, 
fire. Their lasers didn't hit him, but his own attacks were _too 
_powerful, _too _well aimed and soon the ground was littered with 
sparking parts of metal. He moved nonstop, stepping left and right 
and back and forth to avoid attacks and get a better point of attack. 
Alternating between his assault rifle and shotgun, he used the brief 
lulls in the fight to reload his weapons before reengaging the air 
units. Their numbers were great, but he was a Spartan and when he was 
involved numbers meant squat. He had superior usage of cover and took 
good positions to attack from while all they could do was try to zap 
him from above. 



Soon, their numbers dwindled and the remaining three machines soon 
realized that they could not beat him as long as he had ammo a€"which 
couldn't last long though. They scattered and tried to pull back, but 
out of nowhere the prehistoric Pokemon came flying in and like a grey 
missile it slammed into one of the machines. It tore and snapped at 
the aerial unit, but its allies seemed to identify it as another 
hostile rather fast and unleashed their weapons on it. The first beam 
hit the metal hostile and blasted it to bits, but the explosion had 
dazed the Pokemon. It was only very briefly and almost unusable 
a€"but the robot had no difficulty compensating for the change in 
behaviour and pelted the Aerodactyl on its hindlegs with a sizzling 
beam of energy. 

It had been the cause of the Spartan's injury during his first 
engagement with these things; the slightest slipup in a combat 
strategy allowed the machines to turn the fight to their favor. That 
was the reason why they had been unable to hit him now; his movements 
had been clear and perfect, with not a single twitch or step that 
hadn't been planned. 

The brief moment of confusion for the prehistoric creature had been 
enough to get it hit and for all of its durability, it was still 
organic. The Pokemon screamed and lost attitude, but by that time 
three good willing contacts appeared besides it. 

Cinder, Fenrir and Lucy. The Nidorino growled at the two flying 
enemies and proceeded to cover the fallen demonic predator with its 
body a€"probably not realizing that putting oneself between a 
ferocious animal that could tear everything apart with pure bodily 
strength and two flying machines that could roast you with a twitch, 
was in anyway not a good idea. He did however possess the 
intelligence to place a few meters between him and the trashing 
dinosaur . 

The Vulpix was bravely standing by his side, unable to let him guard 
the Pokemon alone without helping him. Why were these two going out 
of their way to protect a savage monster that would eat them without 
a second thought? 

Lucy floated up to the trio of Pokemon and faced the two Forerunner 
machines. He had the desire to simply shoot the two remaining 
hostiles out of the air, but it seemed like his team had a plan ready 
to be executed. That or they were just plain stupid a€"which would 
earn them burn wounds and a severe scolding. 

The hunter-killer units seemed to be puzzled by the organic behaviour 
underneath them and their blooms twitched in what had to be the metal 
equivalent of confusion. They recovered rather quickly though, and 
proceeded to fire on the Pokemon. 

Not on the psychic or on the Aerodactyl, but on Fenrir and Cinder. 
Noa€ | wait one a€"they had actually chosen to fire at the two smaller 
Pokemon instead of Lucy. Threat analysis gone horribly wrong. 

Lucy's eyes narrowed in the expression of an unknown emotion and she 
raised both of her hands. A shimmering shield came to live around the 
four warriors and the beams of burning light were absorbed by 
it . 



She couldn't keep it up for long though; judging by the sudden 
clenching of muscles that signified bodily strain. He was about to 
decide that he had to support his team, when it became apparent that 
communication was important to the Pokemon after all. Literarily the 
second that the field of energy collapsed a€"sub ject ing the four to 
hostile fire- Cinder and Fenrir unleashed their own ranged attacks. 
The Nidorino launched hundreds of shiny needles at the pair of 
machines and the Vulpix bathed them in a torrent of fire. It wasn't 
enough to completely destroy them, but the combined firepower was 
enough to create an opening in the fight which Lucy could exploit. 

She gathered her power and her body became surrounded by the green 
aura that signified her psychic attacks. 

A second later, the Forerunner units exploded in a shower of sparks 
and debris. 

Funny how different psychic-types had different colours that 
identified their power usage. Lucy had green and the Pokemon on the 
spire had blue. He made a mental note to ask her about that colour 
effect later and focused on the task that lay on hand; dealing with a 
prehistoric resurrected Pokemon in the middle of a warzone. 

"So what now?" He asked Lucy and walked up to the group. The creature 
was still trashing around, but its spasms of movement were growing 
weaker every second and its wails of rage calmed down 
eventually . 

'_**I do not know where this one came froma€|but he is a warrior in a 
world he does not understand. We have to help him master. '**_ 

He briefly wondered whether her words had a double meaning before 
realizing that she was about to spring a new Pokemon on him. 

"No." He flatly stated and reloaded his assault rifle. Only three 
clips left for the carbine and a total of thirteen shells for the 
shotgun . 

'_**He would be a good ally!'**_ Cinder added. 

"Be quiet." 

'_**Fen r ir says that the creature is insanely strong! '**_ 

"Tell him to shut up." 

'_**We could use all the help we need when fighting our enemy, 
master. This creature is young, alone and confused. Is it not your 
duty to protect the innocent? ' **_ 

The Spartan glanced at the ruined frames of multiple machines 
scattered all over the ground and then at the rows of sharp teeth in 
the PokAOmon's mouth. _Goes for the throataC | ._ 

"My duty is to win. Whatever the cost." 

'_**But he is wounded! You can't just leave him there! '**_ 

Math knew where this would go. They would play on both his duty as a 
soldier and his desire to win in order for him to take the creature 
with him. They would tell him that the Aerodactyl would be invaluable 



in the coming battles and that air superiority is the only way to 
assure victory. 


And now that he thought about it, the prospect of someone in the air 
covering him wasa€ | enticing . He let his professional eye run over the 
dinosaur and took notice of the many traits that identified it as an 
apex predator. The creature possessed a rock-hard body; being able to 
shrug off a three-round burst from his assault rifle with relative 
ease. Its arms might be fused with its wings, but they still 
possessed large very sharp talons. It was able to keep a hold of one 
of the flying machines and rip it apart with only the claws, 
something that couldn't be taken lightly. And the multiple rows of 
teeth could give an Elite a run for his money. 

This creature might be the tipping point in his battle on this 
worldaC i he was almost out of ammo and he had no desire to risk 
another teleport until Lucy got her shit together. That meant using 
the local resources and adaptaC i something a Spartan was VERY good at. 
But even for all of its prowess and durability a€"counting the fact 
that it had taken a direct laser to the feet and still kept going- 
its origin was a mystery and its behaviour was a snag. The Aerodactyl 
was completely feral a€"even now it was trying to get its fangs 
around something to crush. 

And where had it even come from? Lucy said that the creature was 
youngaC i did that mean it was recently born? But the gym had been 
devoid of other Pokemon besides the grass-types. It was an extinct 
pokemon a€"the Pokedex even called it a Dinosaur. What was left of 
dinosaurs? Fossils. Bones, pieces of rock anda€ i 

a€ | and amber. Tree resin that had been f ossilizedaC i and generally 
seen as a unique preservat ional mode for paleontologists because it 
could contain living creaturesaC | with DNA still intact. 

Had he seriously had the bad luckaC i to take a random trinket from a 
random woman in a random town which had turned out to be a main 
component in a Forerunner machine which needed to be shut down, only 
for said trinket to contain Aerodactyl DNA which enabled an extinct 
and very aggressive creature to be resurrected out of the blue in the 
middle of a Forerunner machine infested town? 

How would that even work? Creatures couldn't just be resurrected that 
simply did not work! Flash cloning of living organics had only 
recently been mastered by the UNSC and that only worked with organs 
and body parts, not with freaking dinosaurs! 

Unlessa€|it was a Forerunner machine that channeled intense amounts 
of power. During his trip into the rocket hideout, he had experienced 
a brief power outage. Could it be possible that the generator had 
gone into overdrive, send an absolutely massive charge of energy into 
the DNA and actually jumpstarted cellular mitosis? The Forerunners 
were incredibly advanced aliens worshipped as godsaC | could they have 
mastered cloning? 

And did that cause this creature to be unleashed? But for a DNA based 
lifeform to be created using energy, there had to be specific 
conditions attached to the procedure, right? 

'_**Well? ' **_ Lucy asked. 



Already cursing himself for what he was about to do, he grabbed one 
of his remaining PokA© balls and walked up to the man-sized predator. 
It stood as large as he did and its head alone was large enough to 
swallow his whole. A creature like this with the proper training 
could wreak havoc in the enemy Pokemon. This better be worth all the 
troubleaC | 

He ticked the capturing device on the back of the Aerodactyl ' s head 
and the Pokemon was reduced to particles, which were then pulled 
inside of the ball. 

'_And that's the fourth wild animal I need to take care fora€ | ' _He 
thought bitterly. They would all serve their purposes during his 
venture, but it was still a pain to take care of all of them. It 
would soon be time to feed them againaC i and he already guessed what 
the wounded Aerodactyl would eat . 

A *Thank you.A'**_ Lucy whispered in the corners of his mind and he 
felt her reach for his arm again. He had no idea what her evolution 
had brought her, but the implications of her change of mind were 
still much unknown to him. Her behaviour wasa€ | odd. 

"Don't thank me yet." He bluntly said and turned to face her. One of 
her hands was resting on his right arm and she was staring at him 
with her big, red eyes. It was satisfying in a morbid way that she 
finally acknowledged his command, but her way of acting around him 
was just plain weird. "You get to raise him." 

Cinder made a loud snickering noise which very closely resembled a 
laugh. He looked down at her red form and wished that he still had 
his helmet on. It would to the dramatic tension of his stare. No 
matter, he'd get it back soon enough. The moment he or Lucy figured 
out how to fix their telepathic bond, he would return to his MJOLNIR 
and find a sweet way to kick the ass of the psychic bastard on his 
little big spire. 

"Don't think I forgot about you. A child needs two parents." He 
stated and placed the PokA© ball on his utility belt. Leaving the two 
females alone with their thoughts, he started moving towards the gym 
again. He needed to get into Saffron city, but in order to do that he 
would need to make the necessary preparations. It was time to 
reevaluate everything he knew about the city. 

It was the central city of Kanto, containing lots of buildings and 
civilians. It was also the main hub of team Rocket's terroristic 
activities, meaning that the place would be swarming with them. The 
cities were all severed from each other; implying that something was 
jamming communications. The spire was lying between Saffron, 
Vermillion and Celadon. That meant that the hostile psychic would be 
somewhere in that areaa€ | and his army of large evolved Pokemon 
too . 

And then there was the case of the human psychic. Surge had been 
compromised by a powerful psychic individual, but whether that person 
was human or Pokemon was up to debate. Lucy had told him that a human 
was after them, but that was back when she was still a Kirlia instead 
of a€ | whatever it was that she was called now. 


"Stay here." He told his team and continued towards the 
building . 



'_**What are you going to do?' **_Cinder asked him with a hint of 
fear in her voice. 

"Information gathering." 

'_**What should we do in the meantime? You can't leave us alone like 
that !'**__ 

She was being very annoying right now. He wouldn't leave them alone 
and he would be back very soon a€"what was wrong with that? Well, he 
had something to do for the trio in the meantime. 

He grabbed the newest addition to his team and unleashed him onto 
into the world. The gym was surrounded by trees and large patches of 
grass; nobody would see the prehistoric dinosaur playing with his 
friends. Besides; the sun had set and it was dark. 

The Aerodactyl screamed and its white eyes focused on the three 
pokemon standing some distance away from him. 

Of course he wouldn't leave them alone. They had another teammate to 
get used to. 

~ 0 ~ 

The monster screamed at them with all the rage and hatred that it 
could muster and behind him, her trainer walked away from them 
towards the human building. She knew that he would be back, but how 
long would it take for him to return to them and more important; how 
long would it take for the giant reptile to tear them to 
pieces ? 

Cinder had faced plenty of scary enemies before, but this one was 
absolutely the worst out of all of them. A giant, grey dragon that 
looked like he loved to eat little Vulpix' wasn't exactly the first 
creature she would want to fight. 

Perhaps he would want to be friends with them? He was captured by the 
human, so that meant he was friendly right? 

Nope. As soon as the Aerodactyl got a beat on them, it launched 
himself in the air with his wounded hindlegs and dove towards her. 

Not Fenrir, not Lucy, but her in particular. Of all Pokemon to 
choose, the rock-type chose the one that would be frozen with fear at 
the mere sight of it. 

Well-chosen indeed. 

But the prehistoric beast never got to set its serrated teeth in her 
little fluffy body, seeing as it smashed headfirst into a reflective 
barrier of psychic energy that suddenly got erected around her. 

Cinder looked around her to see the cause of this sudden saving grace 
when she realized that there was only one psychic capable of doing 
so . 

Lucy had done it again. 

'_**Hear me, hunter of the skies. These Pokemon belong to your 
trainer and they are under my protection. You will not hurt them.' 



**_She was speaking to both of them with her mind, judging by her 
words. They were directed at the predator yet she could hear them 
too . 

The wild monster glared past Cinder and set its eyes on Lucy in turn. 
It was practically looming over them, the only thing that kept him 
from pouncing them was the powerful kinetic barrier around 
them . 

Fenrir ran up to her and took up a position. If it was possible for 
his spines to stand upright, they would be doing so now. Cinder had 
always known that his territorial urges were extreme, but now that 
she witnessed the male practically challenging the newcomer she 
realized the extent of his instincts. No longer was he the strongest 
Pokemon in their group; the newborn was physically supreme in every 
way. No longer would his sturdy frame be capable of withstanding 
every hit that struck him; this Pokemon was capable of messing up 
metal machines that had no consciousness. The only thing that 
Fenrir' s body would do to the predator would be to give it an 
indigestion to remember; rock-types were strong against poison, after 
all. 

It had to be hard for him, but he still kept his courage high in the 
air and tried to stare down the sole creature that challenged his 
reign . 

And the Aerodactyl kept on staring at Lucy instead of him. 

The Vulpix tried to extend her mind towards the new Pokemon; to try 
and communicate with his mind. But the moment she touched his 
consciousness, her mind was attacked by many pure animal-driven 
instincts. The only things that were in the mind of the creature were 
the most basic feelings of hunger, confusion and hatred. Hunger for 
flesh, confusion at the new world that it found itself. And the 
hatreda€|the burning hatred for everything that it didn't understand. 
It was so angry a€"its sensations were so intense that Cinder 
actually felt its instincts becoming her own. She immediately 
withdrew from its mind and stumbled backwards; awed and scared to 
death by what she had felt. 

"**Lucy!"** She whimpered, feeling that the psychic would be the only 
living being that could protect her from the wrath of this monster. 
Fenrir was just not strong enough and the human wasn't around. Only 
the female in her team would be capable enough to protect her. "**His 
minda€|this thing is dangerous for us!"** 

"**Hush little one." **She reassured her. "**He will not harm any of 
us."** 

The Aerodactyl didn't respond, but his vicious swipe at the 
reflective barrier spoke for itself. 

"**How do you know this?"** Cinder yelled and involuntarily yelped 
with fear as the winged abomination smashed its head against the 
Reflect . 

"**Because it is merely a childa€|born into a world it does not 
understand by powers it does not know."** 

The head-butting roaring monster that wanted to murder them all was a 



child? That made no sense whatsoever a€"and if it was true, then 
Cinder absolutely did NOT want to meet the parents. "**But what does 
it want?"** She replied, hoping that Fenrir would step back from the 
borders of the psychic field and stop acting like such a wild 
animal . 

"**What every child in this world wants. Cinder." **The gracious 
Pokemon replied and glided over to the front of the invisible shield, 
where the Aerodactyl was still glaring daggers at her. She placed her 
hand on top of the shimmering shield and nearly touched the head of 
the wild Rock-type a€"stopped a mere inch away from the snapping jaws 
by her own field. 

"**Parents who love him."** 

Him? Was this thing a 'he'? Well, Lucy was the powerful psychic here. 
If she had determined that the Aerodactyl was just a child, then she 
would have also realized that it was a boy. Or whatever the male 
young of thisaC ! speciesaC ! were called. 

"**But he is alone! He has noa€ | parent sa€ !"* * She yelled in turn, 
realizing just how the world had to be for the vicious animal. A 
monstrous child born into the future without any clanmember should be 
crying, not fighting. And had she not felt the overwhelming waves of 
hatred crashing around in its mind, she would have felt pity for it 
then and there. Instead she merely backed away even further, refusing 
to believe that this thing could have normal things like parents and 
a clan. 

It was a monster and they did not have anything except for their own 
feelings, no matter how alien they were. 

"**Indeed. Just like I was a parentless child when my trainer took me 
ina€ | and Fenrir when we found him. You were also alone."** 

" * * That was different and you know it."** 

"**Was it? You were without anyone who cared for you, hated and 
despised by the humans for crimes you did not commit."** 

"**You cannot compare me to that! You just can't!"** 

"**I cana€ | and I did."** 

That was side from Lucy that she had not seen before. Yes, the 
Aerodactyl had been captured by the human, making him their teammate. 
But that was where the similarities ended! There was just no way that 
she could comprehend that monster feeling anything except for its 
obvious sensations. 

The grey-skinned abomination growled and sniffed the air, trying to 
pick up a faint scent. At the same time, Fenrir' s ears twitched and 
turned. Then the two males simultaneously turned to look at something 
behind her, causing a chill to run down her spine. 

_What was behind her?_ 

The Vulpix turned around to face the new contact when Lucy suddenly 
yelled something about ducks. A split-second later, an invisible hand 
grabbed her head and pushed her with her face against the grass. 



Another split-second later a black ball of energy sailed over her 
head, impacting a distanced tree. 

The shadow-ball had visited the air she had occupied before someone 
had smacked her into the ground. It _would _have hit her had she not 
been saved. 

The Aerodactyl shrieked with anger and rose from its hunched 
position, ready to take the air again. 

"**We are under attack!"** Fenrir yelled and launched a deadly salvo 
of his poison sting, but the needles were stopped halfway into the 
air and then dissipated. 

Cinder jumped up and tried to see what was going on. Lucy was 
standing tall with her back turned to the rest of the team, facing 
the unknown assailant. Fenrir was approaching her from the rear and 
focused his ears on the incoming attack. Suddenly the Prehistoric 
Pokemon was the least of her problems, seeing as a dark blue sphere 
appeared roughly half a dozen meters away from their position. The 
amount of energy that the object gave off was phenomenalaC | what could 
possibly create such amounts of psychic energy? 

The sphere dissipated and a familiar Pokemon appeared in its place. 
But that creature could not really be there; these individuals rarely 
appeared before anyone, let alone out of the blue in the middle of 
the city. 

The pokemon was vaguely humanoid; standing five feet tall with frail 
limbs and a yellowaC | brownaC | ish body. It had elongated ears and 
long, thin limbs. The most unusual aspect of the creature however, 
were the long puffs of hair resembling a human moustache growing on 
its face. It was holding two spoons in its claws and its small, wise 
eyes were trained on Lucy. 

It was an Alakazam; the most powerful Psychic Pokemon in Kanto. It is 
said that these creatures could do virtually everything that they 
wanted to with their unlimited abilities. Lucy was tough and 
well-gifteda€ | but against one of these, they were toast. 

'_**Finally we meet.' **_An old, powerful voice said in her mind. It 
was always guessing with psychics who they were primary talking to 
when addressing multiple persons at once. 

The Aerodactyl launched itself at the powerful psychic, ignoring both 
its injuries _and_ the incredible prowess of the foe just to get 
another taste of blood. 

The moustached creature gestured with its spoon and the flying 
Pokemon was caught in midair, suspended and unable to do anything but 
trash and scream in a dark aura of energy. Then the Alakazam smiled 
and its spoon bent forwards, sending the dinosaur crashing into the 
ground with a violent 'smack'. 

The shaking ground and painful shriek of the young creature shook her 
out of her fear and she attacked the enemy with a flamethrower 
attack, fully knowing that it wouldn't do any damage at 
all. 

Alakazam didn't even have to gesture for that one; his psychic 



abilities allowed him to deflect her ranged attack with 
impunity . 

"**I don't know what you want, but I warn you: leave this place now. 
**Lucy said with a hint of a threat in her voice. 

'_**0h do not worry my dearaC | you shall face your demise soon. I am 
just here toa€ Ipass on a message. '**_ 

A message? What would a creature like him want to say to them? 
Waita€ | Lucy would face her demise? What was that about? What was a 
' demise ' ? 


"**We do not want to hear anything." ** The female psychic gave her 
reply. "**You will return to your master and leave us alone!"** 

That was the first time that Lucy had actually sounded angry in her 
new form. Did she know this Alakazam? More importantly, did she know 
what he wanted? 

And then both of the psychics lashed out against each other with 
their powers, resulting in violent explosion sending shockwaves 
rippling through the air. Aerodactyl had just recovered from the 
telekinetic attack when it impacted and it sent him crashing to the 
ground again. He roared and blinked a few times in an attempt to 
clear his head. 

When the distorted air became clear and she could see again, the 
direct results of their confrontation became visible. Fenrir was 
lying on his side, helplessly flailing with his legs trying to get 
his mind to work again. The resurrected Pokemon was still trying to 
recover and Lucy had been sent sprawling to the ground. 

'_**Feet move on the beat a soldier on the march. Long way from home 
and paying the price in fellow lives. Kanto state of anarchya€ | with 
allies turning the war. '**_ 

"**What are you babbling about!"** Cinder yelled with anger. She had 
no idea what this creature was talking about, but he had hurt her 
friends and that was all she cared about, but her friend seemed to be 
completely in shock by the words. 

The Alakazam turned his eternal gaze on her and she felt the heavy 
presence of his mind weighing her down. 

'_**Your master will perish in Saffron city. For the ancient 
goda€ | shall bring about his destruct ion . ' * *_ 

'_* *No ! A ' * *_ Lucy replied loudly. A green aura appeared around her 
and she got to her feet a€"dressa€ ! body ?- and faced the powerful 
creature all by herself. Cinder wanted to help hera€ | she really did- 
but she would only get in the way. '_**No such thing will happen! You 
will leave! NOW!'**_ 

Yep. She had definitely crossed the line to angry. As a psychic, she 
was sure to understand the cryptic message that Alakazam had given 
them. Was it that bad? Did it spell that much violence? Or was it a 
future sight that only Lucy could understand? 


The male psychic grinned with a nasty look before he simply faded 



away, using an advanced form of teleportation. His sudden appearance 
had left the males on Math's team physically completely dazed and 
beaten- although the Aerodactyl was already recovering from its 
ordeals- while the females had been mentally shaken. 

She had never seen Lucy that upset before a€"and that was including 
her raging fit against her trainer back in Vermillion. She was 
breathing heavily and her eyes seemed redder than normal. The horn on 
her chest gave off a chilling aura and the air around her seemed to 
crackle with strain. 

If the emotional pokemon was that upseta€|then maybe it would be 
smart to leave her alone. She seemed really mad for obvious 
reasonsa€ | but Lucy would still control herself right? She 
wouldn ' ta€ | she would never snap or something like that, right? 

The prehistoric Pokemon softly growled, but remained perfectly 
unmoving otherwise. Even Fenrir stopped acting like a territorial 
animal and turned to face the lone psychic. The air was softly 
growing cold now and the wind had stopped blowing. This couldn't be 
natural, this had to be becausea€ i because of _her._ 

And just when Cinder thought that the beautiful psychic would lose 
herself in a torrent of emotions, the doors to the gym opened and 
Math appeared. Normally his stoic expression and powerful smell 
weren't the best motivational factors, but right now they were the 
best thing she had ever seen. His entire appearance just spoke of 
hope and the will to fight a€"even if he didn't realize it 
himself . 

Without taking the time to think about it, she charged at him and 
jumped onto his chestaC | or at least attempted to. One of his arms 
left his black weapon and caught her in midair. But instead of 
throwing her away a€"like she had expected to- he held on to her, 
albeit very awkwardly. He was carrying her by the fluff of skin in 
her neck and it wasn't the most comfortable way of being held; it 
kind of reminded her of how her parents used to carry her when she 
was young. 

"You made nice. Good." He said and walked over to the collection of 
Pokemon in the grass, most of whom were too tired or distressed to 
respond to him. Fenrir merely huffed at him in acknowledgment of his 
presence, but the Aerodactyl actually tried to attack him again 
a€"merely resulting in the trainer recalling him before any harm 
could be done. 

Lucy raised her head and looked at him with an expression that spoke 
of despair and reassurance at the same timea€ | emotions were 
complicated things. 

'_**We must not tell him.'**_ She told Cinder with her mind and 
glided up to the trainer. 

"You look tireda€|" He said and put her down next to the Nidorino. 
"Let's get to the Pokemon Center and grab some R and R." 

She did not know what R and R meant, but that didn't matter; she 
wanted it. Gently pressing her head against the hurt Poison-type, she 
tried to make him feel as comfortable as she could. A fight between 
two psychic-types was generally bad for poison-types. Form the 



corners of her eye she could see Lucy reach her trainer, probably in 
desperate need of some attention or love. A death-threat to the 
person she cared most about was never a positive thing a€"even for 
such a strong-minded creature like her. 

The soldier looked at her for a second and then absentmindedly patted 
her on her head before moving on, leaving a very distressed Lucy 
alone with her thoughts. 

~ 0 ~ 

Wella€|the ladies of Celadon gym had been very satisfied with him. 

Not only had Erica presented him with a gym badge a€"which he had 
grudgingly accepted- she had also given him an item called a 'fire 
stone'. The woman had taken notice of his Vulpix and concluded that 
he would make better use of it than she could. But upon his 
questioning of its usefulness, she had proceeded to laugh in his 
face. Then she had told him that the item could trigger evolution in 
certain fire-types, one of which was Vulpix. 

He shook his head as he remembered the awkwardness of the situation. 
Every single girl in there had wanted to personally thank him for 
saving them and several wanted to bea€ i int imateaC | with him. He never 
knew that a kiss or a hug could prove to be a 'reward' . But the fire 
stone was useful; he could actually do something with that. 

The four Pokemon looked up at his reappearance and he took notice of 
how they all looked exhausted. Had they managed to tame the violent 
creature already? Excellent. 

Cinder cried with happiness and attempted to hug him, but he caught 
her before she could touch him and held her in the air by her neck. 
Awkward little thingaC j always looking for affection. Why didn't she 
find it with her teammates? 

"You made nice. Good." 

The Aerodactyl responded to his praise by attempting to rip his 
throat out or something like that, but he grabbed the poke ball and 
recalled the creature. Perhaps it had merely accepted its fellow 
Pokemon and not him. No matter, that would come soon enough. He 
dumped the vixen next to Nidorino and surveyed the specimen. "You 
look tired." He said upon noticing how heavy he was breathing. They 
had deserved rest and food; both of which could be found in only one 
place. "Let's get to the Pokemon Center and grab some R and R." 

Lucy came up to him and attempted once again to touch him. He had no 
idea what her deal was when it concerned him a€"she had never been so 
affectionate before- but he had no time for it. He needed to get his 
team to someplace safe and then he would plan the next step of his 
operation in Kanto. 

Petting her on her head to prevent any hard feelings from developing, 
he took the lead towards the Center. He took notice of how heavy the 
air felt and decided that it had to be a cold night. The sun had 
effectively set and it was dark outside; soon the night would begin. 
Normally this would be the best time for an attack, but his Pokemon 
weren't Spartans. They weren't even soldiers; before he led the 
attack on Saffron city, he would need to train them some more. 



The Spartan approached the door to the gym and tried to open it. 

It was locked. GreataC i knock it down? 

No. They were probably hiding from the Forerunner machines that had 
attacked the town if he attempted to break down any part of the 
building, its inhabitants would most likely die from a heart 
attack . 

Or possibly return fire and wound one of his Pokemon. So instead of 
doing the very obvious, he decided to knock on the door. Multiple 
people started talking at once and his sensitive ears picked up 
several key elements that might provide him with insight on how to 
enter . 

"They knocked? That's impossible!" 

"It's a trap, leave it!" 

"But what if they're humans? We have to help!" 

"Humans would yell for help. We can't risk it!" 

He sighed and resisted the urge to slap something. Using the voice it 
isa€ | 

"Situation clear!" He yelled and banged on the door again, shaking 
the tinted frame. Couldn't they see his silhouette or something? "Let 
me in . " 

"Human!" One of them yelled and the doors opened. In one smooth 
movement he grabbed his assault rifle, barged inside and checked the 
interior. Two police officers were standing in the middle of a mass 
of people a€"one of them had his weapon trained on him. 

And his team. Frowning, he took three steps forwards until he was 
standing directly in front of the woman and then snatched the weapon 
from her hand. 

"If one more person points a gun at mea€ | " He muttered with 
frustration and enabled the safety on the weapon. Then he discarded 
the still full magazine and threw the gun away altogether. "Listen 
up!" He said loudly, hoping that the murder of his voice would be 
worth it . 

There were several nurses tending to wounded people and one of them 
stepped forward, as if she was representing her people. The ground 
was littered with sleeping bags, matrasses and blankets. It was 
obvious that the three dozen people hiding in the large atrium were 
refugees, hoping to sit out the attack in silence. 

If only that could work. "Celadon city is clear for the moment. The 
flying machines are destroyed and Erica and her people are safe." 

Damn his throat was aching. He absolutely hated having to speak so 
much like this; in his days on Kanto he had talked more than he had 
done in months on the Platernus. What he wouldn't have given for a 
surviving crewmembera€ i 


"How can you be sure?" One of the males yelled. 



"Did you see how many there are? What even happened?" 

"Who are you? Are you a soldier?" 

Yes. Citizen was very smart. "I killed them." 

That earned him a shitstorm of comments. He actually had to wait for 
everyone to calm down and even then, the people continued talking. 
Another police officer stepped forwards and addressed him. "And where 
did you come from soldier? I thought Kanto had no military 
left." 

"I'm not from around." He replied and looked at the several people 
with burn wounds. It looked like not everyone had managed to get to 

safety in time. "The drones are destroyed and the air is clearaC i for 

now. If you have important things to do, now is your chance." 

And that would be all to say against the crowds, but one of the 
smartasses asked him for proof. What proof? Did he need to bring them 
ten pieces of scrap before they believed him? Why couldn't they 
simply stick their stupid little heads outside and see for 
themselves . 

Trying to contain his frustration, he reached in one of the pockets 
and grabbed the Celadon badge. "Erica gave me this." He said and 

hoped sincerely that they would imply believe him instead of telling 

him that he could have acquired it earlier or something. 

But much to his satisfaction, the mass of people believed him. At 
least a dozen people stood and exited the gym, only to cry in wonder 
on how the skies were indeed clear. Now that the area was at least a 
bit more manageable, he could proceed to ask for a place to stay. 

"A soldier huh?" The still armed officer said. "Glad to see you here, 
the situation is bad. " 

No it wasn't. 

"I need food and a place to sleep for my team." He said, ignoring her 
previous comment. Why was almost everyone he met a female? What was 
up with that? 

"You and two dozen other people." She said. "Not everyone's willing 
to go out there nowa€ | I believe that there is a vacant house you can 
use for yourself if you can enter it. And stay I it. The place isn't 
exactly isolated and the night will be cold... you can find it next to 
Celadon market. 

"Noted. Supplies?" He said, hoping that his Pokemon wouldn't go 
hungry this night. Because if they would, then he would have to hunt. 
Feeding Pokemon to PokemonaC | a funny thought. 

"We have plenty of first aid and foodaC | water you will have to find 
for yourself. 

Good enough. "Deal." 

And when the female nodded and walked away to gather his supplies, he 
took a moment to communicate with his team. They were unusually calm 
and he didn't trust it for one bit. "Everything alright?" He asked 



them . 


'_**Fin e ! ' **_ Cinder replied a bit too soon. 

"Right. How's our newest member?" 

<_**The Aerodactyl is just a child, master. His mind is feral and 
fragile; he has yet to cope with this world. '**_ 

Yes, he had figured as much when the creature attempted to savage him 
to death. "Anything new?" 

'_**No! '**_ The Vulpix spoke out of order once again. What was up 
with her frantic answers? He wasn't interrogating her or something. 
Not yet anywaysaC | 

Before he could ask something else, the officer returned together 
with a nurse. Where were all the doctors in these places? Or were the 
nurses the head of the staff? "Here are your supplies sir." The 
officer said and handed him a plastic bag. He opened it and scanned 
the contents on their value. Several cans of food, one flask of 
water, two packs with Pokemon food and several other sorts of food. 

He could make good use of that. 

"Thanks." He said and was about to turn and leave when the nurse 
asked him to wait. He turned and looked at her, hoping that she would 
be short . 

"Do you have any idea what these things are? Are we safe?" 

He really had no desire to keep conversing with these people, so he 
decided to shut them up in the least offensive way he knew. But his 
mind was already wandering to the map of Kanto that was hanging on 
the wall and he wasn't too sure whether his respond could be 
considered rude or not. "I don't know. But I plan to find out." 

That left them silent, allowing him to leave them completely. Camping 
out in an empty house was excellent; no wasting time with building a 
shelter and gathering food and making it rainproof. He would be able 
to complete his plan of attack without civvies eavesdropping on him. 
He exited the center and headed straight towards what had to be the 
vacant house, constantly keeping his eyes on the dark sky in the 
process. The robots might have been cleared, but that still didn't 
leave him with any reason to believe that it was safe out 
there . 

"Clear?" He asked his poisonous ally, which nodded after a few 
seconds of careful ear-control. The benefits of having such an 
incredibly sensitive creature with him outweighed the downsides of 
having to take care of him. He whipped out his shotgun and very 
carefully opened the door to the house. It looked like it had been 
standing empty for a few days; with all the important furniture 
removed and a chilly air hanging in the atmosphere. 

The roof was also half-burned away by the lasers, another factor 
attributing to the ease with which the officials had appointed the 
house to him. No matter; he knew how to use the bare minimum to get 
the most out of any situation. 

When he had determined that every room was clear, he decided on using 



the main living area for his base of operations. His Pokemon could 
get some rest and food and he could finally take a few moments for 
himself to think about the recent developments. 

"At ease." He told his team and placed his shotgun away. The room was 
dark, cold and nearly empty. Good enough for him. 

'_**It is cold in herea€ | '**_ Cinder complained. Fenrir shook himself 
in an attempt to warm up and Lucy covered her chest with her arms 
after having noticed how her breath was forming little clouds. 

He shook his head and walked over to the wooden door that was hanging 
on one hinge. It was strange for a house that was in generally good 
shape to have a piece of furniture that was so rundown. Perhaps there 
was something hiding in the house? Something that was a€"wait, never 
mind . 

The Spartan had leaned forward to inspect the hinge, only to notice 
that the metal had been completely molten away. When he turned to 
face the ceiling, a burn hole was visible a€"allowing moonlight to 
pour through. 

A misfire by the Forerunner machinesa€ | what a bullseye. 

He tore the door out of its frame and placed it against the wall in 
the dining room. Then he delivered a few powerful stomps to the thing 
and turned it into firewood. 

"You're a fire-type. Get to it." He ordered Cinder and went off to 
search the house for anything that might be useful at the moment. It 
was a perfect moment to let his mind wander towards the coming battle 
and he did just that. According to a map he had seen in the Pokemon 
Center, there were four places he had yet to visit during his 
operation. One of which was the infamous Saffron city, home to team 
Rocket. The other two cities were Fuchsia city and Cinnebar 
Islanda€|and whoever had come up with those names had been a creative 
genius. A Brute could have imagined more vivid names than 
thesea€ i 

The last place was called the Indigo Plateau. A place where the 
Pokemon League was supposed to be kept a€"home to the Elite Three; 
the most powerful trainers in Kanto. 

And probably not bulletproof, not laserproof and not psychicproof . 

Fat lot of good that was, being called an Elite concerning the 
training of elemental creatures. 

Seeing as he had no idea what the other three places would hold for 
him, the best place to go to would be Saffron city. Contacting the 
UNSC by using the radar dish there should enable him call for evac, 
effectively releasing him from the living nightmare that was 
Kanto . 

But if the UNSC actually came to help hima€ | the Forerunner relics 
could turn the tide of the war. At the same time, the Pokemon could 
also enable the UNSC to win major battles. But in doing so, they 
would most likely ruin the ecosystems on the entire planet. And while 
that wasn't his concern a€"winning the war was- he didn't want 
anything to happen to his team. They were just animals, yes, but far 
from mindless. 



First things first: the battle for Saffron and the taming of the 
dinosaur. Aerodactyl was an asset, but without the proper training it 
would most likely turn into a liability. And seeing as how the 
prospect of having a bulletproof flying dinosaur the size of a 
full-grown man assisting him from above was very attractive, he would 
need to stick some actual work into that. 

And he might as well get started right now. He hadn't found anything 
of use yet and he was growing restless with wandering around doing 
nothing. 

The Spartan returned to the living room to find his team having 
created a large bonfire. They were all sitting around the flames, 
trying to warm themselves up in the blaze. It was amusing to see how 
the Vulpix had finally managed to come up with an idea on her own 
a€"even with the slight nudges. 

"Up at and them!" He called and unleashed the reptile from his PokA© 
ball. Dealing with such an aggressive predator should be physically 
and mentally challenging enough to count as training. It wouldn't 
hurt them too much though; they had proven capable enough to do it 
once. They would surely be able to pull it off twice, right? 

The Aerodactyl screamed loudly upon noticing its newly acquired 
freedom and immediately turned to attack the closest hostile a€"which 
would be the bonfire. 

Math winced as he watched the creature dive straight into the fire 
a€"which was rather ironic in hindsight due to the laser burns on its 
legs. But the fire seemed to be unable to hurt him; as the Pokemon 
was trashing around in the burning pieces of wood, its aggression 
only increased. 

'_**What are you doing? '**_ The scared voice of Cinder asked 
him . 

"Teaching." He said, even though he could not quite formulate exactly 
just WHAT he was teaching in his head and whom to. 

Fenrir growled loudly and then charged the trashing dinosaur head-on 
a€"seemingly oblivious to the awkward spacing and burning sensation 
that the battlegrounds existed off. The Aerodactyl responded in kind 
by bashing the large Nidorino with its head a€"actually doing it a 
favor by knocking it out of the flames. 

Multiple fragments of fire the walls and he realized that the door 
wasn't the only thing that was made out of wood. Starting a massive 
fire in a house he was practically a GUEST in wasn't the best of 
ideas . 

On a side-note he probably shouldn't have stomped the door to pieces 
to create bonfire in the first place, but that was beside the 
point . 

Perhaps this way of training his team wasn't the best one as of 
yeta€|"Lucy, do something psychic." He said as the reptile gave him a 
looming stare. He did not like that facial expression, whatever it 
meant . 



'_**What do you want me to do master? ' **_ She replied. 

"Tell it to stand down." He started when the Aerodactyl gave an 
ear-piercing shriek and flung itself at him. He rolled to his side to 
dodge the attack and delivered a spinning kick to its side to let it 
know that it shouldn't mess with him. 

During his maneuver, something fell out of his pocket and clattered 
to the ground. He didn't pay much attention to what it was, seeing as 
a dinosaur wanted to eat him. 

' * *0f course. '**_ The psychic said and fell silent. The Aerodactyl 

turned to face her, but this time it refrained from doing anything 
violent. '_**As I said before, this one is still but a child. It 
needs someone to nurture ita€ ! to take care of him.'**_ 

"And you were the one to raise him, right?" 

'_**Yes master, I remember your command. ' **_ 

"So what does it want?" 

'_**To kill everything around him until he is alone and then to fly 
away from the world until nothing is left.'**_ 

"a€|can we feed it?" 

She remained quiet for a few seconds and then slowly approached the 
creature. It was covered in black ashes and the remaining smoldering 
pieces of charcoal lying on the ground around him gave him 
aa€ | ominous appearance. A deep rumbling noise echoed from deep down 
his throat which rose in volume the closer Lucy got to him. 

Eventually she was close enough to reach out for his head 
a€"something that the Spartan did not agree with completely. He 
subtly grabbed the shotgun and aimed it at the creature, ready to 
fire should the need arise. 

Thankfully, the need never came. Lucy reached out and placed her hand 
on top of the Aerodactyl ' s head a€"only for the kid to recoil from 
the contact and shriek at her touch. Lucy lowered her arm and cocked 
her head at his behaviour. 

Suddenly an all-too familiar smell entered his nostrils and he 
realized that playtime in a bonfire _was _a bad idea. The walls were 
made out of wood and when the two male Pokemon had wrestled in the 
fire, they had scattered many fragments all over the 
placeaC i 

a€ i which was now burning. 

So he was stuck on a backwater world in a region where an advanced 
psychic lifeform was waging war on humans, sending alien-god 
creations to hunt him down relentlessly causing him to seek refuge in 
the middle of the night in a small wooden house a€"which he had then 
set on fire. 

Could the situation turn even more FUBAR? 

Soft choking noises behind him quickly provided him with an answer. 

He swore and turned around, only to see Cinder eating the fire-stone 



which had fallen out of his pocket. Was she crazy? Only certain 
Pokemon could evolve and he did not even know what it WAS that 
triggered the evolution? 

"Lucy, Vulpix!"He barked and attracted her attention. The Aerodactyl 
retreated to a corner that was not on fire, a foot away from Fenrir. 
The psychic immediately refocused her attention from the prehistoric 
animal to the foolish vixen, which had just swallowed the last bits 
of the item. But she didn't head towards Cinder nor did she do 
anything else; she simply stayed in her floating position and stared 
at the fire-type a€"who had started to convulse and trash on the 
ground as the repercussions from her meal struck her. 

Women. Useless. The Spartan shook his head and marched towards the 
writhing form of his ally, heedless of the disintegrating walls 
around him. He was just about to grab the small Pokemon when an 
invisible rope tugged at his weight, pulling him a meter back from 
the female. At the same time he felt two soft hands grabbing his left 
arm and a voice whispering in his mind. 

'_**Be careful master! You must not interfere; only observe the 
wonders of nature. '**_ 

What? He had no idea what Lucy a€"because the gentle, feminine voice 
was undoubtedly hers- was saying, but she had used her psychic powers 
to interfere with _him_ and even impose her will on his body. That 
would not slide with him and he was just about to give her a peace of 
his mind when Cinder suddenly became enveloped by an intense ball of 
fire, consuming everything in a five-foot radius, but nothing else. 
The intense heat scorched the wall next to him, causing it to 
completely collapse. He felt the heat singe his skin and he quickly 
took a few steps back, narrowly avoiding several large pieces of 
debris. The four walls around them were now completely about to 
collapse and he acted as fast as he could, trying to save his team 
and simultaneously preventing himself from being squashed by flaming 
pieces of house. Of all times to cause a fire in a house he was 
resting ina€ | 

"Lucy, get out!" He yelled and scooped Fenrir from between to large 
wooden parts that had blocked his way. Careful to not shank his hands 
on the venomous spikes, he lugged the Pokemon out of the room and 
headed towards the exit. Wood didn't last long in a fire, it 
appeared, and soon there were multiple exits he could choose from. He 
jumped shoulder-first through the nearest window and rolled over the 
ground completely dissipating his momentum and at the same time 
nearly embedding the Nidorino's large spike in his chest. 

Lucy appeared by his side and brushed several pieces of flaming 
debris from his shoulders. His suit was still intact, which was one 
positive thing in this series of spectacularly silly 
incidents . 

"Where is our mutual friend?" He asked the psychic, but she merely 
smiled and pointed at the sky. The threatening shape of the dinosaur 
became visible, multiple columns of smoke trailing after 
it . 

Cinder's burning house technique wasn't very effective against 
RockaC | 



"Get him to land." He said and was about to head back to retrieve the 
vixen, when another spectacle appeared before his eyes. The ball of 
fire had effectively burned through the dining room, incinerating the 
walls, ceiling and every piece of debris that had fallen on it. The 
sky was illuminated by the fiery works and for a second, it looked 
like the bright ball of fire would burn even brighter. But then the 
shining tendrils of light dissipated and the fire disappeared, but 
that did not darken the night yet . 

Cinder had disappeared. In the blackened crater that remained of the 
living-quarter of the house was standing a completely different 
creature. Its luxurious white-gold fur was moving softly in the wind 
and its gracious head was looking at the moon. It was still a foxlike 
creature, but unlike anything he had seen before. The large specimen 
was easily ranging two meters long; from the tip of its snout to the 
points of its long tails, of which it had nine. A fluffy crest was 
resting on its head; easily as long as the head itself was. 

The creature shook its mane and the fire around it simply died out; 
fading away like the oxygen had been snuffed away. 

"Cinder?" He asked and looked over his shoulder at Lucy. Dissent 
amongst the ranks had caused their sleeping place to burn down and 
she was smiling? Had she known about Cinder's little trick all along? 
He would need to have a little chat with her. 

Screams of fear and surprise sounded from the few buildings around 
the Pokemon Center as the citizens realized that one of their houses 
had burned to the ground a€"or at least half of it. They would most 
likely suspect another attack from those flying machines. 

'_**Silly humansa€ | '**_ A voice in his mind said. He was vaguely 
growing tired of having all kinds of different Pokemon messing around 
in his thoughts and it was growing increasingly difficult to 
recognize all the different sorts of voices. '_**Can't take some 
fireworks, can theya€ | '**_ 

This voice was different from both Cinder's and Lucy's voices. It 
sounded morea€ | oldera€ | than both of them. The vixen had initially 
sounded like a little girl and the psychic was bordering between 
adolescent and teenager. But now? The voice which had to belong to 
the white vixen sounded strangely mature. Not quite adult, but still 
wiser and older than Lucy. It didn't sound unpleasant though; only it 
didn't have the soothing effect that her teammate had. While the 
psychic-type felt like water being poured over a fresh burn wound, 
the fire-type sounded like she was causing the conflagration itself. 
Only without the pain, only the flaring heat of the fire. 

Metaphors always failed to describe his sensations. A firing plasma 
rifle and an overheating one were better comparisons, 
respectively . 

The fire had died down and once again, his night-vision enabled him 
to see everything that was transpiring in the city. People started to 
exit their houses to see what was going on and he knew that it 
wouldn't be a good idea to stick around and cause more accidental 
fires. The supplies had been roasted during the 'evolution' and it 
left him once again with just the bare necessities to survive; his 
skills and his Pokemon. 



"Nice going Cinder." He said, taking notice of how appropriate the 
name actually was. 

, _**D 0n 't sweat ita€ i I know a better place to go to anyway. '**_ 

Nice of her to mention that so suddenly; especially after she burned 
down their previous shelter. 

Aerodactyl landed behind him with a loud 'thud' and Fenrir started 
growing already. Two completely different Pokemon to care for in the 
span of what, half an hour? That had to be a record. His team now 
consisted of an overly aggressive and territorial, very poisonous 
rabbit, a savage and insane dinosaur brought back from extinction, a 
psychic humanoid that rattled on about emotions and feelings and a 
pyromaniac vixen. 

Covenant and Forerunner alike; beware his ragtag team of 
uncontrollable animals. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_But as such, a delay of a few weeks in the regular schedule of 
anti-drug administrations a€" to counter any harmful effects of the 
agents -will result in a major decline in the Spartan's ability to 
reason, cognitive functions and clear thinking. In short; the animal 
part of the brain will take over completely and weaken the power of 
the mind,_ 

- Mental Health Specialist Sunfield, logbook entry 4, 24th of August 
2552- continuation. 

_~ 0 ~_ 

**Well, that escalated pretty quickly. But hey! After not having 
updated in a week, I managed to create this chapter out of the ether 
a mere two days after my last RWBY update. I think that my parade of 
10K chapters is pretty good, in all honesty. Or do some people 
consider them too long?** 

a€|**are there people who think that they are too short? :0 ** 

* *Do let me know in a review! I grade my story by the amount of 
followers, favers and reviewers. The more the better and the 
merrier ! * * 

**And bewareaC | Christmas is coming!** 


23. Marrow pt 3 

**My people! As a new-year present to you all, I present the very 
last chapter of the year 2013! It has been a long road to get this 
far and I could not have continued on like this without my tight 
group of followers, favers and reviewers! ** 

**It does look like the Pokemon on our favorite team know more than 
four moves: I would like to keep it like that, because of story and 
canon and stuff. Let me know if it doesn't work out.** 

**Sorry for the long delay in updating blah blah blahaC | as you guys 



know, I usually write when on my lovely little trip to school in the 
train. But even in Holland we celebrate Christmas and that means no 
school until at least thea€ i eight January? Heck, I don't even know. 
But hey! I am here now, providing a new chapter!** 

**I have been noticing a distinct lack of ****The constitutionalist 
****reviews latelya€|was it something I said or did? : (** 

**Our very own ****Lay Down Hunter: ****again, I think with images. 
And again, you caused quite a laughing fit with your awesome review: 
destiny still has a lot more women to throw in the journey, rambling 
is a good thing! Keep rambling on my friend, I know for damn sure 
that I keep doing ita€|also, I still do not know the word 
'disappoint' and I do not intend to use it in any part of my stories. 
I do intend to keep this story up, albeit my updates might become 
gradually slowera€| ** 

* * To * * * *dracologistmaster : ****i do have a sequel planned, but 
whether it will be an expected sequel will have to remainaC | a 
mystery ! * * 

**And ****Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: *** *ooha€ | spoilers 
mate ! ** 

* *SickleTheFurry : ****Ah yes! Curiosity! I take it as a positive 
thing that there are so many possibilit iesa€ | well , I can say that we 
are not yet done with the emotional mental rollercoasteraC | * Evil 
Laugh* ** 

**And shoutout to ****Spartan 262: ****You returned! I missed you 
: ) * * 

**In all seriousness though; 1: impossible to his POV because he had 
never even attempted to aim the Pokedex at the Aerodactyl and because 
he hadn't even realized that the thing was actually identifying it. 


**And 2: yes, I meant that.** 

**Hihihia€|I did base the choice of armour of Math's off of the Meta 
from Red vs Blue; I'm glad that you realized that :D** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

' **Spee C h ' ** telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. Does it work 
yet? Does it? 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 34 - significant moves: teleport, confusion. 



magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 36- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 35- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Aerodactyl, lvl 7 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_And it is heavily illegal! Not only can these drugs cause severe 
brain damage if rejected, they are also inhumane! Forcing something 
to keep on moving and fighting when they should have perished long 
ago is one thing, but actually letting their minds deteriorate with 
time is completely unacceptable. I must see Colonel Ackerson about 
this, something is just not quite right. _ 

- Mental Health Specialist Sunfield, logbook entry 5, 24th of August 
2552. 

~ 0 ~ 


A vixen with nine tails was commonly referred to as a Kitsune by old 
Japanese cultures. A nine-tailed creature that tricked and cursed 
human beings, that was the Kitsune. It is strange how it has never 
once been mentioned to possess the ability to set things 
alight . 

Like setting shelters on fire, for instance. Cinder had evolved in a 
blaze of glory a€"taking the empty house they were allowed access to 
with her. While and animal that could set everything on fire with a 
twitch of her maw was usually a good ally a€"not that he had worked 
with one before- it came with the additional consaC 

a€ | including the drastic change of personality that came with an 
evolution. Either that or the recent ingestion of a Fire Stone caused 
her to completely develop a new personality in a split-second, but 
whatever it was it was not a good thing. 

With Lucy's evolution he had gained a loyal teammate and with 
Cinder's evolution he could safely assume that he had lost one. When 
she was still a Vulpix, her attitude was just fine. Not great, but 
acceptable. But now, as the white vixen was leading them to a new 
shelter west of Celadon city, he was beginning to suspect that she 
might have new authority issues. 

And it didn't help that his position had escalated from having to 
kids inside his mind to having basically two adolescent women in his 
mind . 

Was this how the captain of a ship felt with his command neural 
interface? Because if it was, his respect for Captain Ryan Spenser 
had to be increased by fifty percent. Not that it would have mattered 
in any way; the man wouldn't get less dead if he respected him 
more . 


"Where are we going?" He asked the vixen as they walked down a large 



road, properly built for cars and bikes. If Kanto had infrastructure 
like that, then why weren't there any cars? 

i _* * a small rock outcropping, roughly half a mile west from here. 
Don't you know that place? '**_ 

He remained silent as the vixen continued prancing on. It was a good 
thing that her stamina had increased exponentially, or he would have 
started to consider leaving her behind. It didn't take very long for 
the Spartan to conclude that the road had to have been abandoned 
years ago; there were many gaps and burns spread across the thing and 
even as the concrete road turned into a bridge, it still looked like 
it was on the verge of falling apart. He had no idea where that 
outcropping of Cinder's had to be, but he still needed to get more 
information about the fight he would be facing in Saffron. There 
would be civvies in the crossfire and he couldn't risk anything. From 
what he had gathered, people could just as easily be defeated by 
killing them with Pokemon as with bullets. He would just 
needaC | discretion . 

The bridge curved towards the left, moving their journey south from 
Celadon and straight to Fuchsia. He was still keeping the Aerodactyl 
in his PokA© ball and he didn't plan on releasing it so soon after 
what had transpired. It was too volatile to keep around the team; 
until Lucy could tame it, he would have to keep the creature on a 
short lease. 

'_**Nearly there. '**_ Cinder happily said and picked up speed. For a 
dark, almost stormy night like this she was being awfully happy. The 
wind was blowing rather powerful and he could see that Lucy was 
slowly getting tired. 

He was about to deliver a remark when he heard something. It sounded 
like an engine being turned ona€ | gasoline, multiple 
signaturesaC | coming from the south. 

Cars? No, it was too simple to be a car. It had to bea€|bikes. 

So he was about to face another biker gang? But then in the middle of 
the night instead of during broad daylight? If he was lucky, they 
wouldn't even spot him in the first place. They didn't exactly stand 
out from their environment. 

'_**Master! There are people up ahead! '**_ Lucy warned 
him. 

"Acknowledged." He said and unslung his assault rifle. Not much ammo 
remaining, but he could utilize the cover of the night and the 
howling storm to mask his shots and pick them off one by 
one . 

' * * Can ' t you refrain from murdering for ten minutes? One would think 

that shooting all those machines out of the air would have quenched 
your lust for blood. '**_ 

Yesa€| noted. "You take this one then." He said. 

'_**Very well.'**_ The vixen replied and darted ahead. He could hear 
shouts of surprise and sudden yelling after a minute, but no shots 
were fired and no fire was shot. What was that silly animal 



doing? 


The Spartan picked up his speed and moved down the bridge until the 
lights that he had been seeing for some time became big enough to 
identify as bikes. There were eight of them, all stacked neatly next 
to each other in an orderly line; facing the lone Cinder. 

The Pokemon that seemed perfectly fine with her current predicament, 
sitting on her hindlegs and staring at the humans with a blank 
expression . 

Once again he found himself in a position where he could simply open 
fire and kill them alla€|but he hated having to waste ammunition when 
there were perfectly fine targets scattered all over the region. This 
time, he would play it safe. 

So he placed his Assault rifle back and casually walked towards the 
group of bikers, hoping that he could simply move from one city to 
another for one simple time before getting entangled in yet another 
stupid meaningless conflict. 

"Hey!" One of the males yelled when they finally saw him. "T-this 
road is c-closed! Nobody i-in n-nobody out!" 

There were six males and two females. One of the females had long, 
green hair and the other one had short blonde hair. It was strange 
that none of the men were as bulky and muscled as the tugs he had 
dispatched off a few towns back. A different gang? 

Ignoring the idle threats, he moved towards the eight people until he 
was standing next to Cinder. Why weren't they moving or attacking? 

Why wasn't the Pokemon attacking? 

'_**Being someone who can curse anyone at will has its benef it s ! ' * *_ 
She cheerfully said and her nine tails twitched, causing several of 
the grown-up men to whimper and flinch backwards. 

So that was why they weren't attacking her; they were afraid that she 
would curse them. How could she do that then? Using ghost-type 
attacks? Either way he would give them one warningaC | a warning that 
they could actually understand. 

"Move . " 

None of them did as he told and he had given them exactly three 
seconds to complyaC | so he took the first steps towards reaching a 
beneficial agreement. 

"Beat it punk!" The female yelled and was about to grab her PokA© 
balls when he struck. His feet shot out and hit one of the guys still 
on his bike, who proceeded to fly through the air for at least seven 
meters before hitting the surface of the water. Fully intending to 
beat them all to an inch of their lives, he spun around and was about 
to deliver a lightning-fast jab to the nearest target when he noticed 
that none of them were actually fighting back. They were all yelling 
and giving gas with their bikes, but there were no 
countermeasures . 

'_**They are all scared to death about somethinga€ | how 
curious . ' * *_ 



Lucy's eyes glowed green and the bikes that weren't occupied sailed 
through the air and disappeared in the river below. That particular 
tactical gem caused the ex-bikers to completely lose their shit. They 
started to scream even louder and scattered from their formation. 

He stopped in his track and watched the group of people 
running/driving away in fear of them. This would probably go into 
history as the easiest conflict to dateaC i wait one, no. The one time 
he was about to throw a grenade at a bunch of grunts after having 
slaughtered his way past three elites and all of the cowardly aliens 
went ahead and jumped off a cliff rather than facing him would count 
as the easiest conflict up to date. 

He reached out and grabbed the blonde female who had had the biggest 
mouth before he disintegrated their formation. She screamed in fear 
and started to struggle, but he grabbed his combat knife and pressed 
the cold steel blade against her throat. 

The woman weighed very little compared to the masses he had carried 
before and he was able to lift her in the air with one hand with 
relative ease. "Where were you coming from?" He said calmly, slowly 
increasing the pressure on the blade. He could see Lucy giving him an 
anxious look from the corner of his eye and he realized that he would 
have to take a less direct course of action if he wanted the woman to 
give him an answer. "What spooked you?" 

"Whoa€ | what are you! Please don't hurt me Ia€ i I nevera€ | please ! " 

He was so tired of people begging for their lives when all he wanted 
was some simple information. "Start talking. Now." 

"Wea€ | we came from F-Fuchsia cityaC | R-Rocket is there and the 
leaderaC i the g-gym leader chased us a-away!" 

That was what he needed. One team Rocket gang and a corrupt leader 
would be something he could deal with. 

He had no desire to keep the female any longer than necessary, but 
they were heading straight for Celadon city. It wouldn't do the city 
and good if a gang of terrified and unstable bikers came crashing all 
over the place. "If you cause trouble anywhere I will kill you 
all." 

That would do the job. He threw the girl to the side and gestured to 
his team to keep following him. Middle of the night and problems in 
the next city would have to wait. So soon after the last engagement, 
his team would need some rest. "Move out. Cinder, take point. Get to 
your shelter ASAP." 

The vixen snickered and took a large jump to get past the remaining 
bikes. Lucy and Fenrir took a look at each other and followed 
her . 

Shaking his head at the sheer stupidity of the people in Kanto, he 
grabbed his assault rifle again and moved towards the rock 
outcropping that was slowly getting more and more visible. First 
thing for his next plan: letting his team rest. 


0 



Oh that silly little human. So much stress and tension resting within 
his body a€"why couldn't he simply relax for a bit and let his 
friends take over? Couldn't he simply let things take their actions 
on their own? She knew that he had so many things to take care of in 
his head that he couldn't let his guard down, but that was to be 
expected. Only a fool lets his guard down. 

But MathaC | he was something completely different. Ever since she had 
been a Vulpix she had known that he was off. That he couldn't be like 
the rest of the humans. And she had been right! Her powerful sense of 
foreboding had been right; the human wasn't like the rest of the 
humans. He had told them so himself! He was from a different world, a 
soldier planning to get back to his own war. But his plans of getting 
back to his own fight would mean a certain doom to the region that 
the humans referred to as 'Kanto'. She didn't know what was going in 
in the world, but she knew that this beyond mere humans and Pokemon. 
Something very malicious was out thereaC | and it was waiting for an 
opportunity to destroy them all. If Math were to leaveaC | she didn't 
know why or how, but if he lefta€| there would be nothing left to save 
them . 

Of course that was just a feeling. She had no reason to truly believe 
that the trainer would do anything actually positive out here; 
sometimes she just felt a strong thought and it would hang around in 
her head for a long while. 

WellaC | sometimes since she had evolved, that is. Evolution was a 
truly fickle thing. She could remember her past feelings from when 
she was still a Vulpix, but those things were history now. New brain, 
new rules and new feelings. Also new body, new flames and new rules. 
Things were different nowa€ | very different. She finally understood 
why Lucy behaved differently, for starters; it was because she WAS 
different now. And so was she. 

Evolution could do a great many things and it had completely changed 
her. She felt a great fire burning within hera€ | burning with passion 
and desire. The things that used to scare her now only served to make 
her laugh and the things that she had wanted before but couldn't get 
were now hers for the taking. Knowledge ... power and even happiness 
were now all hers. 

Only her new bodya€ | that would take some getting used to. She had 
nine beautiful tails now, all waiting to be utilized to their maximum 
capacity. Her golden white fur shone bright in the moonlight and she 
was sure that her appearance could cause all the necessary reactions 
she wanted to cause. 

Like the funny eight people who had tried to face them with the 
intention of scaring them awaya€ | little creatures. Unimportant and 
so, so stupid. They were scared so badly about something and then 
they had tried to bar the way? What could have possible been the 
result of that action if it wasn't death by Math or death by 
fire? 

And she really had felt the strange desire to simply incinerate them 
and be done with it, but as soon as her trainer had even felt the 
need to kill them himself, she in turn had felt the urge to stop him 
from doing that. 



So yesa€ | evolution was a really fickly thing. But that was okay! In 
direct contrast to Fenrir, she didn't need as much time and effort to 
find out who she had become. She would simply find out! 

"That it?" Math asked her. 

That was the shelter she had been talking about! A nice solid rock 
outcropping underneath a manmade bridge on top of a wild river, 
riddled with caves and passages? What better home than a home nobody 
else would find! 

'_**That it indeed. Go ahead and scout it out. I'll wait here for 
you 

His urge to press his fighting spirit into every single thing that 
they did was becoming old very quickly and she didn't have as much 
patience with him as Lucy hada€ ! did she? 

"No . You'll go . " 

Pardon? Was he ordering her to? Wella€|she was his Pokemon after 
alla€|he had taken her under his wing a€"metaphorically speaking- and 
saved her from the brutal humans who had wanted to hurt her. It only 
made sense for her to obey hima€ | to a certain degree. 

Math was far from incompetent. He was a very gifted warrior and a 
brilliant tactician. Hell; he had more skills than any other human 
she had ever seen before combined. His aim was sublime, his strength 
was unmatched by most Pokemon and he was so _fast._ Even though it 
appeared that his reflexes had dropped somehow since he had taken his 
armour off, he was still the number one fastest being. 

And his endurancea€ | was a particular thing. He had been awake ever 
since she had met up with him; not once had she seen him eat or drink 
and according to her own senses and Lucy's, he had sustained some 
serious damage during their countless battles. So in order to keep 
going strong without complaining or stopping once, the human had to 
be completely iron-willed. 

She sighed and jumped in the air, taking care to avoid the freezing 
water and land on the solid rocks. Even though her internal 
metabolism provided her with all the heat she needed, the cold water 
would still be a disaster for her temperature; it wouldn't kill her, 
but it would also be very bad for her. 

And it would completely ruin her looka€|her species took great proud 
in their appearance and she would _not_ be amused if something were 
to happen to it. 

She sniffed the air once and didn't smell any strange odours that 
signified enemies. Good; the natural shelter was still a secure 
secluded place. She hadn't initially known about that particular 
piece of estate, but once she had acquired her new form it and many 
other forms of knowledge had just sprung into her mind like instincts 
had done with Fenrir. 

'_**It's clear!' **_She told her allies. Communicating with her mind 
had always been a natural gift, but she hadn't dared using it for 
fear of the consequences of her friends finding out that she had 
psychic abilities. But she trusted all of them now a€"even the 



obviously sociopathic soldier. She had occasionally tried to peer 
into his mind; once when she had been a Vulpix and once now. Both of 
the times she had smashed into an iron wall surrounding the mind and 
usually when people defended their heads like that, there was always 
a small way to gain entrance to the mind. But not with this 
one . 

Which led her to the conclusion that he did not possess emotions and 
feelings like the rest of the mortal creatures did. Sure, it was a 
strange reasoning but it was also true in this case; like Lucy had 
told her, emotions were usually the first thing that could be gleaned 
off long before the actual mindreading part came. But she had never 
once seen the trainer express any sort of emotions except for a mild 
annoyance. Anda€ | perhapsaC | a little bit of desperation. But that 
might have just been his thoughts overclocking in a desperate attempt 
to express themselves. 

All in all, he was a truly magnificent warrior, but as a person he 
was slightly broken. Slightly being the broadest definition she could 
use for that. 

Math nodded and jumped off the bridge directly onto the rocks. There 
was something that she had wanted to tell hima€ | something that might 
be important to her team. 

The human hit the rocks and nearly lost his balancing when he found 
out that the rocks were incredibly slippery. He waved his right arm 
once and found his balance sooner than expected; that was also one of 
his weirder traits. He moved faster, but also more fluid than 
anything she had ever seen before. It might as well be a Pokemon 
thing because Math sure as hell couldn't be a normal 
human . 

"**Spartan huha€|"** She muttered and withdrew inside of the cave. 
Whatever a Spartan was supposed to bea€ i it couldn't be 
natural . 

~ 0 ~ 

The cave system that Cinder had chosen was surprisingly efficient. It 
wasn't too small, it wasn't too large and it was perfectly well 
hidden in the night. Nobody would disturb them there and he would get 
his team to move out when it was still dark: the enemy in Kanto never 
seemed to be particularly active during dawn, so that would be the 
perfect time to strike at Fuchsia city. 

'_**Are you alright master?' **_Lucy asked him what had he had come 
to recognize as her 'worried tone'. It was unsettling that she was so 
worried about him all the time, like he was some sort of helpless 
marine who needed command every few hours . 

Why would he not be fine? Yes his shoulders were still slightly 
aching from the electric attack back in Vermillion citya€ | and the 
laser that had burned through his under-suita€ | and Lucy's messed up 
teleportation which left him with a big chunk of flesh missing from 
his other shoulder ... but basically he was fine. It was nothing he 
couldn't handle. Her interest in his welfare was noted, 
however . 


"I'm f ine . 



'_**Ar e you certain about the future?' **_ 

"Yes." Clear Fuchsia, find information about hostile Forerunner 
presence, clear Saffron, call UNSCaC | or that was his plan from a few 
days back. But now? He wasn't too sure whether the UNSC presence 
would make anything better. They could surely use the Forerunner tech 
buta€|but he would be compromising his team in doing so. 

But it was his dutya€ | to make sacrifices for the greater good. He 
couldn't let his newfound companions let his duty to mankind fall 
into disarray. He had to make sure humanity would survive and he 
would do anything to make that happen. But stilla€|he couldn't help 
but feel that something was off. "No." 

Lucy appeared next to him, closely followed by Fenrir. The 
poison-type immediately went deeper inside of the cave where Cinder 
was lying, but the gracious psychic was sticking with him. Her 
loyalty was a curious thing. _**'What is wrong then? You can trust 
me . ' **_ 

Could he? Could he actually trust anyone with his plight? If he told 
them the truthaC | their hearts would break. It wasn't his job to make 
things feel good, but after having spent so much time with the 
Pokemon and the confusing world he was beginning to think that there 
might be something more to what was happening. "When my people get 
herea€ | they won't rest until they have exploited everything that 
might give them an edge over the war." 

Had he already told his team about the human-covenant war? He 
honestly couldn't remember whether he had or not. 

Lucy cocked her head to the side and stared at him with her big, red 
eyes. '_**But . . . you will protect us, won't you?'**_ 

He couldn't, that was the sole problem. "As a soldier, it is my duty 
to serve mankind. Whatever the cost." 

He looked up in the air and tried to see if there was any air-traffic 
that might indicate a major control center, but all he could see were 
the millions of stars burning brightly across space. If only humanity 
had remained in balanceaC | 

'_**What does that mean? Your war has been ended by the creation of 
the 'Spartans' right? '**_ 

If only things were that simple. "We face a greater threat than 
rebels nowa€ | " He didn't feel like going into detail like that, so he 
tried to think of a way to put it like others might actually 
understand. "And the UNSC needs all the help they can get." 

i_**g 0 we can help your people? Is that it?'**_ Lucy continued, being 
as kind as to ignore his previous remark and spare him the problems 
that came with explaining that. 

"If there is a representative for the planet, yes." But ONI would 
still do everything in their power to strip the planet bare. And he 
couldn't blame themaC | mankind was on the edge of extinction. If the 
stripping and controlling of this planet was the key to winning the 
war, then so be it. 



Yet he couldn't bear the thought of his team becoming experiments to 
Parangosky. That woman might be the brilliant leader of ONI, but her 
ways wereaC i lacking in subtlety. He had only met the old lady once 
and that was purely to debrief him on his next major mission. Working 
with Section Seven of the organization was one thing; they provided 
missions and Intel and that was it. The rest of ONI? Their usefulness 
was verging on becoming obsolete or desperate. And Parangosky was 
bordering on arrogance and ego. 

"Our scientists will want to find out how this world worksa€| " If he 
was lucky, then the people at ONI would be too busy with the 
Forerunner ruins to actually mess with the local ecosystems. Or he 
could get his team shipped out and appointed to an important region 
where their skills might be useful. That would be the only way to 
save them; Lucy and Cinder being telepathic. Aerodactyl was basically 
a living fossil, so they would want to keep him alive as well. Fenrir 
could produce lethal toxins at will, but so could every branch of the 
Animalia group at earth. 

He had to face it; if the UNSC were to get to the world, his team 
would live the rest of their lives as experiments. Possibly even 
dissected alive for their abilities. He didn't want that to happen, 
but he also wanted to win the war. 

He had to sacrifice the only beings he had ever trusted save for his 
fellow Spartans just for the greater good of mankind. It were moments 
like those that usually resulted in him withdrawing in his cold, 
steel state of combat mind. It was basically what he had been 
designed for: shady and ethically questionable missions for the 
greater good. But those were always on small scalea€ | not something 
planetwide like this. 

ONI was a necessary evil that kept mankind alive. If this planet has 
to fall for humanity to survive, then so be it. "And it will cost the 
Pokemon dearly." 

The Professor Oak might be able to work together with ONI a€"or they 
would shoot him for being a rivalling scientist who might object to 
their methods. He had never actually worried about ONI ' s way of doing 
things up to now; it usually never bothered him what they did, as 
long as it resulted in dead covenant. But now? This was the first 
time ever he doubted their methods. What would he do? 

A ' *But why do they have to come here? Why can they not leave us 
alone? '**_ Lucy replied, sounding less secure now. '_**If they face a 
great threat then we can help them can we not?'**_ 

"Our people are currently governed by the UNSC a€"the military 
section. There is an organization called ONI a€" the science and 
black operations group. They will want to discover everything about 
this planet . " 

'_**But as a soldier, you need to protect the innocent master! You 
can't let them hurt us master !'* *_Lucy now cried in distress. It was 
awkward to think about how she was right: but there wouldn't be 
anyone left to protect if the UNSC didn't get to the planet in 
time . 


"Our enemy will want to wipe you out completely. They will destroy 



this planet and every single human and Pokemon on it when they find 
it. The UNSC is your best hopes of survival." 

' * * And you will bring this 'UNSC' here? 1 **_ She continued, now 

adopting a more quiet tone. 

"Yes." Already seeing where this would go, he quickly added: "But 
even if they get the message, they won't get here for at least a few 
weeks. By that timeaCi" 

He didn't want to think about what would happen by that time. 
i_**2o this might never happen? '**_ 

"No. Anything else?" 

The Pokemon gazed down at her 'feet' when he said that and softly 
said: '_**Can I be of some assistance to you now, master? 

What did she mean? Could _she_ contact the UNSC across the galaxy 
with her mind? Otherwise she wouldn't be of any usage at all. "Like 
how? I think you need some rest now, Lucy." 

i_**You do as well. I couldaC i provide you with the rest you 
needaC | ' * *_ 

"Explain yourself." 

'_**For days I have seen you struggling to keep functioning in this 
world, never once stopping to take some time off for yourself 
aC"'**_ 

"-I don't need time off-" 

'_**Let me finish! '**_ That was a sudden change from her usual 
behaviour. Had he insulted her? '_**Nobody can keep going without 
rest and food. We might be able to hunt for you, but we can't help 
you sleep. At least, the other three can't. '**_ 

Where was she going with this? '_**Soa€|I was thinkingaC | 

"Lucy, listen to me. What I need isn't important. The mission comes 
first: tomorrow morning at five we move out." 

i_**You won't be able to sleep. '**_ 

Was that a very subtle threat? "Are you threatening me?" If she was, 
this was spiraling out of control very quickly. 

'_**No ! '**_ she gasped in surprise and placed her hands in front of 
her mouth in shock. '_**I would never! I was about to proposeaC | that 
I couldaC | perhaps Hypnotize you?'**_ 

She could hypnotize him? Lucy wanted to use her psychic powers to 
induce a sleep-like trance to him? "Isn't there some easier way to 
commit suicide?" 

She cocked her head again and blinked. Her body had taken a sitting 
position a minute ago and her silk dress was draped over her knees, 
making it look like she had fallen down. '_**Can you explain that one 



master? ' * * 


"Never mind. I don't want anything or anyone in my mind." 

He realized what he said as soon as the words left his mouth and he 
sighed. "What do you mean I won't be able to seep?" 

Lucy visibly blushed and averted her gaze. People usually did that 
because they didn't want to say something. What was she hiding from 
him? "Lucy, tell me." 

'_**Huma n psychics are rarea€|but every human can hear psychic 
thoughts from a competent Pokemon one. It has almost never happened 
that there were TWO psychics in one team. It usually doesn't end well 
for normal psychics and normal humans unconsciously block out the 
second Pokemon altogether. Your specific minda€ | was already not very 
tailored to our own Psychic powers. I fear that the negative 
side-effects of that one have yet to manifest, albeit in an innocent 
manner . ' 

Meaning? 

'_**This means that you might find some difficulties getting to sleep 
out of your own power, master. '**_ 

He glanced at the cave where a small fire was keeping Fenrir warm, 
while Cinder was sleeping a few feet away from him. 

"So first you telepath me out of my armour and now will turn me into 
an insomniac?" He said, already seeing the tactical disasters of that 
result. Sleep was as deadly a weapon as any gun was. 

Lucy averted her gaze once again and this time, her voice sounded 
completely distressed. '_**I never intent to hurt you master, you 
don't understand how hard it is for me to live with that! '**_ 

Great. Now he had to deal with that too. "And hypnotizing will 
work? " 

'_**Telepathi C signals coming from an external source linked into 
your mind will override the negative side-effects of the 'insomniac', 
yesa€ i ' **_ 

Fine. If it would make her happy and if it would cause him to 
actually get some rest, then he would have to face the potential 
consequences of her influence. He had trusted her back when she was a 
Kirlia and he would trust her now that she wasa€ | whatever she 
was . 

"Do it." He said and moved inside of the cave, in case Lucy got the 
idea to put him to sleep when he was standing on the slippery rocks 
of a formation in the river. 

i_**Thank you master. This won't hurt, justa€ | relax .'* *_ 

He sighed and turned to face her. Her eyes were glowing with a faint 
green aura and the air around them was starting to become distorted. 
But other than that, nothing happened. Had she failed? Or was he 
simply sleeping with his eyes open? That would make more sense than a 
telepathic animal hypnotizing him to sleepa€| 



"Any progress?" He said. The female PokAOmon's eyes narrowed and he 
heard her say something about unusual resistance when the world 
suddenly seemed to blur for a second. He blinked once and his vision 
returned to normal. Curious. 

"You were saying?" He said and once again his companion replied and 
once again, the world turned to a blur. But this time it didn't went 
away; it worsened. His senses dulled and his body felt heavy. Lucy 
said something about the floor, but the rest of her sentence went 
unheard as said floor suddenly rushed towards his face. 

And then there was only darkness. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy winced as she watched her trainer fall towards the hard floor of 
the cave and was about to suspend his unconscious body in mid-air 
when Cinder moved herself. The fire-type took a few steps forwards 
and caught the male on her own body before he could hit the 
ground . 

'**Damn he is heavy!" **She cried in distress and bucked underneath 
his mass. "**Can't any of you help me?"** 

She snickered and glided over to her friend. "**How?**" She said with 
amusement. She was a psychic-type; carrying heavy humans wasn't 
exactly her strong suite. Of course she could simply ease her burden 
using her telekinetic abilities, but that would bea€|boring. 

"**I don't know, release the reptile or something!"** 

Yes. Releasing the flesh eating baby Aerodactyl would solve all their 
problems. **"Just let him go, he is safe now."** 

The vixen contemplated her words for a few seconds, before simply 
sliding down against the wall and visibly relaxing. "**Apart from a 
broken rib, I'm fine now."** 

The Pokemon was joking about that, but the fact that she was resting 
against the wall with Math resting against her body was a cute sight 
to behold- 

-and also mildly annoying. _She_ was the one who had finally gotten 
him to rest. _She_ was the one who had been concerned with him and 
gotten him to talk about his own doubts and fears. So why should 
Cinder be the one toa€|to cuddle with him? 

She was dying to get some attention from Math and after having done 
everything she could possibly do to get him to open up, he had still 
given her nothing more than a pat on the head and some strange words. 
Granted, he was not conscious at the moment but it was still 
frustrating . 

"**Soa€|"** The fire-type started and Fenrir twisted one ear towards 
them to follow their conversation. "**I couldn't help but overhear 
his side of thea€| conversation. "** 


Lucy froze and realized that the words of her trainer hadn't exactly 
been inspiring for confidence. There would be no way of assuring the 



future and there would also be no way of predicting Cinder's response 
to the looming threat. It was a matter of two choices: Math got his 
people to the planet and would be separated from his team forever, 
quite possibly resulting in the planet being changed for the worse to 
integrate them for some distanced war. 

Or the soldier would be unable to get his people to this world and 
stay stuck there for the rest of his life; unhappy and alone, no 
matter whom he eventually gathered in his circle of friends. Either 
choice was unthinkable, but for her it was really a matter of 
happiness for her trainer. If he would be happy when he got shipped 
off to continue fighting some fight, then who was she to oppose his 
happiness? On the other hand, there were Cinder, Fenrir and the 
Aerodactyl . If Math left the planet, they would all be alone without 
a trainer. And if the arrival of this 'UNSC' meant the destruction of 
the world as they knew it, then they would not take too kindly to his 
decision of calling them there. 

They might even try to stop him. It would result in a fight to the 
death between old friends and she would not have that happen: she 
would stop one of the parties before they could turn on each other, 
if it had to come to that. 

II * * QP ? II * * 

n**And I did not like what I heard."** 

"**Normally I wouldn't interfere with him, but here is where I must 
draw the line. If he wants to leave, then so be it. But if his people 
will hurt us, I will defend myself." **Fenrir said 
decisively . 

"**Wella€|I wanted to be more subtle about it but I will as well." 

* * 


"**There is no need for such actions!" **Lucy quickly said. "**He 
said so himself; there is a chance that none of this will take 
place ! "** 

"**But if it willa€|we will have to take action."** Cinder said like 
that was final. Not wanting to continue down this road in such a way, 
she quickly thought of a way to change the subject and decided that 
her friend's new form would be a good point to start. 

"**0n a side-note; how does your new body feel?"** She asked the 
fire-type . 

"**0h it feels wonderful. Want to try it out for yourself?"** Cinder 
replied with a teasing undertone. Lucy blushed and felt her cheeks 
sting with heat. What did she mean 'try out for yourself'? Was 
shea€ | was she seriously hinting ata€ | at _that_? She knew that 
evolutions usually went paired with mental and sexual maturity, but 
this was really pushing it. Besides; Lucy didn't feel that way with 
the fire-type, her heart was saved for someone else. Perhaps Cinder 
viewed her in such a way because she had saved her by letting Math 
catch her? Or perhaps the female thought her purely attractive 
by- 

"**Relax Lucy, I was just messing with 
you. "** 



" * *OhaC i rightaC i IaC i okayaC i that was not funny!" **It explained the 
gap in reasoning that Cinder presented her with. 

"**To me it was. It was either you or Fenrir, but I think that he 
would simply proceed to jump me before I could even finish my 
sentence . " * * 

"**Hey!" **The poison-type angrily said. 

"**Sorry hon. "** 

" * *RightaC | "** 

Lucy suppressed the urge to laugh at her choice of words. She did not 
know whether Fenrir would hump Cinder if she had given him the 
chance, but it was an amusing thought for sure. A Nidorino doing the 
deed with a NinetalesaC i especially seeing how the sleeping Math was 
still lying against her side; that would be a very awkward way to 
wake up. He might even think that his two Pokemon were forcing him to 
partake in some strange natural ritualaC | involving two Pokemon and a 
HumanaC | copulating. 

Cinder's new attitude was worrisome still, but at least it was a 
positive thing that her humor had increased. It wasn't her type of 
humor, but she could appreciate the gesture behind it 
nonetheless . 

The fire crackled and almost startled her. Cinder was now resting 
with her head on the floor, still letting an unconscious Math sleep 
against her warm body. Fire-types usually had an internal fire 
warming them; there wasn't a Pokemon better suited in this scenario 
to keep him comf ortableaC | it was a bit painful to come to that 
conclusion, but right now the Ninetales kept their trainer warm and 
comfortable . 

Lucy sat down next to Fenrir and wrapped her arms around her knees. 
She watched Math sleep deeply against the fire-type and felt a faint 
melancholy rise in her chest. It was her duty to keep her trainer 
safe and comf ortableaC i yet the only thing she had managed to do up to 
now was hurting and confusing him. Their voyage would eventually 
reach a point that she could show them all what she was capable off 
and when that point came, she would make sure that the soldier 
watched her shine brightly. 

aC i why did Math look like he was dead? 

She had never actually seen humans sleep before a€"let alone her 
trainer. So she did not entirely know how sleeping people were 
supposed to look; yet she did know that they weren't supposed to be 
pale as the snow and unmoving as a dead body. And weren't male humans 
supposed to do something called 'snoring'? It was HIGHLY unlikely 
that Math turned dead during the night, so why did he look like 
someone had caused severe brain-damage a€"oh no. 

No no no noa€ | had she messed up again? Had she hurt him _again_ 
instead of merely causing him to fall asleep? 


She kept her cool in case her friends were watching her and carefully 
glided up to Cinder aC"who was trying to sleep herself. There were a 



few ways to find out if someone was dead or simply sleepingaC i one of 
them was utilizing the sensory functions of the body. She could 
simply reach out and touch Math to see if he was still sleeping, but 
for all she knew he really WAS resting and she would simply wake him 
up again. 

" * *Lucya€ i what are you doing?"** Cinder suddenly asked her. 

There would be no prancing about it. She would simply say what was on 
her mind and hope for the best. But that didn't mean she wanted to 
admit she had possibly messed up right away. "**He looks awfully 
still, does he not?"** 

"**He feels very cold, now that I think about it." **Cinder replied 
and craned her neck to take a closer look at her trainer. "**Why, did 
you knock him out cold instead of putting him to 
sleep?"** 

OuchaC | the psychic abilities of the Ninetales were either very well 
developed or completely irrelevant to this case. Either way; she 
liked the concept of Math still being alive. She couldn't have hurt 
him with her Hypnosis, she might just have concentrated too hard when 
her first attempt was unsuccessful. "**I just worry about hima€ | he 
has been through so much already and his past remains a mystery to us 
even nowa€ | he might suffer from chronic nightmares for all we 
know . " * * 

That was a factor that she had not yet taken into account. Traumatic 
experiences usually caused severe nightmares in most individuals and 
even though their trainer wasn't an ordinary human, he should still 
be prone to the mental breakdowns that accompanied heavy and 
stressful situations. Hell; he was 'created' for the sole purpose of 
fighting and risking his life all in the sake of peace for people he 
did not even remotely knew a€"that alone should be enough for even 
the toughest of persons to completely fall apart. But for some reason 
that had not happened to hima€ | either his will was too strong for him 
to get traumatized, or he didn't want to admit that he was. 

Or he could be too mentally damaged to be afflicted by the events 
that took place around him, which was also a possibility. "**What do 
you mean he has been through a lot? I know he was injured and stuff, 
but a strong male should be able toa€|well, judging by what he told 
us he should have also seen a lot during his time in his fights. I 
think I get what you mean, but that still doesn't explain why you are 
suddenly worried about him like that."** 

"**Like I saida€ | I just realized that I might have concentrated too 
much on him when I hypnotized him." **Waita€|she had never actually 
said soa€ | she had _thought_ about it, but never put it in 
words . 

"**Did you now? Well, I can still feel our trainer breathingaC i that 
means he is still alive. Problem solved."** 

Cinder's sweet and innocent personality had been completely washed 
away by her evolution it seemed. She acted a lot like things didn't 
matter to her anymoreaC | but even the psychic vixen could not hide her 
true emotions and feelings from her. Not from her. The act that the 
fire-type was putting up was a very well-played one; she acted like 
nothing touched her and she kept a professional distance from the 



persons who had once meant the world to her, but deep inside she was 
confused by her new body and feelings. Just like Fenrir and even she 
had once worried about their new lives. Cinder too was unsure about 
what her changes had wrought her. 

Regardless of what Cinder told her, she still reached out and tried 
to touch her human. Math had been there for her ever since the very 
beginning; since he had appeared like a real knight in white shining 
armour to save her life from the attacking Pokemon. After that he had 
never once faltered or left her side, he had always been there for 
her during their entire journey. And she had grown and developed 
underneath his care, maturing and learning and becoming more capable. 
Yet he had remained the same boy he was when they had met upa€| until 
the swarms of Zubat had attacked them. 

He had actually done the one thing that he would have never ever done 
before then: Math had taken off his helmet to once again save her 
life. And ever since she had figured out that the 'demon' actually 
did care for her, her own feelings towards him had been growing ever 
more powerful. She longed to be with him; to touch him and let him 
know just how much he meant to her. But such an emotional outburst 
would never ever be understood or even appreciated by hima€ | so she 
kept her thoughts to herself. Not even Cinder or Fenrir were allowed 
to figure out what she felt and until she had completely figured out 
what her human actually felt himself, they would remain in the 
dark . 

Her fingers nearly brushed against his skin and she could nearly feel 
the cold sweat clinging on his cheek. She had never once been this 
close to her trainer; not since she had evolved at least. It was an 
unique moment and if Math had actually been conscious to share it 
with her, she might feel better, 

"**He really means a lot to you doesn't he?"** Cinder asked her with 
a soft voice. 

"**Yesa€ | and he was no ideaaCi"** She sighed and touched his cheek. 
The very next second he shot upright and wrapped one arm around her 
throat while pulling her body down; effectively holding her nearly 
horizontally. At the same time his other arm shot out and pressed 
something very cold and very sharp against her neck. 

She swallowed and resisted the urge to retaliate with psychic powers. 
'_**M-Mastera€ | pleaseaC | just calm downaC | you are hurting me . ' * *_ 

His strength would be enough to wrestle an adult Onix to the ground, 
so the mere fact that he had yet to really hurt her was indicative of 
higher cognitive functions. He was awake, but severely confused. 
Nonetheless his arm was causing her neck to ache in protest and the 
idea of having a sharp weapon pressed against ones throat was never 
positive. What had she done wrong? Had she hurt him in some way? 

In the two seconds that passed between him waking up so suddenly and 
him letting her go, her mind was able to come up with and then 
discard a great many possibilities about why he had attacked her. 
Eventually she came with the most logic conclusions: the first option 
was that he had thought that an enemy was hurting him, causing him to 
retaliate. The second option was a morea€ | painful one. It contained 
the possibility of him having severe nightmares before waking up to 
her touch. He was a mentally impaired soldier after all; his mind was 



strange and alien and if his warning towards her to never probe in 
his memories was any indicator, he had seen a lot of nasty 
things . 

She had woken him up during a nightmare, causing a severe physical 
reaction. That had to be it. 

He blinked once and lowered the knife he had been holding against her 
throat. "Lucy?" He asked her softly, a subtle sense of confusion 
underlying his tone. 

i_**Yes masteraC i I am hereaC i are you alright?' **_ She gently asked 
him and tried to ignore the fact that she had been inches away from 
death by the one person she cared about the most. 

Math looked over his shoulder and noticed that he was lying against 
Cinder. He frowned and got to his feet a€"only to stumble forwards 
and nearly lose his balance. It happened in less than a second so 
nobody could do anything to help him, but she could still see it 
happening nonetheless. "Whata€|no, I'm fine. Status report!" 

Cinder looked at her with an amused expression, yet Lucy could feel 
her confusion. '_**Wea€|we have been in this cave for less than an 
hour now. I hypnotized you with your permission and you slept 
ina€ | only to wake upa€ | '**_ She hesitated and then decided to let the 
small threatening detail out of the description. '_**a€|and suddenly 
jump upright. Did youa€ | see anything in your dreams? ' **_ 

"Forget it." He bluntly stated and sat down against the wall a€"a 
good two meters way from the rest of his team. "Go to sleep, " 

She softly sighed and once again ignored the desire to move towards 
her trainer and embrace him. His confusion was so obvious and she 
wanted nothing less than to comfort him until he was finally happy 
a€"but she did not know what it would take to make him happy. She 
would do anything to make him feel comfortable, but she simply didn't 
know what to do. 

The sight if Math sitting all alone against the cold wall, staring 
into empty space, was probably enough to cause Cinder's newly gained 
'tough girl act' to melt away again a€"although it might have also 
been her internal fire. 

'_**I think it will rain tonightaC | you will be cold all alone. '**_ 

She stated to both her and their trainer, trying to make a 
point . 

"Cinder, rest." The soldier merely said and returned his gaze to the 
exit of the cave. 

i_**You could simply set yourself over your silly need to act tough 
and sit with us ladiesa€|we are warm enough to keep you 
comf ortable ! ' * *_ The fire-type said, her feelings of anger gaining 
control over her patience. 

"Irrelevant. Sleep. Now." 

Cinder growled with frustration and her nine tails flickered through 
the air once. '_**Stop being such an idiot and simply think about 
your own health! You won't sleep at all against those cold 



rocks ! ' * *_ 

"You chose this position. Hypnotizing didn't work, so I'll take my 
chances . " 

Lucy briefly pondered why her sleep-inducing powers had failed her at 
such a crucial point before realizing what she needed to do. Her 
telepathic signal had been strong enough to knock a feral and very 
adult Aerodactyl flat on its behind for at least a day. If psychic 
powers didn't work with Math for whatever reason, then reasoning had 
to prevail for the moment. 

He checked the entrance to their cave again, while Cinder and Fenrir 
simply returned to sleep. When he did so, she softly glided up to him 
and sat down. His body still felt very cold, but at least she knew 
that he was awake. Lack of sleep never seemed to harm him, but even a 
Spartan should have its limits. 

"I'm sorry." He said hesitantly, like he didn't know which words to 
use . 

'_**What for?'**_ She tried to think of something that he might have 
said that would have been an insult, but she didn't find anything. 
What had he done that deserved an apology? 

"Fora€ | you knowa€ | waking up." 

Oha€ | that . '_**It is okay master, you did not harm me . ' * 

After all the times she had accidentally hurt him, it was only making 
sense that it was now his turn. 

"Good. " 

'_**May I ask what you were dreaming about? '**_ 

She half expected him to give her another hard-edged reply about how 
his feelings were irrelevant to the mission, but instead of trying to 
hide what he felt, he simply gave her an answer. Even though he was 
still staring at a point a meter in front of him, his words were 
coherent and to the point. "I heard a voicea€|like someone was 
talking to me." 

Hold upa€ | he heard a voice? Someone had telepathically contacted him 
in his sleep without any of the realizing it? The only creature that 
was able to do such a thing was a very powerful psychic PokemonaC | and 
she remembered with dread how hostile the Alakazam had been. If 
thata€|that bastard had attempted to hurt her trainer, then she 
would- 

"It was calling me outa€ | telling me that thereaC | are two. 

Twoa€ | duo ' s . Sound familiar?" 

'_**It does not.'**_ 

He remained silent and then softly shifted his position a bit. If he 
didn't get to sleep soon, he might be too tired to continue fighting 
on . 


Lucy guessed that this might be as good a time to test her luck as 



ever and slowly crept closer to her trainer. A psychic Pokemon giving 
him a message in his brief sleep would have to wait. Right now, the 
team needed their sleep if they had any hopes of defeating the evil 
that threatened the land. If she knew Math a€"and she liked to think 
that she did- then he would want to attack at the first rays of 
dawn . 

She softly rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. It 
did not matter what the world would attempt to do to thema€ | they 
would fight to the very end and still come out victorious. 

She felt her trainer's mild confusion at her close proximity, but he 
didn't shove her away or anything. It most likely wasn't important to 
hima€ | 

~ 0 ~ 

Hours usually passed fleeting while being under the influence of a 
cryo-chamber . He always had the most nonsensical and almost 
Escher-like dreams when being under cryo, so his sleep never meant 
actual rest. The two nights spend in Kanto, however, were easier on 
his mind than he had expected. This night? Not so much. He could 
ignore the usual gibberish that made up his dreams, but voices 
calling out to him and then finding himself being woken up by his 
Pokemon a€"after realizing that he was holding said Pokemon in a 
stranglehold? That was not. 

The few hours that he had managed to grab before waking again were 
once again easier, but still did not provide him with actual rest. It 
didn't matter much, really: he was able to perform at optimal 
capacity with only minimal sleep anyway and his planned attack on 
Fuchsia city didn't leave much room for errors. He had four Pokemon 
to utilize in the coming battle and this would be the first time that 
they would operate alone. Well, slightly alone. 

He woke his team up and proceeded to continue on to Fuchsia city, 
stopping only when they had arrived at a reasonable vantage point 
that provided overwatch into the city. As was the case with the rest 
of the towns, this one was also surrounded by very steep hills and 
forests. A particularly large building lay at the outermost east part 
of Fuchsia, completely isolated but also the largest structure in the 
city. If he were to guess, that would be the Gyma€ | the place where 
the Gym leader was supposed to reside. 

The town was less occupied by the Rocket group than he had expected; 
he spotted a total of three grunts walking around, carrying Pokemon 
in cages and not doing anything else than waiting to be shot in the 
head: they were yawning and wasting time and not looking particularly 
active. To top it all off, none of the grunts were armed. 

At the very south side of the city, where the sea separated Fuchsia 
from other places, was a black VTOL aircraft parked. If Rocket were 
so successful and wide-spread that they could afford such a fancy 
vehicle, then the situation in Kanto was worse than he had 
thought . 

The Spartan quickly analyzed the situation and decided what the best 
course of action would be. "Fenrir, you and Cinder will approach the 
city from the north and clear the buildings there for any hostile 
activity. Lucy: you will take Aerodactyl and engage the enemy 



throughout the center. Keep them busy and distracted and carve a path 
to the center. I will take the south route. After that, you will 
rendezvous with me at the Pokemon Center." 

His team started to object and reply all at the same time. It was 
frustrating to have two women talking in his head while they were 
conversing in their native language with each other. It didn't help 
that stealth was of the essence and that he desired to get this fight 
over with as quickly as possible. 

"Quiet." He hissed and the trio of Pokemon ceased talking. He quickly 
thought of a way to get them moving as fast as they could: "There are 
Pokemon being kept hostage down there. We will save them." 

That got their attention alright. He grabbed his assault rifle and 
clicked the safety off. He wasn't one for encouraging speeches but he 
had to admit that the feeling of standing on top of a vantage point 
at the break of dawn, being at the verge of coming one step closer to 
unraveling the mystery surrounding ancient Forerunner activity was a 
very satisfying one. He would have to remain careful, lest he become 
careless . 

'_**How do we know when toa€ | rendezvous? ' **_ Cinder asked him. 

"Wait for the signal." He said and hoped that the Pokemon would also 
realize that his signal actually was a signal. 

"Move out." He continued and unleashed his Aerodactyl . The dinosaur 
gave a loud screech and immediately attracted the attention of the 
three Rocket grunts standing in Fuchsia city. They screamed and 
pulled out their PokA© balls, but by that time the attacking group 
had already split up into several two-man cells. Fenrir and Ninetales 
were infiltrating the city from the north, the Spartan from the south 
and Lucy would engage all the forces in the middle area. 

But the super-soldier did no longer worry about the activities of his 
Pokemon; they would have to be able to fend for themselves and this 
was a perfect test of their newfound abilities. Screams of pain and 
surprise and the sounds of breaking wood indicated that Aerodactyl 
was doing the one thing that it should be good at: causing chaos and 
destruction. Not unlike a Spartan, he had to admit. 

Lucy's way of engaging the enemy was more refined and subtle; if she 
was successful, he wouldn't even hear any evidence of her fights at 
all. The female Pokemon was a mystery to him; she was no longer the 
creature that he had come to understand. She was so mature nowa€ | yet 
her behavior was so strange. Her talks about emotions were growing 
more frequent, yet she only demonstrated that she cared for him. In a 
more obvious way than the Kirlia form had. After this was over, he 
would use his Pokedex on her to gather more information. She was 
prone to emotions, but less so than she used to be. Her physical 
powers had increased dramatically; but whether it was stable or not 
was still up to debate. 

He had felt a strange energy in the air when he had first exited the 
Celadon Gym, for instance. It might have just been the latent energy 
signatures of the ruined Forerunner machines, but he could have sworn 
that the effect wasa€ i psychic . 


Then again, he wasn't exactly and expert on Pokemon and psychic 



activities. He was an expert of warfare: and he would demonstrate 
that here and now. 


The soldier moved through the buildings like a shadow; pausing only 
to club an unsuspecting Rocket Grunt on the head when the man was 
about to engage the flying Aerodactyl with his pokemon. The houses 
were still filled with scared and subdued citizens; one of the people 
inhabiting such a structure was in possession of some curious 
Intel . 

"The Gym leader of Fuchsia is Kogaa€ | be careful around him! He is a 
Ninja and a master at the arts of stealth; you won't see him coming 
until it is too late!" 

He noted the apparent awe that the man used in his description of the 
gym-leader and moved on. If his team would be any good at listening 
to orders, then the two quadruped Pokemon were chasing the members of 
team Rocket to the center of the town, throwing more meat in the 
grinder for Lucy and Aerodactyl. It would allow him to keep moving 
and more importantly: disturb any and all Rocket activities deemed 
too valuable to be interrupted by an enemy attack. If there were any 
ongoing investigations or experiments, he would find them and break 
them off. The fact that Team Rocket was so easily in control of more 
than half of Kanto while a human-hating Pokemon was ruling said 
Region, then they were undoubtedly linked to that Pokemon and with 
him, to the Forerunners . 

The Spartan cleared house after house, only stopping to search for 
the occasional clue or to free the caged pokemon that were captured 
by team Rocket. Soon the freed animals were so numerous that they 
actually decided to return the favor by engaging the corrupt humans, 
showing a remarkable higher cognitive ability. The many Pokemon 
flying, running and floating around made it more and more difficult 
for the criminals to keep their defenses up and soon he could spot at 
least half a dozen of the black-clad people running away in terror 
from the rampaging Aerodactyl, shrieking in fear as the large Pokemon 
plucked one of them from the ground as easily as a bird would do to a 
berry . 

He took the element of surprise and shot all six of them in their 
chests in the span of a second. He didn't care whether they lived or 
died, but he would not deliberately shoot unarmed hostiles in the 
head when his Pokemon were so opposed to the idea. It wouldn't do him 
any good to alienate them any further, especially now that the 
boundaries of respect and loyalty had shifted so intensely. 

The men screamed in agony as the 7 . 62 mm rounds tore through their 
bodies and collapsed. The Spartan did not bother to check any of them 
for life signs and continued on to the south, where the black chopper 
was on the verge of taking off. A man with a white coat and long, 
grey hair was sitting in the cargo door holding a small, brown canine 
with long ears. The scientist turned around and looked at him, before 
yelling something to the pilot and banging at the door. 

He would not get away. 

The super-soldier took two powerful strides that left deep 
impressions on the soft ground, accelerating to a speed of forty 
kilometers in a few seconds. He covered the remaining hundred meters 
in less than ten seconds and jumped high in the air when the VTOL 



took off, using his strong muscles to propel him high into the air. 
Time slowed and his vision turned grey and exceptionally colourful at 
alternating intervals. He steadied the carbine with one hand and 
squeezed off a salvo just when the scientist was about to aim a gun 
at the Pokemon he was transporting. The reason for that particular 
act of violence was lost forever as the Full Metal-Jacket rounds 
penetrated his skull and destroyed his brain, splashing blood in the 
brown creature and sending bits of tissue flying through the air. In 
a spastic fit of muscle contractions the cage containing the small 
Pokemon was send sailing through the air a€"in an opposite direction 
of the chopper's movement, sending it straight into the spinning 
blades . 

Math forced his balancing point forwards and caused his back to turn 
towards the ground; the aircraft and him were now flying at least six 
meters above the ground and he did not enter the plane, he would not 
get a second chance at catching what had to be vital personal a€"even 
if it was only a chopper pilot. 

He fired a shot at the door, causing the man behind the door to duck 
and temporarily lose control over the craft. Then the soldier felt 
his boot connect with the metal frame and used it as a leverage point 
to push himself even higher into the air, towards the cage with the 
creature. If it was important to the enemy, he wanted it. 

The Pokemon was yelping in terror and even through steeled senses, 
its fear was apparent to him. His fingers brushed against the steel 
frame and he felt his finger slip past the metal bars one by one 
a€"until his thumb hooked itself behind one of the bars and tore the 
construction out if doomed trajectory into the chopper blades. Now 
that the cage was almost secured, he could focus on the less 
important task: securing the VTOL and taking the pilot prisoner. No 
problem. 

Holding the cage in one hand and his rifle in the other, he wrapped 
his unarmed arm around the metal shaft of the chopper's tail rotor. 

It was small enough for him to dissipate enough momentum to keep on 
the helicopter, while at the same time being sturdy enough to not 
break off at his not-so-gent le touch. 

So he was lucky oncea€ | nice timing. The Spartan jumped again and 
landed in the cargo tray; realizing that during his actions the 
vehicle had gained another ten meters in the air. So much for the 
luck thinga€ | 

"Turn back!" He yelled at the pilot and walked up to the door, ready 
to tear it out of its frame if needed. "Now!" 

It was only normal for any human being in that exact position 
a€"being attacked by a flying superhuman soldier with a caged Pokemon 
in one hand and a large assault weapon in the other- to be scared 
shitless . 

The pilot was screaming gibberish right now and because of his lack 
of rationality, the man did not realize that he was steering the 
vehicle straight towards the only skyscraper in the city. 

'_Luck is a word I should never even think abouta€ | ' _Math thought in 
frustration as his mind raced to come up with a way to solve the 
problem. He had three things he needed to carry and only room for two 



a€"one if he wanted to land safely. 


The small creature shrieked again and got his attention. _It was a 
pokemona€ j and pokemon could be carried very easily. _ 

It was almost like Lucy had managed to construct this scenario just 
to get him to gather another member for the increasingly frustrating 
team: the only way for him to save the seemingly important pokemon, 
the actually important pilot and his weapon plus himself would 
bea€ i oh damnit . 

As if things weren't bad enough, he could see the Aerodactyl suddenly 
thinking of the VTOL as a playmate: it charged at the helicopter and 
extended its razor-sharp claws. 

He sighed immensely and tore the cage containing the fluffy animal 
apart, creating room for his PokA© ball to work its magic and capture 
the creature. Then he stuffed both his newest addition and his rifle 
away between his gear and tore open the door, snatched the pilot out 
of the cockpit and jumped out of the doomed aircraft in the span of 
two seconds. Time returned to normal again and he felt the lurging 
sensation of freefall in his stomach for a brief, crazy moment. 

Then his right hand grabbed the veracious dinosaur's ankle and the 
Spartan felt the dead weight of the pilot hanging from his left hand 
pulling at his shoulder. 

Too bad that the combined weight of both a Spartan in full combat 
gear and a scientist a€"who had to weigh at least ninety kilograms- 
was too much for Aerodactyl to bear. It screamed with rage at the 
sudden increase of gravity and then lost attitude fast. 

Really fast. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_My father might be a member of team Rocket, but that does not give 
you the right to act like that ! "_ 

"_Dear girl, I am not acting like anything. I just presumed you felt 
the need to appease to your daddy at the same time as the confusion 
of the choice between Rocket and your own path, which made your 
behaviour all the more irrational . 

"_How did you? Never mind; just leave us alone! 

- Janine, daughter of Koga, to Operative S. 


~ 0 ~ 

**I was in time for the new year! I hope that this chapter was worth 
the wait; because next week I will once again leave on a trip to the 
dutch Biesbosch with some good friends, where we will be indulging in 
the luxury of actually having a roof above our heads when it is 
snowing. I wish you all a very, very happy new year and a merry 
2014 !** 

**Also a merry Christmas, but that is a different story. Until next 
time ! ** 



24. The beginning 


**Hello! Back again with another chapter. I really had a lot of fun 
in the Biesbosch, although for the Dutchmen amongst my readers? The 
lightning storm on Friday the 3th? Yeah, I was in the middle of that. 
Lightning left, lightning right, lightning front and center and 
covering our six. We even witnessed a strike at approximately 200 
meters distanceaC i god I thought about Math-011 and how he got toasted 
by the Raichu. It didn't help that we were basically seeking shelter 
on an islanda€|in a shackaC i next to a large gas-tanka€ | next to a 
large housea€ | in front of some treesa€ | soaking wet by the 
raina€ i while my friends were making scientific comments about how we 
could die in six different ways.** 

**Also have any of you tried reading this story while listening to 
Sabaton? It's pretty wicked, you should try it sometimes. ** 

**Lay Down Hunter: **** thanks for the compliments! There is a 
littleaC i thingaC i about the Aerodactyl that makes it a 
bita€ i different . Also: the relationships? A little warning to the 
readers: don't think I have suddenly become predictable. For all you 
know I might be pairing Mewtwo with Fenrir!** 

a€|**okay, a little bit extreme but still :) ** 

**And be careful! I'd wager that Cinder might be more trouble than 
she would initially showaC i hihihi . Also, congratulations on your 
Longest Review! I personally LOVE long reviews: it's like reading 
little stories. Keep up the awesome work!** 

**ZombieSlayers**** : a€ | ouch. I cringed when I saw that mistake 


* *Dracologistmaster : * * * * I am going to provide a scientific answer 
that might irritate you a bit: both. Yes they are history and yes 
they are important to the story. *laughs evilly*** 

* *Spartan-2 62 : ****don't worry; you're not the only one who suspected 
a gay Pokemon I guess. ** 

**And I admit: I messed up with has/wasa€ | but hey! Learning 
curve ! * * 

**Thelonewanderll7 : ****I will answer with the one answer every 
ponderer amongst our ranks fear: spoilers baby!** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ****I love making innuendos. And 
yes! Cute little Eevee amongst telepathic women and bloodthirsty 
beast sa€ | will that end well?** 

**People! Forgive me for babbling SO much. I have read fanfictions 
where the Author Notes area€ | negligible in length. ( two lines! TWO!) 
Does it bother you?** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 



"—Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Speech ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. Does it work 
yet? Does it? Does it? I think it doesaC i 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 37 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 37- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 36- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Aerodactyl, lvl 13 a€" significant moves: bite, wing attack, 
supersonic . 

Eevee, lvl 15 - significant moves: tackle, sand attack. 

~ 0 ~ 

The time approaches/the moment is getting near/soon my plan will 

fly . 

"_Your fight is not won yeta€ | SHE is still out there. She will 
provide them with a means to stop us a€"unless we destroy them 
now . "_ 

'_Your fear has no ground/they will not meet her alive/you will stop 
them soon . 

"_You finally trust me to do that thenaC | your arrogance is blinding 
you. But my powersaC | grant me sight. "_ 

'_Your sight will fail you/ energy can not be seen/reclamation 
nears . 

"_What ? 

'_He is reclaimer/out living his potential/death will come for 
him. 

"_Are you planning on activating the machine? "_ 

'_His allies will come/The ships shall stop them easy/the wave will 
kill him. 

"_I will depart from the temple and start the voyage 
myself ! 

~ 0 ~ 


There were plenty of ways with which he had managed to save himself 



out of a hairy situation; using every firearm that was every created, 
for example. Using every single vehicle save for a mongoose, for 
instance. He had even performed several high-altitude jumps to escape 
a doomed aircraft vehicle, all of which had resulted in a very 
disoriented enemy. 

Hostage taking? Not once though. Genocide? Only against Innies and a 
gang of Jackels. Hanging by the claw of a recently resurrected 
Dinosaur in a Forerunner -ruled world? That was a new one for him. 

But it could be worse than simply hanging from the claws of a 
bloodthirsty giant baby-Dinosaur; he could be holding a hostile 
scientist in his hand, of which the added weight was enough to pull 
said Dinosaur to the ground. 

No. It could NOT be worse than his current predicament. And as he saw 
the ground racing up to meet him, he started to wonder whether taking 
action or not would result in the situation deteriorating faster. In 
the end he simply thought 'screw it' and let go of the Aerodactyl . At 
that point he was still more than twelve feet above the ground and if 
he held on to the scientist too, the man would probably not survive 
the fall without severe wounds. 

So he pulled the man up and pushed him away with his feet, sending 
him sailing through the air and landing in the water a€"a point which 
was only half a meter deep, but still. 

He needed the man alive; whether he was wounded or not was 
irrelevant . 

His feet hit the ground and he instinctively sank through his knees 
as far as he could, before rolling multiple times to dissipate his 
remaining momentum and coming upright with his assault rifle at the 
ready. He focused on the noises in the background and heard frantic 
screaming courtesy of Rocket, wild screeching courtesy of Aerodactyl, 
the roaring thunder of flames courtesy of Cinder and nothing 
elsea€ | courtesy of Lucy, whose way of attacking had to be the 
sneakiest one he had encountered up to no in this world. 

A dull crack in the distance, followed by the sounds of a wall coming 
crashing to the ground indicated that Fenrir was still up and at 
them. Since he had evolved in a Nidorino, the poison-type had done 
nothing but growing even larger and bulkier. He had to bea€|what, 
four feet tall? At least. His horn was more than ten inches long and 
a€"in contrast to his knifes- poisonous. 

An armoured creature like that could be a true menace if it was 
trained properly. And he liked to think that he did train his Pokemon 
properly, at least in the case of the original three. He had mixed 
feelings about the prehistoric animal and the newest 'addition' to 
his team was downright a disaster. There was only one reason why he 
had even bothered taking the fluffy creation with him and that was 
because it was important to the enemy and thus automatically 
important to him. 

He was slightly thankful that not everything worked like 

thata€ | otherwise he would be too scared shitless to continue fighting 

if he had to feel everything that his enemies felt. 


But he had to admit to himself, the helicopter that was about to 
crash into the ground would give the biggest 'boom' of it all. The 



metal bird slammed tail-first into the ground and was send spinning 
into the nearest buildingA^ causing major collateral damage before 
its spinning blades embedded themselves in something solid, tearing 
themselves out of the chassis while the chopper continued smashing 
through the building until only its tail poked out of the 
structure . 

Then half of the building collapsed on top of the bird, causing its 
engine to cave in and some pyroclastic element to ignite, seeing as 
the thing suddenly exploded and sent shrapnel _everywhere_. He took a 
few lightning-fast steps and jumped to the ground behind a small 
metal fence, hoping that his target was still alive enough to answer 
his questions. 

He got to his feet and moved towards the unconscious form of the 
scientist and plucked the man out of the water before he could drown. 
What could possibly be so important about the Pokemon that it was 
worth taunting a Spartan with hostage-keeping? There was something 
missing in his heada€|all the pieces all the separate parts of a 
puzzle he needed to solvea€ i there were a few missing and yet they 
were lying right in front of his face, staring at him. 

What was it that he was missing? What did he not see that was so 
blatantly obvious? He would find out either way, he was sure of that. 
So he hoisted the man onto his shoulders and moved back to the center 
of the town, where he had promised his team he would be after giving 
them a signal. 

He had been unsure about what the signal would be until he had 
eventually given it, but the exploding chopper and the collapsing 
building seemed like good enough a signal as any. His team would 
probably link it to his tendency for total destruction and 
extrapolate that he had done it on purposea€ i they were simple-minded 
like that. 

Also like UNSC marines, but that was a different scenario 
altogether . 

He navigated his way past the various members he had knocked out 
during his own infiltration and was satisfied to see that they were 
still very much unconscious. His team had also stopped their violent 
rampage, meaning that either they were dead or their enemy was. 

And given the fact that he had not heard any gunshots or explosions 
besides his own, the first scenario was VERY unlikely. 

The Pokemon center was dead ahead, with part of it being on fire and 
another part littered with black-clad bodies. Apparently Lucy and 
Aerodactyl had managed to work together to a limited degree alright; 
all these men looked like they were peacefully sleeping, while their 
Pokemon were lying on the ground bleeding and trashing, completely 
beaten into submission. 

During his little trip to the center of the city, the prehistoric 
Pokemon had attempted at least twice to sweep down and murder one of 
the beaten Pokemon, only for Lucy to glare at him with an angry 
expression, sending the creature skywards again. He would have to 
teach that creature some proper manners one of these days; while 
checking to make sure your targets were dead was a proper technique 
for a soldier, these creatures were only obeying their trainers 



because ofa€|well, their duty as a captured Pokemon, according to 
Lucy. Once beaten, they would be no more threat until the Rocket 
members healed them. And seeing as they were either killed or 
otherwise hindered, that too would be unlikely. 

"Status report." He called as soon as his Pokemon was within hearing 
distance. She turned around and as she realized who was calling her, 
her expression changed. Judging by her submissive behaviour and kind 
attitude towards him in general, it had to be a positive change. Was 
someone whimpering around there? 

1 **Master ! ' ** She happily cooed in his mind. '_**You are 

alright ! ' * *_ 

Of course he was? Why wouldn't he be? 

Shrugging, he said: "Sure, why not?" and continued towards the 
Pokemon Center, where there were bound to be prisoners being kept 
inside. Seriously, who was whimpering? 

<_**The explosiona€ | destroyed building and gunshot s ?'* *_The psychic 
suggested . 

Oh yes, that might be a reason form him to be hurt alright. No 
matter; he was fine and that was final. Dumping the body of the 
scientist against the wall, next to the normal grunts, he glanced at 
Lucy again. 

"Call Aerodactyl down." He ordered her and moved to the back of the 
Pokemon Center, where he had been hearing all kinds of noises. 

He checked his remaining ammunition a€"four and a half clips for the 
assault weapon remaining- before rounding the corner with his weapon 
at the ready. And he was NOT ready for the sight that lay before him, 
that was for sure. 

Cinder was sitting on the ground, looking absolutely relaxed while 
her nine tails were waving through the air. Had he not been so 
self-knowing he would have thought that the vixen was looking amused. 
But she_ was_ staring at something, so when he followed her gaze to 
whatever target she had in mind, he saw that she was staring at five 
cowering men in their underwear. Their Rocket-uniforms were nowhere 
to be seen a€"unless the scattered ashes that littered the ground 
used to be called 'clothes', in that case he had a faint idea where 
their clothes could have gone. 

"What," he started, "are you doing?" 

The vixen shifted her gaze to him and her eyes twinkled with apparent 
amusement. '_**Hello therea€ | came here to join them?'**_ She 
mentioned with her head to the gathered men standing against the wall 
a€"who all turned to look at her. Was she doing the annoying psychic 
thing where she would talk to everyone present? 

And why would he join the ranks of team Rocket? He had just 
eliminated their entire presence in the city, that wouldn't make a 
lick of sense. 

Or did she mean that he wanted to join the ranks of the men right 
_there_? Standing almost naked, at the mercy of a fire-type? A female 



fire-type nonetheless? He would pass, thank you very much. 

Or did she specifically mean that she wanted to see him naked? Her 
new behaviour was really confusing, but he wouldn't place it above a 
creature evolved like a mystical Kitsune to try and mess with his 
head . 

"Why? Selections for a new mate?" He gave his reply a split-second 
after her initial comment, courtesy of his well-developed mind. 

Wella€ | developed might be a loose term right about now. Still, he was 
way faster than anything on this planet and he knew that most animals 
did theiraC i weird stuff together with an individual that was called a 
' mate ' . 

And the grunts turned to look at him again. 

'_**Dep en d S a€ | are you of f ering? ' * *_ 

And the Rockets looked at her again. Did they think they were 
watching a game of tennis? 

"Would youa€ | hump me a€ | if I did?" He was being serious with that; 
he didn't know where the creature drew the line with her jokes and 
for all he knew, she was being dead serious too. If he countered her 
comments in the wrong waya€ | she might see his behaviour as an advance 
upon her. He had never heard of a relationship between a Pokemon and 
a Human and the mere thought of it was too strange to think about, 
but her attitude was seriously hinting at a superior awareness of the 
possibility. And perhaps it wasa€ | commonaC | in this region? There was 
no way of finding out. At least no way he wanted to try. 

Or she was reading his mind in some way and concluding the best way 
to freak him out. He made a mental note to figure out how mental 
warfare worked and prepared himself for a series of escalating 
answers . 

' _* *Not in front of all these people, no. Or is that what you 
want ? ' * *_ 


Cue Rockets looking at her again. Was he seriously having a sexually 
tinted conversation with a telepathic Pokemon resembling a vixen in 
front of a row of terrorists? This was NOT what he had in mind when 
took her with him in the first place. 

"You were a child a few days ago." 

And they looked at him. 

'_**Doe S that bump you off?'**_ 

And that was where he drew the straw. He gestured at the captured 
people and said: "Execute them or knock them out. You're not 
Covenant . " 

Without waiting for her reply, he turned around and marched back to 
where he had left the remainder of his team. Lucy, Aerodactyl and 
a€"wait, where was Fenrir? 


0 



When his trainer had told him that he would have to team up with 
Cinder, he hadn't really expected a sneaky operation to commence. The 
Ninetales might be a very stealthy creature a€"she sure had the 
elegance and flexibility to work with it a€"but her attitude might be 
a problem. 

She had an issue with leadership; namely that she didn't consider 
anyone to be her alpha. The female was acting like nobody was her 
boss and the only reason why had not yet tried to bash the fact that 
she had to obey the human in her head, was that she was a girl. 

And he never, ever wanted to be violent against females. No matter 
how annoying they were. 

But as the trainer split up from their group and Lucy joined with the 
Aerodactyl to assault the human village, he started to doubt a few 
things. But seeing as he and his companion had to be sneaky, that 
would have to wait. He always liked to ponder the meaning of life 
when he was busy beating his enemies into submission and he would 
have to wait with difficult thinking for when he would be 
fighting . 

"**Soa€|we need to clear the north side of the village?"** The 
fire-type asked him with amusement. "**Couldn't we just set fire to 
the houses and be done with it?"** 

"★★Clearing is clearing. Otherwise we would be told to 'destroy'. Our 
alpha wants us to beat our foes until they admit defeat."** 

" * * That is one way of putting it."** She gave her reply and took a 
few fast steps to overtake him. "**So for now they get all the fun 
while we sneak about?"** 

He gave it a long thought before answering her. " * *Basically , 
yes . "** 

"★★And you think it fair?"** 
n * * ye s " * * 

"★★Because you have already assumed his command?"** 

"★★Basically, yes."** 

"★★But do you agree with it?"** 

"★★With what?"** 

" * * H i s choices."** 

It was not his position to agree or not; he had been given an order 
and he would execute it, for the good of their pack. "**Wella€iit is 
not position to question him."** 

" * *Fine . " * * 

They reached the first house, a large wooden structure with multiple 
holes filled with glass. The humans liked to call those 'widows', for 
whatever reason. 



"**Aft e r you!" **The female said. Good; she was already starting to 
accept her position as his inferior. He had come second to their 
trainer, while she had come third. Meaning that she was new and that 
she had to follow his orders. It was very simple, really. 

"**Thank you."** He said and took a few steps backwards to prepare 
for his charge. He wasn't the largest specimen of his species; that 
honour went to the oldest individuals that had yet to evolve. Not 
everyone had the luck to meet up with a human to train them and even 
fewer had the luck to get in touch with the Stones of Power, which 
could enable their royal evolutions. But still he took great proud in 
his prowess and he was sure that he could knock all but the strongest 
Rock-types flan on their behinds . 

He smashed his body against the door and crushed the wooden frame to 
splinters, enabling his packmate to follow him inside of the den. 
There were two of the black-furred humans inside, both of which were 
so completely unaware of their presence that he could basically stab 
them both with his horn before they could even realize it. But that 
was a cowardly act; you didn't catch your foes sleeping, you gave 
them a chance to defend themselves and fight with honour. 

He growled his challenge for anyone to hear before charging at the 
two humans. The first one got slung against the wall, where he 
slumped to the ground and stayed there. The second one was about to 
yell something when a large, white-golden Pokemon jumped on top of 
his head and send him crashing to the ground. He too stayed put. 

Smart thing to do; admitting defeat and showing that you were 
inferior . 

Soa€ | thinking time. Where was he again? Oh yes, there. Only the very 
rare dragon-types could possibly hope to make a meal out of him 
a€"for against whom he could simply call in the assist of his 
teammates. The Ancient Pokemon that went by the name of Aerodactyl 
could learn some very-lethal techniques that would make short work of 
dragons. And Lucy's prowess had yet to be matched by their enemies. 
The strange Pokemon was a unique speciesa€|he had actually never seen 
her before; none of her evolutionary forms, to be honest. 

Where had she even come from? Her smell wasa€ | strange . A few days 
before this fight he would have dismissed his inability to identify 
her by her odour as simple hormone confusiona€ | but now? He was not 
too sure. The psychic-type smelled unnaturala€ | like she didn't belong 
in their world. Perhaps it was because she was such a powerful being, 
or because her powers might shift her body. 

He moved through the building and smashed through another door, 
before Cinder caught up with him and told him that she wanted to get 
the next 'house'. 

That was fine with him. And as the Ninetales prepared to break the 
next door, it suddenly hit him that the Alakazam's stench had felt 
slightly twisted, but that was because of his teleporting tendency. 
After he had stuck around for a while, the Pokemon had started to 
smell more natural. So why would a being like that smell more natural 
than Lucy did? Was it because she was a female that he had never 
encountered before? Perhaps it was his own intelligence 
lackinga€ | perhaps his ally could shed some light on it. 


" * *Hey Cinder?"** 


He asked her after she had burned the door to 



ashes . 


"**What is it?"** She replied and barged inside of the room. 

"**I wanted to hear something from you."** 

"**Want me to sing?"** 

No. Silly female. "**Hold your humor for yourselfa€|I want to know 
whether you met someone like Lucy before?"** 

The Pokemon paused for a second before using her Confuse Ray on the 
three humans that were running around the house. The sounds of alarm 
were getting to his sensitive ears and he realized that Lucy and the 
Aerodactyl must have stirred up half the village. Their trainer 
really was good at picking teams. 

"**Is this some foolish and love-blinded attempt to make me help 
you? " * * 

"**What? No! I was being serious. Did you meet another member of her 
species before?"** 

She took a few seconds to ponder his question, while he took the time 
to attack the nearest human before it could call for its own Pokemon. 
He was too late and one of the balls hit the ground, revealing the 
flying bat that they liked so much to use in battles. What was it, a 
Golbat ? 

"**Noa€|then again, there are quite a few Pokemon I have never met 
before . " * * 

It was true. They had yet to meet a large percentage of the species 
out thereaC | yet he couldn't help but feel strange about that answer. 
He for one had instinctive knowledge of every enemy he encountered. 
Shouldn't Cinder have the same thing? And if he did indeed possess 
the ability to recognize very hostile Pokemon, then why didn't he 
recognize Lucy? 

There was somethingaC | if fy about the situation. But alright, for now 
he would simply continue on fighting as long as it was 
necessary . 

"**But you do know the ones you met and you recognize them the moment 
you spot them?"** 

" * *Perhapsa€ | but there is one thing that bothers me."** 

So she did share his concerns? Perhaps they could work together to 
solve the problem. 

"**What is it?"** 

"**You did not say 'please'! "** 

FemalesaC | so frustrating. "**I am higher of rank. I do not need to 
say please . " * * 

"**Are you now? Did I meet the last clan-meeting where that was 
decided? " * * 



"**Pack! Not clan! And this was decided the moment you became 
packmember . " * * 


"**Go get stuck in a glass doora€|"** 

He liked her better when she was still a helpless cuba€ | her attitude 
was becoming a big problem here. 

The two of them continued working their way past the human defenses 
until the noises of battle became too loud to simply ignore. 

"**Does that ridiculous reptile have to insist ina€| screaming like 
that?"** Cinder said, seemingly to no one. However he still felt 
compelled to answer her, for _whatever_ reason. 

"**I guess so."** And what a useful answer that wasa€ 

They were about to attack a pair of humans looking outside of a 
window, directing orders to their own Pokemon that were busy 
repelling the combined assault, when Cinder suddenly jumped 
backwards . 

"**Cover ! "** She yelled. He was about to give her a retort when the 
roof suddenly caved in and exploded. A large shadow flew overhead and 
a screaming body was dumped at high speeds to the insides of the 
building. He had the brief time to identify the falling Pokemon as a 
Machoke, before the body smashed into the small room and obliterated 
the floor. His armoured skin was pelted by dozens of sharp 
projectiles made of wood, but thankfully none of them managed to 
pierce his hide. 

The sudden weightlessness underneath his body however, was a problem. 
The humans were in bigger trouble than he was a€"their skin had not 
protected them against the shrapnel created by Aerodactyl ' s shared 
dive-bomb with the Pokemon in his claws- and their falls were bound 
to be more painful than his. 

"**Fenrir!" **The worried voice of Cinder echoed through the ruined 
frame of the house as he fell to the ground, followed by at least ten 
kilograms of destroyed pieces of wood. 

And his landing was still not pleasant. His body hit the ground with 
a loud 'Thud! ' and he felt the pain of multiple round objects 
underneath his slightly less armoured bellya€ | quickly followed by an 
entire roof worth of wood. Why did these things always have to happen 
to him? 

The few rays of sunlight were blocked out as a piece of debris hit 
him on his head and obscured the one hole in his new harness of 
destroyed stuff. He shifted his body and hoped that the weigh was 
manageable, but when he didn't budge an inch he started to worry a 
bit . 

Cue more frantic and trashing movements. That caused the entire pile 
of rubble that he now was to shake and tremble violently, but he 
still couldn't free himself. Damnit ! 

'_**Fe nr ir? Can you hear me? ' **_ A voice said in his mind. Was he 
hallucinating or did someone actually talk to him? WAIT! Two of his 



teammates were telepaths. He sort of forgot about thata€|but still, 
the fact that he wasn't alone in the fight and that Cinder had not 
abandoned him gave him hope and he redoubled his efforts to get out. 
Multiple dull impacts indicated that he had succeeded in making the 
destroyed structure shake violent enough to give him more rubble to 
worry about . 

" * * I ' m here!"** He yelled, hoping that the female could hear him. If 
he could just free his front-paws, then he could move forwards and 
free his hindlegs and free himself by kicking. 

That or he could just trash around until he had accomplished it; 
trashing always seemed to help with things. 

He growled and strained his muscles to their fullest extent, while 
shaking his rump as wildly as he could. Slowly and steadily, the 
debris on top of his body started to move too. More and more pieces 
fell on the ground and he could finally move his front legs again 
a€"meaning that he could move a bit forward and start the violent 
way . 

He kicked with all his might to the rubble behind him and his claws 
connected with a satisfying 'crash!' 

He slowly tore the pile of rubbish to pieces and was surprised to see 
a blur of white in his ever-growing line of sight. 

Was that Cinder? 

"**I managed to find a way down. Are you alright?"** She now asked 
him with her voice, still sounding all worried. 

" * *Finea€ | " * * He growled and heaved himself out of the mess that 
Aerodactyl had created. "**I'm finea€|" **Then he smiled at her, 
happy that she had still felt the need to check on 
him . 

" * *Gooda€ | " * * The Ninetales said, seemingly recollecting herself. 
"**That isa€ | good . " * * She stared at him for a few seconds before 
realizing that it wasn't considered polite to do so and quickly 
stopped . 

"**Still want to hear the thing that bothered me?"** 

"**Yes. Go aheadaC | please ."* * 

"**I have the feeling that something is bothering hera€ | aside from 
the very obvious death-threat to her trainer. She looks moreaC prone 
to emotional outbursts."** 

He was about to correct her when she started talking again. "**In a 
different way than before her evolution. Now shea€|gets cold angry 
instead of hot angry."** 

"**Is her temperature relevant?"** 

"**In a way, yes."** 

He didn't understand what the golden Pokemon said, but he had his own 
opinion to add. "**Her smell is unnatural. She doesn't smell like 



anything I have ever smelled beforea€ | and that is not a 
compliment . " * * 

The Ninetales seemed thoughtful for a moment, before sighing and 
closing her eyes. 

"**Either way, I have found five more people standing at the next 
house, close to our meeting point. Their Pokemon have all but been 
wiped out by Lucy and her little peta€|but an Arbok and a Raticate 
were ordered to warn the gym. If you intercept them, I will take care 
of their masters."** 

"**Deal. "** He said and ran off. It occurred to him that the 
Fire-type had seemingly been very worried about, after acting like a 
dominant littleaC i thing . What was with the females on his 
pack? 

~ 0 ~ 

A wild gust kicking up sand and gust indicated that Aerodactyl had 
landed again, but the wild creature was currently the least of his 
concerns. He needed to know where Fenrir had gone; had the Pokemon 
been wounded? Killed? 

a€ | attracted by a butterfly? Hell he didn't know. 

"Lucy!" He barked, not taking the time to try and make his voice 
sound friendly. "Where is Fenrir?" 

Much to her credit, the Pokemon didn't waste time by asking 
questions; instead immediately focusing and trying to find the 
poison-type with her mind. 

' * *Cinder told me that he was going after two escaping Pokemon. 

Shall I intercept ?'* *_ 

"Do it." He ordered her and watched as the psychic Pokemon teleported 
away. It was strange for Fenrir to take a new spin on the 
missiona€ | was he simply thinking ahead or had he actually developed a 
tactical mind? But why would two escaping Pokemon be important to 
hima€|this either had something to do with the raging hormones in his 
system or a deeper reason for chasing the two. No matter; Lucy would 
bring the bulky poisonous rabbit back and he would have a stern talk 
with him. 

Damna€ | he sounded like an old drill-sergeant. At least that wasn't 
completely negativea€ i drill-sergeant s usually were the most capable 
marines he knew. 'Too badass to fight' according to one of his fellow 
Spartans, a long time ago. 

What was that faint growling sound? 

He turned around and realized that the one reason for the 
Aerodactyl ' s supposed calm behaviour was Lucya€ | whom he had sent 
away . 

"Cindera€|" He said, meeting the savage Rock-type head-on. "Get to my 
position now . " 

The dinosaur growled and revealed his serrated teeth. For a 



baby-Pokemon, the thing was damn big. It stood as high as a 
full-grown man and given the fact that it was semi-bulletproof and 
could fly, it had to be both built like a tank and a 
dropship . 

Aerodactyl brought his face closer to his and hissed at him, its 
breath smelling like blood and death. Was that how Pokemon sensitive 
to smells thought that he smelled like? He made another mental note, 
this time to ask his team what he smelled like to them. 

The creature was a fortress; it dealt and could take a momentous 
amount of punishment and yet it could fly like a banshee; flexible, 
unpredictable and with high amounts of death-f rom- above . But it 
possessed the mind of a child; seeking only to maim and kill. It 
could be a powerful ally when tameda€|but right now, the only thing 
that could tame it was searching for someone else, leaving him alone 
with a murderous simple-minded monster. 

And while the death-dealing flyer stared him directly in his face, 
murder being the one thing at its mind, he thought of only one 
thing . 

He was going to ride it. 

The creature was strong enough to carry him when he was alone and it 
would make for a major asset in the coming fights if the opponent 
employed flying-types. It was just a tactical decision that had crept 
in his mind, but now that it was there it didn't want to go away 
anymore. He wanted to mount the dinosaur and fly with it and that was 
final . 

'_**Is something wrong- oha€ | I think I left something back at the 
ruined buildinga€ | be right back!'**_ 

So even the cocky vixen didn't want to face the brutal Pokemon by 
herself. So much for all of her so-called skills. 

"Get back here Miss." 

'_**Damnit ! ' **_ 

The Fire-type carefully crept closer to the two of them, but by then 
it was too late for her to do anything. Aerodactyl screamed and 
attacked with its claws a€"only for them to be immediately dodged by 
him when he ducked underneath the limbs and delivered a 
lightning-fast uppercut to the thing's jaw. It screamed and jumped 
backwards, trying to avoid a follow-up attack. The Pokemon wasn't 
fast enough and he received a roundhouse kick for its troubles, 
sending it sprawling to the ground. 

'_**For the record, I was merely trying to capture the humans instead 
of killing them! I didn't plan anything strange. '**_ Cinder chose 
that moment to distract him, enabling the Rock-type to possibly see 
an opening, causing it to attack. 

"Of course you didn't." He replied and rolled to his side, avoiding a 
charge in his opponent's side. "You are a Pokemon, they are human. 
Simple . " 


The dinosaur crashed into a building and he took his opportunity to 



jump at it and wrestle it into submission. He locked his arms behind 
the creature's spiked head and grabbed his right hand with his left, 
pinning the Pokemon down in a chokehold that only a Brute could 
wrestle out of. 

It screamed and started trashing around, using its razor-sharp claws 
to slash and beat at him. He in turn, twisted and bend his body to 
avoid getting disemboweled by them. If he still had his armour then 
this wouldn't be happening in the first place and he was really not 
happy with the authority-issues that his team was developing at the 
moment . 

But despite his flexible bending and moving, one of the claws still 
managed to cut a small hole in the pocket where he was keeping his 
PokA© Balls. The newest addition to his team rolled out onto the 
floor and by sheer bad-lucked coincidence, it hit a rock and opened. 
The fluffy brown-furred Pokemon inside of it was called into being 
and it immediately drew the attention of everyone around 
it . 


"_Vee?"_ It said and looked upon the world with its big, innocent 
eyes . 

Aerodactyl turned to look at it and the Spartan briefly wondered why 
its attention had dissipated like that. The creature was gawking at 
the little Pokemon with uncanny amusement, something like he had not 
seen before. Why was it so interested by the thing? 

'_**Where did THAT come from! ' **_ Cinder asked him, crawling closer 
to his position to take a good look at the newest Pokemon. 

"Long storyaC | I stole it from a Rocket scientist whom I captured." 
Basically a short story, now that he came to think about it. 

i_**You captured another Pokemon for our team? How wonderful !'* *_ 
Cinder replied. Was she being sarcastic or simply honest? 

Lucy teleported behind the creature, with Fenrir at her side. Her 
large eyes shifted downwards and focused on the small brown animal 
that was sitting a feet in front of her. 

'_**You took another Pokemon with you master? '**_ Lucy asked him with 
her familiar, ever so gentle voice. 

"Not. My. First. Choice." He grunted as the Aerodactyl started 
trashing wilder than ever before. Had the new Pokemon invigorated it 
with new murder-instincts? Or was it simply hungry? 

Or was it thinking about something else? Or why was everybody so 
obsessed with his tactical decision to capture another 
Pokemon? 

y 0 u will allow me masteraC | '**_ Lucy told him and her eyes 
grew green again. The Dinosaur continued fighting in his grip, but 
his own muscles were more than strong enough to keep it pinned and 
the combined effort of Lucy's psychic and his physical prowess was 
sufficient to knock the animal in a deep sleep. Or coma; he didn't 
care which one. 


It really did help to know how to choke creatures into an unconscious 



state. It had enabled him to complete a string of very complicated 
missionsaC i although he had needed to learn his techniques all over 
again due to his MJOLNIR armour. 

Something that more than one unlucky trainer back at training had 
found out the hard way. 

As soon as the Aerodactyl had lost consciousness and fell into a deep 
sleep, he released it and let the large head slump to the ground with 
an audible 'thud'. 

"That was easy." He remarked and stepped back from the sleeping 
dinosaur. "Soa€|got the targets?" 

The Nidorino growled impatiently and nodded with his head, indicating 
that he had indeed taken care of their little problem. He didn't want 
to make a major point of his Pokemon running off to take care of 
hostiles themselves without orders; he was simply glad that they had 
finally worked out a way to think for themselves. 

Lucy knelt down to meet the little Pokemon and then reached out to 
pet it. It flinched away the moment her hand came close to it, 
indicating a severe distrust for other beings. Probably part of being 
encaged by humans . 

'_**It is a female Pokemona€ i a young one, but older than the 
resurrected one. She is scared of everything that is happening and 
needs a gentle hand to guide her. ' **_ 

"And now in proper words?" 

The psychic blinked once and tried to rephrase her words in a way 
that he might understand better. She was a strange Pokemon, that was 
for sure. Amongst every creature that had a position in his team, she 
was the only one that truly tried to think like he did. Why? Why was 
she soa€ | so empathic? What was in it for her? Why would she care for 
him like that? 

'_**A young, scared kid that needs help.'**_ 

"You said that about Aerodactyl too." 

'_**It is the same case masteraC i just emotions. '**_ 

He sighed and pulled out his PokAOdex. It was time to figure out why 
this creature was so important to team Rocket and the easiest way 
would be to figure out what the hell it even was. And now that he was 
at it, he could even start scanning his other teammembers . 

He aimed the red device at the small Pokemon and pressed the 
button . 

"EEVEE , THE EVOLUTION POKEMON. EEVEE IS A UNIQUE POKEMON THAT CAN 
ADAPT TO ITS ENVIRONMENT BY CHANGING ITS FORM AND ABILITIES WHEN 
EVOLVING. " 

Hold upa€ | Eevee the evolution Pokemon? Changing and adapting? Could 
this creature turn into different Pokemon species when evolving? If 
so, what would trigger it? Years of struggling in an environment? 
Bodily stress? No, no efficient enough. It would have to change 



quickly a€"something in the environment had to cause a drastic 
change, pushing it over the edge of the evolutionary 
process . 

AnywayaC | next one on his list. 

"NINETALES, THE FOX-POKEMON . LEGENDS SAY IT HOLDS MYSTICAL POWERS AND 
CAN LIVE UP TO A THOUSAND YEARS. ITS BEAUTIFUL FUR COAT MAY GLEAM 
LIKE GOLD, BUT IT IS A VERY VENGEFUL POKEMON." 

Mystical powersaC | no kidding. She spoke with her mind and could 
confuse hostiles with her minda€|but he did not think that she could 
reach the thousand years in her age. No creature could live for that 
long. And the part about her golden fura€| might actually be true. She 
sure seemed to be aware of her golden shineaC i she was quitea€|full of 
herself . 

It was the vengeful part that caused a chill to run down his spine 
a€"and that didn't happen very often. He had ordered her to attack 
the town and yet she had still taken the time and effort to strip 
five humans naked, burn their clothes and keep them pinned against a 
wall while her very appearance was busy unnerving them to a point of 
mental breakdown. 

And that was purely because they had opposed her. What would she do 
if something angered her for real? He could not trust her to guard 
his back if she was prone to personal grudges; his unit had no use 
for warriors that could not keep their head in a fight. He would have 
to speak with her about that . 

He was just about to aim his PokA©dex at the last remaining member of 
his team when a sudden vibration on the ground caught his attention. 
At the same time, a familiar shiver ran down his back; a sensation 
that he was all too familiar with. It was the rising sense of unease 
that struck him moments before he would suddenly diverge from his 
path to avoid an ambush. A feeling that hit him a second before he 
dodged a lethal sniper round. 

A feeling that he had felt so many times before that he instantly 
knew what it meant. Trouble. Time seemed to slow down as his nerves 
went into overdrive and his brain processed incoming signals multiple 
times faster than usual. If only his body didn't move that damn 
slowaC | seriously , he was going to need his armour back soon. 

He spun around and faced the incoming danger, which presented itself 
in the form of a Rocket Grunt that had survived the intense assault 
in Fuchsia city somehow. He was holding a firearm in his hand and a 
PokA© Ball in one hand a€"but in the heat of his emotions, the man 
didn't think about his Pokemon ally. He was too focused on wanting to 
shoot his weapon a€"which he did. The pistol went offaCi 

a€ | and he moved. Because the weapon hadn't been aimed at him or at 
Lucy. The weapon had been aimed at the only member of their team that 
was not currently preoccupied with fixing problems or engaging the 
enemy. The one member of his team that he was having doubts about, 
the only one who might cause a snag in his future operations. 

And as the round sped towards Cinder with a thankfully slower pace 
than a regular MA5C Assault Rifle round, he was already halfway to 
intercepting. He didn't know which one he would intercept; the bullet 



or the Ninetales, but he did know that he would not allow any of his 
teammates to get killed on his watch. 


He had not worked with a team for years; the only persons that he had 
fought alongside with were Marines, ODST ' s and Navy personnel. And 
none of them understood him a€"none of them saw him like the Pokemon 
whom he had only known for a few days did. They were such strange 
beingsa€|to enact such a response from him in so little time. They 
got him out of his armoura€ | and he hated them for that. He hated them 
and he cared for them: teammates. 

That was how it worked right? 

He knew that the round would not harm Cinder if it didn't hit her, 
but he now saw that he had no time to move the vixen. There were two 
ways of stopping the bullet: intercepting it or the target. He 
couldn't get Cinder to safety and he didn't have the right material 
to stop the bullet, save for his rifle. 

Which was more important than the thing that he was about to use; 
bullet wounds could heal, but if his rifle got busted by a sheer 
lucky round then he was in bigger trouble. 

He took his position in in front of Cinder and didn't even have 
enough time to exhale before the bullet hit its mark. The round 
impacted on his chest and he hissed through his teeth as the piece of 
metal penetrated his suit, skin and eventually muscles, before 
pinging off of his ribs and stopping there. The sensation left him 
rattled, it was never nice to get shot. The wound left a white-hot 
burning sensation and a dull ache spread through his muscles. 

He was about to retaliate with deadly force when for the very first 
time ever, Lucy beat him to it. She extended her hand and the weapon 
got crushed to the size of the round it had fired, before the grunt 
yelled in surprise and dropped it. Her reaction came so fast that he 
initially doubted whether it was her at all; barely a second had 
passed between the bullet hitting him and her own attack. 

The air dropped a few degrees as a cloak of green energy appeared 
around the psychic, unlike anything he had ever seen her do before. 
Her expression shifted and the vague impression that she left in his 
mind suddenly flared to life, unleashing a tidal wave of sensations 
and emotions he identified as not-his. They were anger, hatred and 
pain. Sensations of revenge and satisfaction; as alien to him as his 
team still was. Fenrir backed up and Cinder instinctively moved to 
cover the Eevee . 

Lucy's hand tightened into a fist and the terrorist screamed with 
pain as his body became surrounded by green light, increasing its 
surreal grip in him until his body could no longer move. Then, as if 
she was throwing a doll around, the Pokemon flicker her 'wrist' and 
sent the man crashing into the nearest building, before moving him 
again and slamming him into the ground with enough force to knock out 
an Elite. Her face wasa€ | unrecognizable . Her features were contorted 
in what had to be a scowl a€"or a silent growl- and her eyes were 
practically screaming malice. 

And she was not finished; the barely conscious man got lifted in the 
air and then the aura around him exploded, sending shockwaves into 
the two houses next to the man and completely disintegrating their 



outer walls. The smoking body of the once-living man hit the ground 
and then air grew calm, only disrupted by latent psychic forces and 
the whimpering of civilians, still trapped in their houses. 

He exhaled and immediately inhaled when the pain doubled temporarily. 
Total time elapsed between him getting shot and the Rocket member 
getting annihilated: two seconds. 

He grabbed the assault rifle and a€"banishing the pain out of his 
mind- did a sector sweep to check for any more hostiles. Some civvies 
were getting out of their homes to check what was going on and some 
Pokemon were still conscious, but other than that nothing moved. 

He looked over his shoulder and took the situation in: Aerodactyl 
sleeping like a brick. Cinder wrapping her tails around the Eevee 
while glaring at him with unidentifiable emotions, Fenrir sniffing 
the air and twisting his ears like crazy and LucyaC i gliding up to 
him. 

'_**Ma S tera€ | A ' **_she said, her voice filled with so much caring and 
compassion that even he could understand it. '_**Are you 
alright ? ' * *_ 

"Stand down." He ordered her, not knowing what to expect. She had 
just performed the first kill in her life and looked completely 
unfazed by it a€"for a creature that was able to feel the emotions of 
virtually everything around her, that was trouble. She didn't even 
look like she gave it a thought; he was the only thing on her mind on 
that was not good. 

And the word 'master' was made all the creepier by 
it . 

'_**Buta€| '**_ She said, stopping in her tracks and cocking her head 
to the side. Her confusion was obvious. '_**You are 
woundedaC !'**__ 

"Irrelevant." He grimly stated and marched up to the rest of his 
team. Cinder was still lying on the ground, looking at him with that 
odd expression. "Give me a sit-rep soldier!" 

'_**Ia€i'**_ she stammered. '_**Ia€|am arightaC | I-I ' m 
f-f ine . ' 

Good. One less problem to worry about. "Take the team and head inside 
of the Pokemon Center. Breach and clear, don't wait for us. Tell the 
civvies to calm down." 

The Vixen didn't object, give a remark or react in any way other than 
nodding and moving towards the building. 

He turned to face his biggest problem and gestured for her to follow 
him. If there was one positive quality about his Pokemon, then it was 
that they would always follow his orders a€"eventually . Right now, he 
needed somewhere private to talk with the female. Because this was 
trouble . 

~ 0 ~ 


"**Come ona€ | move it." **She told Fenrir and waited for him by the 



entrance. The little Eevee looked like she could die from fright 
every second now and she wanted to take care of that before anything 
else. "**Don't worry little onea€ | nobody will hurt you."** 

She recognized the way of comforting that she was employing to get 
the small thing to come with her: it was the same way that Lucy had 
employed to help her back when she was still a Vulpix. How things 
could changea€ | she didn't recognize that cheerful happy Pokemon that 
the Psychic-type had been before her evolution anymore. She had 
matured; in both her mind and her body. But st illa€ ! Fenrir ' s words 
haunted her thoughts now. 

'_She does not smell naturala€ | 

Perhaps they were still wrong and it was natural for LucyA's kind to 
behave like that, but stilla€|the change that had taken place in her 
personality had beena€ j unamusing to watch. It didn't help that her 
own psychic-capabilities had increased ever since she had swallowed 
the Fire-stone. It enabled her to occasionally glance at the minds of 
Pokemon and Men alike and she had not liked what she saw in Lucy's 
mind . 

The burning desire to protect her trainer was there and that was a 
good thing; she only admired the natural psychic for that. But there 
had been other things therea€ | things like hatred and anger and the 
worst of all: the need for vengeance. 

Yes she was being a tad hypocritical right now but screw that! 

Grudges were HER thing and she didn't take bloody revenge a€"that was 
too messy. And Lucy had never ever seen like the kind of Pokemon to 
be a bloody avenger. It just didn't fit with her. 

Even though she would have most likely done the same thing had the 
girl not beat her to it. Nobody hurt her trainer and got away with 
ita€ i which brought her to the next point in her complicated string of 
thoughts: Matt. 

Back when she was still a little Vulpix, she had greatly admired the 
Human; even when he had murdered that human girl in cold blood, she 
still wanted to be with him. He was her example and savior; her 
knight in white armour, like he had been for most of them. 

But when she evolved and her mind had expanded greatly, she could see 
the many things about the human that she had not seen before. The 
things that Lucy had long since seen and accepted had then started to 
bug _her_. Like his slightly not so slightly developed sociopathic 
tendencies, his need for fighting and serving and the blind devotion 
to his own style. 

And that was not even INCLUDING the fact that he wanted to leave them 
all forever, most likely coming with the added effects of his people 
attacking their world in return for whatever reason. 

No, she had not cared for him. Buta€ | at the point where the bad human 
had pointed his deadly weapon at her a€"she knew what those things 
could do, her own trainer had done so many times before- she had felt 
legitimate fear. 

No; she had felt like she was going to die. She had stared in the 
face of the weapon and she had known that she was going to die. Oh 



the fear that she had felt thenaC i it was indescribable. Everything 
that she had ever done and everything that she was going to do and 
everything that she had even _wanted _to do came rushing to her mind 
and she could have imagined the end just like that; dark and painful. 
So easyaC | so hard. 

And the man had activated his weapon and there had stricken the 
thunder. The sound that her own trainer had caused so many times was 
now going to be the death of her. 

She had closed her eyes and waited for darkness to envelop hera€ | only 
that had never happened. She had opened her eyes just in time to 
witness Lucy murdering the assailant a€"and Matt standing in front of 
her, his own large weapon sweeping around to check the area and blood 
leaking out of his chest. 

It didn't take very long for her to puzzle together what had 
happened: Matt had taken a lethal blow for her. He had cared enough 
about her to simply jump in front of what had had to have been a 
killing shot. 

And he had done so without apparent hesitation, otherwise he would 
not have been fast enough to intercept what should have been an 
instant kill. She had never seen the projectile itself, but its 
effect was all too apparent in het trainer's victims. 

The Eevee looked at her with it big, cute eyes and she wondered what 
its story was. Rescued from an evil scient ista€ | what could this 
creature have been through? 

"**Don't worry sweetiea€|" **She said, again recognizing Lucy's 
speech. "**We are friendsa€|we will protect you now."** 

She didn't answer her and kept her head low. Was that a sign of 
submissiveness or was she scared of something? 

"**Fenrir!" **She called out to the poison-type. "**What is keeping 
you? " * * 

"**Don't you hear it?"** A reply came from the distance. 

"★★Contrary to you, my ears are in proportion to my body. Thus, I 
cannot hear as well as you."** 

"★★Then be quiet femaleaC | I am trying to listen."** 

" * *Whatever . " **He turned to the little Eevee. "**Come on 
sweet iea€ | let ' s find you something to eat."** 

"★★Cinder, something is wrong!'** 

"★★Hush you. Your yelling will disturb the lovely Eevee! Come on 
dear... let's go to these nice people who will feed us."** She led the 
fluffy creation inside of the Pokemon Center and took a look at the 
people inside. It seemed that the bad humans were really fond of 
using these buildings as a place to store the unwilling people: it 
was once again filled to the brink with humans who had been kicked 
out of their house. 


It was funny to see how Eevee was following her so hesitantly, hiding 



behind her tails so that no one may see her. Was it scared? 
Traumatized? Shy? 

' _* * He 1 1 o there! '**_ She spoke to the human with the pink hair that 

usually ran the Human den. 

"**Cinder seriously! These people are in danger! A'** 

Yeah yeah, keep talking big guy. A'_**Do you mind sparing some food 
for my companion? 1 **_ 

"Whata€ | " The Human replied and looked around. "Who is 
talking? " 

Annoying Humans. Her trainer had picked up on the whole telepathy 
thing without trouble. Wella€ | negligible trouble. '_**Down here. 
Relax; I'm not here to harm you. I am here to help.'**_ 

"Aa€ | a Ninetales?" The woman muttered with surprise. 

"H-help? " 

'__**Take a look around the town or simply open your ears. We 
cleaned ! ' * 

"So those explosionsa€ | were you?" 

Finally she was getting through to the lady. 

"**Cinder you need to get them out there now!"** 

Fenrir was sounding very serious now. He had not sounded that serious 
sincea€ | since the last time they had gotten in big trouble. Whoopsie. 
"**What is it!" **She yelled in return, accidently causing the Eevee 
to jump a foot in the air. 

"**Something is coming this way! Not a living being, but like a 
storm! It will flatten the village!"** 

Okaya€ | that sounded like some serious trouble. And she was going to 
hate herself, forever. Because right here right now, she believed 
him. 

'_**Ch an ge of plan people! A'**_ She led her mental voice echo 
through the room, letting everyone hear what she was saying. A'_**My 
partner tells me that a storm is coming this way and it will destroy 
the entire town. If you are smart, you can run to the hills and hide 
there . A ' * *_ 

Then she turned back to the Nidorino. **"They can run to the hills, 
right ? " * * 

"**I think that they will be safe there."** 

Alright. '_**So yeah, run to the hills and take cover 
there . ' * *_ 

"Ninetales are supposed to be highly intelligent creaturesa€| " One of 
the Humans muttered and the rest muttered in agreement. 

"But they are also very vengefula€ | what if this one merely wants one 



of us to go away so that she might do something?" Another one said 
and the rest muttered in agreement. 


She sighed and dropped her head. And there she was thinking that HER 
trainer was thicka€ | 

"I don't think it would harm innocent people to get payback. I think 
we should listen!" The leading Human said and the rest muttered in 
final agreement. 

i_**Yes, very smart. And now stop wasting time and run! '**_ She 
ordered them before taking the Eevee out of the building. If she 
concentrated harda€ j really harda€ | then she could hear a slight 
rumbling in the ground. But what was causing it? 

~ 0 ~ 

He took Lucy to the outskirts of town, where a thick line of trees 

would serve as cover from any remaining people that could spot them. 

Once they had arrived there, he started talking. First things first 
though : 

"Good kill . " 

'_**It is never favorable to kill a living beinga€ | '**_ She 
replied . 

_Right . So that is why you did it with so much anger and hatred. 

Because it was not favorable. _"Why did you do it?" 

He wanted to do his best to expect a strategic answer, taking 
casualties by multiple pistol-shots into account and combining it 
with a general kill-the-baddies remark. 

'_**He was hurting you.'**_ 

That was also a way to formulate reasons, yes. "And the mess you 
caused? " 

'_**He was hurting you.'**_ 


"So?" 


'_**I wanted hima€ ! to feel pain like he made you feel.'**_ 

"Then why didn't you let me shoot him?" 

'_**I was angrya€ | '**_ 

Yes. But to what degree did that justify her actions? She had let all 
of her negative feelings take her mind over so that she could 
retaliate against some guy? But the way she did ita€ i if she could 
utilize that intense power more often, then they could breeze through 
the Forerunner's army with ease. 

So with that in mind, he found himself torn between Lucy's newfound 
killer-instinct and her lack of control. In the end, he decided that 
it was more important for her to get a taste of the power that she 
would need to win the coming battles. 



But her new attitude en problems, however, were noted. 


'_**What did you want to talk about master?' **_ She then 
said . 

"Wella€|" He said, ignoring the distant rumbling that he had been 
hearing for half a minute now, "a€|this actually. Keep control over 
your emotions and we'll be fine." 

'_**Is there any other way I might assist you then?'**_ 

Wella€|now that they still in the process of testing her new 
abilit iesa€ | he might give her telekinetic powers a shot. 

"Yes. But do not mess this one up." 

'_**! promise I will not hurt you again master 

Yesa€|like that was encouraging. "I need someone to remove the 
bullet. Can you?" 

She seemed a little bit shocked at that remark. '_**Do you trust me 
to do something like that?'**_ 

This was not a matter of trust but a matter of urgencyaC | and a 
certain amount of desperation; he couldn't keep moving with a bullet 
in his ribs. Well, he could but he had no intention of doing so. 

"a€ | yes . " 

That certainly seemed to cheer her up; what was it with females and 
hurting him? The only thing that was missing was Cinder setting him 
on firea€|no, scratch that, it might yet really happen. 

'_**If you would calm your breathing and relaxaC | '**_ She said, 
already causing and itch in his chest as the piece of brass started 
vibrating. Of all the times he had had to remove a bullet from his 
body, this could be judged both the worst and the best; mainly for 
one reason: he was not doing it himself. 

He had to be thankful that his bones had been reinforced, otherwise 
the bullet would have passed right through his organs and then he 
would have been in even bigger trouble. 

Still, the sensation of a bullet ricocheting between two of his ribs 
before Lucy finally tore it out of his body wasa€ | unpleasant . By the 
time she was done he was glad that he had picked a position where 
nobody could see them: the sight of a man and a Pokemon standing 
still in front of each other, before a random bullet popped out of 
the man's chest had to be enough to make even the most zealous Elite 
question his religion. 

As soon as the projectile was removed from his chest, he breathed out 
and tried to contract his muscles again; they worked. Good. "Well 
done." He told her and was about to move out when he realized that 
something was very wrong. The distant rumbling wasn't quite that 
distant anymore and the sky had turned brighter than the sun alone 
could have done. What was happening? Was this some sort of indigenous 
cycle that caused the sun to burn brighter? No, that wasn't ita€ ! the 
temperature would sky-rocket and that had not happened for some 
reason . 



Also, the village was basically evacuating. The civilians they had 
freed from the oppressive Rocket gang were all leaving in droves. 

What was going on? Who had warned them and more importantly, why were 
they running? Was it the strange solar activity? 

'_**Ma S ter? What is wrong?' **_The Psychic-type asked him, but he did 
not reply. Instead, he turned around and gazed at the sky that lay in 
the north; towards Saffron and Celadon and more importantly, the 
Forerunner Pyramid. 

"Troublea€|" He whispered. The skies had turned to a bright, blue 
glare and he narrowed his eyes until he could barely see; normally 
his visor would compensate for intense colours by polarizing but 
without his armour, he was very vulnerable. For the first time down 
on Kanto, he was unsure about what he should do. The trees were 
obscuring the alien Pyramid from his sights, but he was fairly sure 
that the cause of the atmospheric disturbances lay with that 
particular structure. 

A thick, impossibly bright beam was shooting up in the air; like a 
wide and blue laser sending a message in space. Only this one was too 
bright and too wide to be of terrestrial origins. Soa€ | it had to be 
Forerunner tech working here. What had caused it? 

"Run..." He said and placed his assault rifle back where he got it 
from . 

'_**What is that? What is happening? '* *_ Lucy asked him 
curiously . 

"Move!" He yelled and started running. He had heard those rumbling 
noises before and that had only been during an executed fallback 
signal on a falling Human colony: because of a covenant carrier 
touching down, sending intense shockwaves that could level a UNSC 
firebase within seconds. 

And this rumbling was even worse; his previous comment about the 
temperature sky-rocketing? That was now completely averted: it was 
getting very warm very quickly now and if he had ANY skills in 
drawing conclusions whatsoever, then this would either be a spaceship 
taking off or a spaceship landing. 

No heavy and large objects in the air; something was taking off 
a€"but what? What could possibly be on this planet that could even 
partake in the action of taking off? 

'_**Where to!'**_ The psychic replied. 

"Teleport to the center. Take the team and aim for the ocean!" 

The only time he had found himself in the position to be cooked to 
perfectness by an Thermonuclear Device a€"it had been a really hard 
day that mission- he had managed to save himself by jumping into the 
nearest pool of fluidsa€|a hundred meter drop, but nonetheless 
safety . 

'_**I won't leave you alone! '**_ 

"Now!" He snapped. "I'll be fine just go!" 



'_**You better come back alivea€| '**_ she told him and then 
disappeared in the blink of an eye. It was a long shot, but they 
might just survive this crisis if the stuck together. 

He spun on his heels and started running; feeling the shockwaves 
coming closer and closer, judging by the intense rumbling that was 
very nearly splitting the ground apart. He had to cover two-hundred 
meters from the treeline to the beach where his Pokemon would go. But 
would he make it in time before he got wiped out by the 
shockwaves ? 

Digging his feet deep in the ground and placing one leg in front of 
the other, he reached his maximum speed within seven seconds. 
Thundering down the terrain as the heat rose higher and higher, the 
one thing on his mind was the rapidly approaching ocean and how it 
would provide safety to him and his team. That was his one and only 
objective and he would get to it, no matter what the cost. 

Pebbles and dirt were pulverized underneath his heavy boots as they 
placed and lifted his weight countless times. His focus on the 
ever-closing body of water was so great that the edges of his vision 
blurred out every detail except for the sparkling fluid. The beam had 
become so intense that the water was reflecting its brilliant flare, 
causing the air to shimmer even brighter than it already was. 

He had to make it, he simply had to. He had a very important 
objective to complete and he could not allow himself to die because 
of collateral damage. His body was burning with adrenaline and he 
pumped his legs as hard as he could, easily reaching speeds that even 
the fastest Covenant warrior would never reach themselves a€"even 
without his MJOLNIR armour. 

The ocean was dead ahead: only twenty meters to go and he could 
already see his team up ahead, his sensitive and powerful eyes 
allowing him to see things that others could not. Fenrir was sitting 
with Cinder and Eevee on a large rock formation not unlike their 
previous shelter and Lucy a€"she was nowhere to be found. 

Damnit ! Where was she? He had ordered her to fall back and save the 
team! Surely she would not compromise their safety because she 
refused to follow his orders? 

The ground quivered once and in an instant, time froze to such a 
crawl that all the things that were happening at once were able to be 
processed. It was as if all sound had disappeared, with absolutely no 
wind or even air to carry it. In absolute silence, the trembling in 
the world intensified until an intense shockwave exploded into being 
and raced across the country, consuming the forest and tearing across 
Fuchsia like a great wind. 

And sound returned. The ravaging forces shattered the buildings 
behind him and crushed every form of human civilization that had ever 
existed in the city. 

He reached the ocean and jumped, hoping that he could reach as deep a 
part as possible. 


He would not make ita€|the air was growing so hot and thick and yet 
the ocean was too slow to save him; he could not reach the deep 



waters in time and even with all his strength, his final power was 
insufficient . 


From the corner of his eye, a flash of green light caught his 
attention. Without having to process the information at all, he 
instantly identified it as Lucy's teleport. She had managed to teach 
the team, but they were still too close! 

Even if they were two dozen meters further into the water than he 
was, they would not survive this lethal force. 

A blur of wind whipped through the air and even through air that 
moved like thick honey, a nearby movement could be sudden. Two sharp 
claws caught his shoulders and dug in his flesh, snapping him out of 
his time-defying trance and letting the world crash into 
reality . 

Something shrieked and he suddenly gained speed unlike he could have 
ever reached in a single jump; something carried him across the water 
and in that three extra seconds before the shockwave would impact, he 
realizes just what was going on. 

Lucy's delayed teleport, the claws around his shoulders and his 
sudden momentum could all be explained away: the Psychic-type had 
gotten Aerodactyl to do something useful for once. 

And as the creature let him go to fly off towards safety, he 
understood that the remaining forces would carry him the few extra 
meters he would need to reach a deep body of water to sit the storm 
out . 

Time finished its game and returned to normal, allowing him to see 
what was happening like any other creature might. 

Cinder stood tall on the rock, Fenrir screamed with defiance at the 
oncoming storm and the little Eevee was hiding behind the two of 
them. In the lead, he could see Lucy extending both of her arms and 
as the Aerodactyl flew over his head, his body crashed into the 
ice-cold water and everything became dark. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Sir, we are arriving at the latest point of the Platernus ' point of 
disappearance within two hours . 

"_Good job. Lieutenant. We'll figure out what happened when we get 
there . 

- Conversation between captain Wren and Lieutenant Markson, ANOMALOUS 
SLIPSPACE EFFECTS, CANNOT CALCULATE TIME 

~ 0 ~ 

**Booyah! Chapter 24 a€"and might I just add that I had not intended 
a Cliff-hanger at all. For all of those who might be sad about the 
lack of armour: fear not! Only X amount of chapters to go!** 

**Also, I noticed that my length of chapters isa€| rather unique 
amongst fanfictions. Is it too large in your eyes? Or too small? 

Leave a review and let me know, because I for one am rather proud of 



my hard work :D 


* * 


**This has become the largest and most-reviewed story in the entire 
Pokemon/Halo crossover section! All thanks to the incredible and 
awesome fans; you rule!** 


25. Libertate Somnium 

**Wella€|my friend has officially turned into a slaver. "A chapter 
every two days every story!" He tells me. Wella€|at the very least my 

tight group of reviewers won't push me to that degree! 

* * 


* *Oha€ | * * * *Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ****Star giant with a nova 

cannonaC blasting mea€ | ahema€ | so more frequent updates anyone? 

* * 


**In all seriousness: your rant was good! Like I said before, ranting 
is always good! Or was it ramblingaC | either way; thank you for the 
compliments :)** 

**Madcat3200 : ****while your awesome answer to my desperate question 
provided my ego the nudge it needed, I can't help but wonder at the 
implications of said 'gene pool'. Does that mean that Ia€| provide 
fresh DNA for other writers? Does that mean that Ia€| provide 
of f springaC | with them? HmmmaC | more tests.** 

* *Shawn-san : * * * * why thank youa€ i I try to provide both quantity and 
quality. Sometimes I think about my fast updates and then I wonder 
whether the end-result was that gooda€ | rushing-thought s and alla€|but 
then I see reviews like yours and I realize that I had been writing 
so hard for a reason: because I was inspired, not because I wanted to 
rush. Thank you for reminding me that my work actually possesses both 
quantity and quality :D** 

**John Vector Foxfire: * * * *attract ion? No idea :p.** 

**The part about the armour is slightly off, though. From what I had 
gathered (I could be wrong, everyone knows that wouldn't be the first 
time) the armour actually enhances strength and speed instead of 
decreasing it. Force-enhancing circuits and never-guiding pathways. 
The sole reason for MJOLNIR to become impossible to wear for regular 
marines was the fact that only Spartans could wear it; due to the 
boosting effects of the suit and how it would curb anyone 
else . ** 

* * A ****Guest: ****Being compared to Harry PotteraC | wowa€ | that is a 
compliment I shall put on my list of Milestones achieved!** 

**And finally: ****Lay Down Hunter ****who gave me the pleasant 
surprise in the form of not one, but two of his reviews! About the 
clif fhangeraC | I might have been leading up to that, but I have the 
tendency of ending my chapters at a point where a chapter can be 
considereda€ | ended. ** 

* *Predictability ! *gasps* We will have to change that. And you know; 

come to think of it, you are probably right about Trainer/Pokemon 

relationships and how they might be common. Also, your suggested 
M-rated ideas? Yeaha€ i images , all I'm saying. ** 



**And I hope that this one was earlier than the other one, I do not 
remember exactly when I posted it. There is a difference between 
writing stories and reviews though: I might write longer stories than 
you do reviews, but if we reversed the roles for a scary reason then 
I think my own reviews would pale in comparison to yours. You can be 
proud of the way you review; it is a very pleasant one and you never 
fail to make me happy :D** 

* *Soa€ | almost 500 words later: let the story start!** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"—Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 
i_**Sp eec h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. Does it work 
yet? Does it? Does it? I think it doesaC i 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 38 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 37- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 37- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Aerodactyl, lvl 15 a€" significant moves: bite, wing attack, 
supersonic . 

Eevee, lvl 15 - significant moves: tackle, sand attack. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_So Lucy? Can I ask you a question? "_ 

"_Sure Cinder, go ahead. "_ 

"_Have you ever felt like there was somethingaC | of f a€ | with our 
trainer? "_ 

"_Depends on the meaning of the word 'off'. There are many things 
that set him apart from the other humans, but we went over that 
already. Young troubled soldier in a strange land, 
remember ? 

"_Yeah I heard that. I was just thinkingaC | he does show an impressive 
amount of zero interest in his fellow humans . 

" What do his fellow humans have to do with him?" 



- Spartan Pokemon-unit bantering, part 1 . 


~ 0 ~ 

Blackness usually came from a powerful blow on the head, either 
causing a brief knock-out or even unconsciousness. However this time 
was completely different; the deep spinning movements in the water 
that caused his body to lose all sense of what was up and what was 
down were combining with the intense flaring lights of the Forerunner 
installation in such a way that he could simply not see anymore. His 
vision was black and with his ruptured suit he could feel the cold 
sting of the ocean as well as the searing heat of the blue beam 
without any difficulty. 

But even with the complete disorientation and clashing temperature 
effects on his body, his mind was still racing as fast as he could 
possibly make it. The strange atmospheric disruption that was 
completely obliterating Fuchsia City was starting to boil the upper 
layers of the sea. His Pokemon had to get to safety, but he could not 
warn them without turning his own scalp into an omelet. Then again; 
his team had the strange tendency to completely warp the world like 
he knew it. If Lucy had done the thing that he knew she could do 
a€"stop anything ever with a gesture of her arms- then she would have 
found a way to either keep them save above the freezing ocean or keep 
them breathing underneath it . 

But that was his own problem now: he could not hold his breath for 
much longer; his longs were already starting to ache and a faint 
ticklish feeling in his head indicated a lack of oxygen that would 
a€"if not checked- compromise him. 

And as the black world kept spinning and spinning around, he tried to 
keep his limbs tucked securely to his body and continue exhaling as 
steady amount of air. If he kept the full amount of air in his lungs, 
he would float to the surface and turn into a hard-boiled egg 
there . 

If he breathed out too much air, he would simply choke to death. 
HmmmaC | decisions decisionsa€| 

It was becoming gradually harder to keep his mind focused and clear 
with the ever increasing lack of oxygen. But it was also getting 
gradually easier to calm his body down and prevent his limbs from 
shooting out and turning his swimming party into a mad dash to see 
how many circles he could spin before losing his mind a€"and stomach 
contents. Soon he should be able to breach the surface of the water 
and breathe sweet air again. Soon, but not now. 

And as he thought about that, the blue glare started to dissipate and 
the warming of the water stopped. It appeared that whatever had been 
happening was happening a lot less now. Curious. But the brilliant 
flare of light had made place for multiple pieces of shrapnel per 
second to land in the air a€"the shockwave had had possessed enough 
power to blast every piece of rock and metal straight into the ocean 
and other surrounding areas . 


So when the meter-wide pieces of white-hot metal were hitting the 
water, he made the well-thought plan of moving. 



Soon a€"and now. He extended his legs and a€"after briefly checking 
that he was turning to the right direction, up instead of down- 
started swimming towards the surface. His legs felt heavy and his 
head was aching and spinning from the lack of air. His lungs were 
practically ready to cave in to the pressure, but he forced his limbs 
to keep their frantic movements up until he had reached the 
surface . 

Not enough oxygena€ | almost enough to induce panic. But that would 
only serve to doom him; it would speed up the oxygen usage in his 
cells, causing his air-deprived mania to increase. And that was not 
positive . 

He could see normal sunlight now a€"sweet, normal sunlight. Reaching 
that would be an excellent accomplishment- covenant and Spartans 
alike needed to breathe. It was only natural. 

A pair of tentacles wrapped around his legs and his movements were 
stopped cold a€"very cold, considering his current whereabouts. 

He instantly grabbed his knife, tore it out of its holster and ducked 
towards his knees to reach whatever Pokemon had gotten the stupid 
idea to try and make a meal out of a Spartan. 

His knife tore through the tentacle with ease, before his 
water-clogged eyes noticed a dark shape underneath him. Medium-sized 
and close enough. So easy. He slashed at the shape and his knife met 
resistance, which did not hold out for long against UNSC steel. The 
blade sank deep in the attacking creature and it writhed with pain, 
creating an ever increasing cloud of blood with its trashing 
movements . 

It just had to be grateful that he had important plansa€ | getting air 
in his lungs, for one. But hey! Who was he to stare a given food in 
the wound? Reaching out to grab one of the cut tentacles, he pulled 
the creature up and kicked with his legs to propel both of them to 
the surface. Breathing was becoming very important now and if he did 
not do it soon, his lungs would burst. 

Sunlighta€ | so closea€ | 

His head breached the surface and the cold water made way for 
stinging air as a wild wind blew in his face. Taking ragged breaths 
and attempting to calm his body down, he stayed in that trancelike 
state of recovery before he was acclimatized enough to 
continue . 

Which took two seconds. 

With the dead Pokemon in one hand and moving many liters of water 
with the other, he made his way through the freezing sea. A long 
trail of light-blue smoke was rising in the air like a giant column. 
At the very top of that trail was aa€ | something . 

It looked like the Forerunner Pyramid alright: it had taken off. 

Like, flying in the air propelled by a heat-generating energy-reactor 
taking off. 


The alien Pyramid was a shipa€ | and it had left the surface to take 
its refuge in the sky. Why? Why now? What had changed for that thing 



to suddenly develop wings and become a spaceship? It wasn't really 
taking the fight to outer space; after the initial and 
catastrophically takeoff, it was just kind of flying there. Not 
exactly gaining more height, but also not dropping. Geosynchrous 
orbit? Could bea€|but what was it doing there? 

He could see familiar shapes residing on the beach; his team had 
indeed made it alive. Gooda€ | that was fortunate. 

So a Forerunner installation took the skies only to remain floating 
up there? What was the point of that? Was it preparing to fire some 
hyper-advanced form of weaponry down on an unsuspecting civilization 
or was it simply lifting certain goods off-planet? 

He lugged the new source of food behind him and he slowly felt his 
body rise out of the water, feeling more and more wind pelt his 
freezing skin. The sand was feeling quite nice though. 

'_**Math! You made it!'**_ Cinder's voice echoed through his almost 
oxygen-deprived mind. '_**Are you okay? Are you wounded? '**_ 

Almost simultaneously Lucy started talking. '_**Master ! You survived, 
thank the maker! Are you hurt?'**_ 

Their concern wasa€|taxing on his mind. Why couldn't they simply wait 
on their turns before bombarding his head with questions? He was 
still pumping air around his brain, so he had no patience or reserves 
for psychic girls in his head. 

What he wanted to say was "I am fine" or something around that line. 
What actually came out of his mouth, however, was half a liter of 
ocean and two pieces of seaweed wrapped in a nice package of a nasty 
cough . 

Why was he shivering like that? It wasn't that cold? 

The Forerunner shipa€ | it was the pyramid. The pyramid where he 
recently had beena€ ! and it was a ship. He could havea€ i he could have 
boarded the damn thing and figured out a way to get back to UNSC 
space. Not only would the delivered piece of technology turn the tide 
of the war, it would have also spared the planet! What was wrong with 
him? Why hadn't he seen that before?! Why had he failed in such a 
critical moment! 

Was his mind really that deteriorated that he could no longer make 
tactical decisions? Or had he simply been too stupid to notice? He 
had had a chance to end the damn war right there and he had let it 
slip past him like that! What the fuck was wrong with him?! 

His breathing slowly turned irregular and he threw the slain Pokemon 
on the beach, suddenly feeling too sick to even think about eating. 

He had messed up royally and it would cost humanity the wara€ | and 
that would be his fault. He had doomed mankind because he had not 
controlled his emotions like he should have done! If he had paid even 
the slightest bit of attention to the Forerunner Pyramid, he would 
have figured out that it was a ship! He could have flown it to UNSC 
space ! 

'_**Mastera€ | please, calm down. ' **_ The faint voice of Lucy spoke in 
his mind, but he ignored her. 



He moved past his team on the beach until his feet bumped against a 
thick piece of rock: one of the remaining ruins of the once beautiful 
houses. There, he turned around and placed his back to the brick 
foundation, trying to gain control over his feelings. 

He had messed up and that would cost mankind the wara€ i everything 
that he had tried to do up to now to serve and protect humanity had 
just been undone by one slipupaC i how? Just how? 

He barely felt his knees buckle and the brick wall sliding against 
his back as he sank through his legs to the ground. Multiple rocks 
clattered to the ground, but he paid them no mind. The once-freezing 
wind now felt numb on his skin and the many noises that his Pokemon 
were making sounded distant and faint. 

How? What should he do now? There had to be a way to board the thing 
a€ | 

Something warm and soft wrapped around his shoulders, gently and 
softly prying him from the piece of wall that he was leaning against 
with his back before allowing him to lean back. Simultaneously, 
sensations of hotness were spreading over his arms and chest as well. 
What were those things, feeling so fluffy and hot? Was he bleeding? 

Or had he accidentally sat down in the remains of a chimney? This did 
not feel like he was on fire. 

'_**0h Matha€ | I can feel your overwhelming feelings of guilt and 
self-hatred. It is not your fault! Nobody could have predicted that 
the enemy structure could also bring you home and besides; who was 
going to fly it? The evil Pokemon trying to kill your or his personal 
army? ' * *_ 

The Psychic-type was sharing in his emot ionsaC | as twisted and messed 
up as they were. "I should have found a waya€ ! " He stated. It took 
him a few seconds to realize that the warm sensation spreading across 
his body was the collective of Cinder's tails; the vixen was 
utilizing her nine appendages to warm him up and keep him 
comfortable. Why was she doing that? 

'_**But even if you had beaten all of themaC i you could have never 
flown the vehicle. You would have ended up either crashing or stuck 
in space forever. Now you still have a chanceaC i had you done the 
WRONG thing, you would have doomed us all.'**_ 

And why was Lucy having an excellent point? Couldn't she just keep 
her thoughts to herself a€ | she was right, but that didn't mean he 
wanted to hear it . 

He slowly turned to the right and saw Cinder sitting next to him, 
keeping him warm with her main bulk while she was using her tails to 
prevent him from possibly slipping into hypothermia. The ocean really 
was coldaC | and he was already feeling dryer. Weren't the cold and wet 
bad for Fire-types? 

When he looked to his left, he saw the dress-wearing psychic sitting 
on the ground, mere inches from his own body. 

The women had to have had planned this little playaC | Cinder 
comforting him with her body and Lucy with her mind? Collaboration. 



And it worked too: the Psychic was having excellent points while the 
Vixen was doing a hell of a job in drying him. Since when had he 
become this: a soldier that had to be taken care of by his team 
instead of the other way around? 

Or was that the principle of teamwork? Allowing your companions to 
assist ? 

It was unacceptable for him. Still; he could simply march on to 
Saffron and activate to Comm relay there. After beating the main hub 
of Rocket communications, the Forerunner death machines and the most 
powerful Psychic-type on the planet, of course. 

There was still a way to win this thingaC | he simply needed to 
continue working his primary objective like had been doing all along. 
Now that he really thought about it, the idea of boarding the enemy 
vessel might have been a bit f arf etchedaC | the enemy presence was 
completely unknown and it would be far different from simply boarding 
a covenant destroyer. He had done that a few times, but he had never 
boarded a Forerunner ship before. Nobody ever had and had he messed 
it up, the UNSC would have had to continue on without ever getting 
warned . 

Stilla€|not a single possibility was impossible for a Spartan and he 
took relative satisfaction in his many deviances of the 
improbable . 

So a minor conclusion of what had happened: Forerunner spire was 
spaceship, spaceship launched for a reason and leveled Kanto. The 
thing wasa€ | Saffron lay close to the launch-site. If that thing had 
send those shockwaves throughout the land, the communications disk 
would be destroyed as well. 

The possibility was too frustrating to even think about and he 
quickly jumped to his feet again, hoping that he had caught a stroke 
of luck for once. 

"We move to Saffron. Now." He barked and didn't pay any attention to 
the vixen that yelped with surprise as she fell off of him, or Lucy 
who quickly scrambled backwards to avoid a similar 
fate . 

'_**S-Saf fron? Why n-now?'**_ Cinder stumbled. 

"The radar dish. If Saffron was destroyed-" 

'_**Ma S ter, did you check the town?'**_ 

No, he had not. Why was checking the ruined town important now? 

"Why?" 

i_**You might want to look aroundaC | '**_ 

He sighed and reached for his assault rifle. Thanks to some 
miraculous stroke of actual luck, his two weapons AND all of his 
ammunition had remained securely attached to his body. Whether they 
would still work was another problem altogether. Still; he was dry 
and very much alive. Lethal mistake on the enemy's part. 


Moving around the destroyed frame of the house, he stepped into the 



open with his rifle at the ready. The sight that lay before him was 
both hugely relievinga€ i as extremely frustrating. 


"You have GOT to be kidding mea€ | " He growled and lowered his weapon 
before stepping closer to the destruction. The entirety of Fuchsia 
had been obliterated by the shockwaves created by the Forerunner 
crafta€ | and that was about it. The cascading waves of destruction had 
cleared a path at least two-hundred meters wide all the way from the 
Pyramid to the Ocean, but that was it. To his right, the forest with 
the large Gym/mansion was still intact if somewhat sideways. 

To his left, the small building leading up to the remains of the City 
from the road they had come from was also still intact. That could 
only mean one thing: the installation had specifically aimed its 
power and forces towards the city, allowing the rest of Kanto to 
continue living on. So either the pilot of that ship was pissed at 
the inhabitants of Fuchsia, ora€ 

a€ | or _very_ pissed at him. Either way. Saffron still had to be 
intact and more important: his team was also still intact. Speaking 
of team, where was the rest of said team? 

"Belay that last order." He said and turned around. "Saffron can 
wait. We will clear that mansion and then move towards the 
launch-site." Stepping towards the remains of the water-Pokemon that 
had thought it could make a meal out of him, he started thinking 
about the potential destruction that the UNSC could unleash upon the 
Covenant of they ever got their hands on such Forerunner tech. 

Or the unstoppable genocide that would follow if the Covenant 
themselves found this planet. If those aliens ever made it to surface 
of this world, he would have to find a way to destroy the artefacts 
that lay buried here. After that he would hijack one of the cruisers 
anda€ i let Lucy and Cinder absolutely break the minds of the commander 
of said ship, allowing them all to go home with it. In theory at 
least. Possibilities. So annoying. 

He shifted his gaze from the large ocean that had saved his life, 
before looking back at the dead Pokemon. Or what remained of the 
remains of it. In the brief moment between him looking away from the 
body to look at the sea, Aerodactyl had somehow managed to land next 
to carcass before proceeding to devour half of it with one bite. 

And spitting it back out with a disgruntled shriek. 

"Bad dinosaur." He growled and moved towards the grey creature. If 
the carnivorous monster did not like the dead Pokemon, it had to be 
either poisonous or of the same quality of the MRE ' s that the UNSC 
served . 

Which meant poisonous all the same. 

"Fenrir? Eevee? Report!" 

'_**Nidorino is scavenging the buildings for anything edible and the 
Eevee is trying to alternate between hiding underneath Lucy's dress 
and hiding underneath my tails. Lucky for us; she is a girl.'**_ 

He shook his head and tried to forget about the strange implications. 
It did not work. So the Eevee a€"a girl of all Pokemon- wasa€|what. 



scared? Shy? Traumatized? Being kept hostage in a small cage with 
people shooting at and all around you after having just been taken 
away from possibly a laboratory with experiments was not something 
that happened all the time. 

It had not happened to him, at least. He and his fellow Spartans had 
received a few days of revalidation before resuming the shooting, 
after their augmentations all those years ago, so in a way, his 

scenario was the opposite of the Eevee's. And he was voluntary, she 

was not. The cage kind of hinted at that. 

"How did you even survive that blast? You weren't soaking wet when I 

saw you . " 

Cinder did the Pokemon equivalent of snickering before responding. 
'_**Lucy shielded us from most of it, after that we simply hid behind 
the rock. Fenrir was knocked right into the wet when the shockwave 
hit us . ' * *_ 

So Lucy had the power to shield herself and multiple other creatures 
from a Forerunner-ship generated shockwave? That was actually a bit 
impressive . 

"Tell them to rendezvous on my position. We will assault the mansion 
in five . " 

'_**Th ere are six of us, master. '**_ 

"Do it." 

He sighed and waited for the first indication that his team had 
managed to calm themselves before moving to his position. It did not 
work out that well. 

'_**Attack? As in fight? But I am hungry! '**_ 

"Find something to eat." 

'_**Do you have any idea h-how taxing such cold water is on my 
internal fire? I can barely move! '**_ 

"You can talk." 

'_**Dif ferent t-thing!'** i_ 

Why was she stuttering like that anyway? She had never been the type 
to feel insecure about things a€"scratch that, her Ninetales form was 
not the type to feel insecure about things. So why the stutter? 

"We won't waste time with food." 

'_**But master, the Eevee is hungry tooa€ | as am I.'**_ 

So Cinder, Fenrir and Lucy were all hungry. Small scared and brown 
over there was also craving for food and AerodactylaC | was gnawing on 
walls. Great. 

"Fine. Half an hour of dinner then attack. 

Copy ? " 



'_**Copy . ' 

'_**Copy? ' **_ 

He shook his head and started searching the area for a large piece of 
wood that might be useful for his coming plans. As a Spartan, he 
possessed many different kinds of survival techniques and he would 
not have a hard time finding anything edible. It had been days since 
he had eaten or drank anything and the prospect of charging the enemy 
base with enough nutrients in his body to keep on fighting for 
multiple days at an end was more attractive than the prospect of his 
team fighting on an empty stomach and getting shot for their 
troubles . \ 

And there was a large piece of wood that he could utilize. "Cinder: 
get a fire started and tell Fenrir to get back here. Lucy: tell the 
'baby' to behave normally and join the rest of us on the ground. 

After that you can place two flat stones in the fire; we'll cook on 
them. " 

Eevee inhaled sharply as to express her shock and she was about to 
drop her head, when he took notice of Lucy looking down at her. She 
had misinterpreted the meaning of his words. "Other babya€ | " 

Now she was looking at the Aerodactyl, while the small Eevee suddenly 
living up again as she realized that he had not been talking about 
her. So even that little thing could understand human speech. 

He shook his head at the disorganized work of his team and started 
cutting the piece of wood with his combat knife into the right shape. 
From what he had gathered, the ocean was filled to the brim with 
life. Even though the jellyfish-resembling SOB had not been 
particularly tasty, there were bound to be other fish in the ocean. 
And he planned to get a big one. How did you kill big things? You 
shoot them. 

Sadly enough it was not viable to shoot things in the water; unless 
he unloaded an entire clip in the hopes of nailing something, the 
reflection and light would play so much havoc with his eyes that he 
might as well start on shooting the houses for all the 
food-delivering good that it did. 

So instead of wasting munitions on reflections in the water, he would 
resort to the next major way of killing big things: stabbing them to 
death. And seeing as he did not want to lose his one weapon that 
would never run out of ammunition, he would want to have a spear. It 
did come with the same light-bending troubles, but he could always 
improvise . 

Also, salt water was bad for a bullet-wound. 

He could hear the familiar rustling noises of the bulky Nidorino 
walking and concluded that his team was once again united. But he did 
not yet smell smoke, so Cinder was either out gathering sticks or she 
had thought of someone else to do it for her. 

The Pokemon on his team really were a bunch of odd creatures. Lucy 
was floating a€"or was she standing? - next to Aerodactyl as the 
dinosaur was gazing over the ocean. Eevee was sitting in a small 
corner next to the remains of a house with her ears over her eyes and 



Cindera€ | was actually working together with Fenrir to create a 
bonfire. Good enough, he supposed. 


Moving towards the edge of the water with his newly-created spear, he 
briefly pondered the possibility of sharks living in the water, 
before concluding that those might be nutritious too. 

And with his most recent wound, he would be liable to attract at 
least ONE shark-reminiscent thing that they could eat. Wella€|that HE 
could eat at least. He had virtually no idea whether Lucy and Eevee 
ate meat or not. The Fire-type was carnivorous, seeing as she was a 
vixen . 

Ignoring the fact that she spewed fire and had nine tails and 
communicated with her mind, of course. 

All he needed to do now was get in the water and start luring the 
food. If that was to mean start bleeding, then so be it. Moving 
deeper and deeper into the freezing ocean, he stopped when he was 
standing chest-deep in the water and slowly crouched, position his 
body in such a way that is arm with the spear was still above the 
surface but the rest underneath it. 

The water was clear, but it also hurt his eyes and he could not stay 
too long in such a position without compromising himself. There were 
small red fish everywhere, but not a single creature large enough to 
feed his team completely. He hoped that Lucy and Cinder had gotten 
that fire working, otherwise he would have to improvise himself. 

A minute went by without him spotting anything, then two and 
eventually four. It was then, just as he was about to head back to 
the shore, when he spotted something that would be edible for anyone. 
It was a large, orange fish-like Pokemon with dark stripes on the 
back and a single, large horn on its head that could easily match 
that of Fenrir' s. 

It would have to suffice. He waited carefully until the creature was 
close enough for him to strike a€"which was relatively easy, 
considering that it was actively seeking him out for whatever purpose 
it had in mind- and struck with his spear. His powerful muscles and 
lightning-fast reaction speed made the thrust unavoidable and the 
wooden shaft sank deep into the fish' flesh, causing it to thrash and 
flop around. It was very strong for a creature no longer than five 
feet, but it was no match for him. The spear was preventing it from 
fleeing and caused bloodloss that would eventually tire it out. 

That horn might have been dangerous for indigenous predators, but for 
him it was an opportunity to reach out and grab the Pokemon. Its 
agony-induced spasms were straining the spear to a breaking point and 
if he did not kill the creature soon, it would break free and 
possibly swim off. And he could not afford to return 
empty-handed . 

With one hand he grabbed a hold off the creature's horn and he 
prepared to deliver a lethal thrust with his knife when he 
encountered a problem that forced him to let go of the 
appendage . 

Apparently, these creatures did not possess horns but power 
drills . 



The spike on the head started spinning with ever increasing speed 
even underwater and with that move in action, it started resisting 
even more. Would this world ever cease to surprise him? 

He exhaled the remaining air in his lungs and sank even deeper into 
the chilling water, avoiding the horn drill and preparing to slash at 
it with his combat knife. The fish broke free of the shaft- 

-and he sank his ten-inches of stainless steel into its neck, 
immediately ending its life. Next time he was going to eat a very big 
fish, he would make sure to stab it in the neck at the very first 
opportunity that presented itself. 

Although that would look rather weird in the next canteen he would 
find himself ina€|also, oxygen. That was important and seeing as he 
was about to run out of it, he would better swim to the surface. Even 
though that was easier said than done, considering the very large 
prey he had captured, he still managed to breach the surface before 
his lungs collapsed on themselves. 

He took a few deep breaths and started for the surface, but he 
stopped when the weight in his hand was suddenly becoming lighter and 
lighter to the point of total weightlessness. 

Turning to look at his about-to-be-yoinked prey, he noticed the 
familiar green aura surrounding it and realized that Lucy must be 
trying to help him out by using her telekinetic abilities. His team 
was slowly getting used to aiding each other without being asked to 
do so: good, team cohesion like that would serve to save their lives 
sooner or later. 

The large, dead fish floated over the surface of the water for a few 
seconds, before it picked up speed and started sailing towards the 
beach . 

That really was a useful ability. 

~ 0 ~ 

The strange Human swam back to the beach all on his own and moved 
towards the large, warm fire. He had been submerged for over a minute 
and she had started to fear for his life. When asking his other 
Pokemon about the apparent drowning, they simply stated that they 
knew that he was fine. The pretty Ninetales a€"who called herself 
Cinder- and the elegant Pokemon that she did not recognize a€"who 
called herself Lucy- were both very capable psychic's. They were able 
to read the minds of all the creatures around them and Lucy could 
even feel their emotions without thinking about it! 

But still, they were rather intimidating and she tried to restrict 
their conversations to the bare necessary things: asking questions 
and occasionally hiding behind them when things got really scary. 

Such as the giant Aerodactyl that flew all over the place, searching 
for something that she did not know. He had appeared already fearsome 
to her eyes, but when he had actually turned to look at her a€"and 
thus shifting his complete attention towards her- she had truly felt 
more scared than she had ever felt in her lifea€ | whatever that 
was . 



She did not remember any of her life before a€"she had simply woken 
up in a cage one day, finding all of her memories gone. The very next 
day had been this one; the morning that the human had arrived to safe 
her. He was a powerful warrior, but even though he had rescued her 
she did not trust him. He was too strange for her likingsaC | too 
alien . 

The only person she even remotely trusted was Cinder, the Ninetales. 
And that was purely because her presence simply feltaC ! good, in a 
way. It was a strange thing, the way her head worked. But without 
memories of her previous life, she had no way of judging Pokemon 
other than the sensations of her senses and sometimes a funny feeling 
in her mind. But that was the way the world usually worked, so she 
would bear with it . 

The human walked up to them and ignored the Nidorino sitting next to 
the fire, gnawing on a bit of wood. Aerodactyl was wobbling towards 
Cinder, looking vaguely interested in something. Whether that was the 
dead Seaking her new trainer had slain, the big pile of burning wood 
or one of the still living Pokemon was not clear to her. The only 
thing that was clear to her was the uncanny interest that lay in the 
monster's eyes. It seemed honestly baffled by something and that 
something was lying next to Cinder and her a€"or it WAS Cinder or 
her . 

She looked around, already feeling scared of what might be going to 
happen. The Poison-type was sitting a few feet away from them, also 
keeping a close eye on the approaching reptile. The odd Lucy was 
sitting on the other side of the fire, looking at the handwork of her 
trainer with the occasional flinching. Whatever the Human was doing, 
she was not too happy with it . 

The Ninetales raised her head and started glaring at the incoming 
Pokemon. She had no idea how old that thing was, but he was already 
as large as Cinder was. Quite possibly even larger than that. 

A loud, tearing noise got their attention and all of the assembled 
Pokemon turned to look at their trainer. He was using a very large 
weapon to slit open the belly of the fish. It was sickening took at 
and she quickly averted her gaze, but both Cinder and Fenrir kept 
watching. Even the Aerodactyl was taken aback by the idea of his food 
being prepared like that, although that might only be because it was 
growing ravenous . 

And she had no doubts about how tasty she might look to the 
Pokemon . 

"**Relaxa€ | " **Her warm protector said. "**Just observe and when you 
don't like it, you hit him in his maw."** 

Sure! Hit the monstrous creature that could devour her in a single 
bite in the place that he used to devour, that would certainly 
work ! 

The Rock-type crawled closer and closer to their position, until his 
left wing was only inches away from Cinder's face and his own head 
was hovering in front of hers. 

She tried her best to keep her cool and bravely stare back at the 
terrifying presence, but she felt her body quivering with fear and as 



the Aerodactyl snorted, a thick cloud of air hit her in her face and 
she instantly recoiled. 

But instead of screaming and attacking her like she had expected the 
thing to do, it merely cocked its head and continued staring at her. 
Why wasn't it attacking? 

"Food." The trainer yelled and threw a large chunk of red meat in the 
air. The clearly carnivorous flyer instantly turned around and jumped 
in the air, before grabbing the piece of meat in his jaws and tearing 
it to pieces. It landed on the ground with its meal hanging from its 
maw, still tearing and snapping at the meat. 

It was a disgusting sighta€|but it did remind her of her own hunger. 
But she did not eat meataC | or did she? She actually couldn't remember 
what her favorite meal was. The downside of having no memories, 
apparently . 

Lucy seemed equally dissatisfied with the unclean business. What did 
her species even eat? 

She instinctively recognized every Pokemon around her except for her. 
So what did that mean? What was up with that? 

The Human was done with disemboweling the oversized fish and had 
piled all the organs on a flat rock, organizing them like it was some 
sort of morbid hobby of his. Had she had the misfortune of becoming 
the Pokemon of a mentally damaged trainer? Was he going to abuse 
them? 

"**Is he usually thataC i bloodthirsty ?"* * She asked her fellow 
mammalian creature. 

"**He is never bloodthirstyaC i he just has a a€| slightly twisted sense 
of what is necessary and efficient."** 

"**Meaning?"** 

Cinder laughed. "**Meaning that others find him to be a psychotic 
monster and others find him sexually attractive!"** 

" * *Cinder ! " * * Lucy yelled with a shocked voice. "**Don't scare that 
child like that! Nobody finds him a psychotic monster!"** 

That sort implied that they had run into people a€"or Pokemon- that 
did find him sexually attractive. That had to have been awkward for 
all of them, especially if they were as loyal and protective to their 
trainer as they seemed to be. 

Lucy glided up to them and took her position next to Cinder. "**He is 
not a human from around here."** 

Ooh ! Story time! 

"**He came from a place far away fromaC | "** She continued. The human 
continued with mutilating the corpse with deadly efficiency, 
stripping the skin and muscles away from the bones and separating 
them all. He put the meat on the preheated rocks in the fire and they 
started sizzling. "**He is specially trained to be one of the most 
lethal warriors of his people."** 



The Human did indeed move with an elegancy and grace that was 
absolutely unparalleled by any living creature she had ever seen, 
including the bad people. "**As a chosen warrior a€"a Soldier to his 
people- the only thing he has known in his life was fighting. Killing 
and winning." ** 

It was better to have no memories than such memories. "**What did he 
fight?"** 

" * *Monsters . " * * Lucy replied. It sounded ominous; she had often 
wondered whether the Humans that had kept her captive were monsters 
or not, but she still knew humans. Monstersa€ | the Aerodactyl was a 
monster to her. What kind of monsters had the human fought? 
"**Monsters that threatened his people. He and a few others were 
chosen to be forged into the ultimate warriora€ | but it came at a 
price . " * * 

She looked at her trainer and paused for a few seconds, looking at 
his strange actions. He was baking more meat on the slabs of stone 
and the Aerodactyl was happily digging into the separated organs with 
more realistic sounds than she wanted to hear. 

"**What price?"** She softly asked the Psychic-type. 

" * * H i s understanding of everything that does not directly include 
murdering, maiming and destroying isa€ | limited . " **Cinder answered. 
"**But that does not Matter! We are all there to help him do the 
things he can not possibly do."** 

"**Indeed Cinder, we are all there to help him when his own strength 
is insufficient." **Lucy said with a hint of surprise. "**Since when 
do you possess that mentality?"** 

" * *Wella€ | " * * The vixen said and lay down with her head on the 
ground, using two of her tails as a pillow, "**let's just say 
thataC | recent actions have changed my own way of perceiving the 
world . " * * 

What did that mean? The Human male had saved her life by jumping in 
front of an enemy attacka€|how exactly had that changed the way she 
saw the world? Or perhaps it wasn't the world she had suddenly seen 
changedaC | perhaps it was the way she viewed her trainer now? 

She had no idea how Cinder initially viewed her trainer, but the 
changes could only be positive right? 

~ 0 ~ 

Baking meat always stayed the same. Rip of off clean, throw it in the 
fire and take it out when the colour was different. The problem was 
that the fish had been in possession of a hornaC | so it might have 
been venomous. There was only one Pokemon on his team that worked 
with poisons and that was Fenrir. The Nidorino was immune to poisons 
of this world, so the flesh would be edible to him. 

And the poison would be detectable. "Fenrir, is this venomous?" He 
asked the Pokemon, fully knowing that he could not actually talk back 
to him. Still, the Poison-type loyally walked up to him and devoured 
the piece of meat that he had offered him. A few seconds later, he 



barked something and Cinder took it upon her to translate for him. 
'_**It is safe.'**_ 

Wella€ i it had better be, seeing as Aerodactyl had already worked his 
way through quite a lot of the present meat and organs. He still had 
no idea what Eevee and Lucy ate, but the males of the team seemed to 
enjoy the Seaking-meat well enough. 

"Cinder. Your turn." 

'_**For what? Killing and stripping bare an adult Seaking? Leave that 
to Electric-types *_ 

"You wanted dinner." He flatly stated. "Here it is." 

'_**THAT is OUR dinner? '**_ The vixen replied in shock. 

"What did you think?" 

'_**That you either had a very bad sense of humour, or were very 
hungry . ' * *_ 

"You either eat this or go hungry." 

'_**I dine under protest.' **_ 

"Whatever . " 

The Ninetales growled once; a short, sharp sound that he was 
unfamiliar with. Then she lowered her head and moved towards the meat 
he had prepared, taking great care to not step in the blood-soaked 
ground with her golden fur. She really was very proud of her beauty; 
but he could imagine that a creature with nine tails and a fur that 
practically shone white and gold would be careful to maintain her 
appearance . 

There were a few things in life that he considered beautiful: a 
destroyed Covenant ship was beautiful. A field littered with dead 
Covenant bodies was beautiful. An operation successful in such a way 
that it crippled the Covenant forces and saved millions of innocent 
life might even be the most beautiful of all. 

But there also a few things tha he considered pretty: a fully-loaded 
Jackhammer Rocket launcher was pretty. A Shipmaster caught in the 
sights of his sniper was pretty. And on this world? WellaC | Lucy ' s 
eyes were pretty. And he could officially add Cinder's fur to his 
list of pretty things as well. But the raw and immense power the 
juvenile Aerodactyl could turn battles pretty. So it was really a 
Matter of perspect ivea€ | and he hated different perspectives. 

He offered her some pieces of freshly baked meat before taking a 
piece for himself. The flesh of the Seaking tasted weirdaC | salty , yet 
watery. It wasn't as tasteless as he had imagined a fish would be; 
the taste was rich and left a specific tint in his mouth. But food 
was food and this was not poisonous: he just hoped that it was also 
nutritious enough to not pull the valuable nutrients out of his own 
cells. That was a nasty thing that only a few Earth-native animals 
did . 

' _* *d 0 you often jump in the water to collect your food?' 



**_Ninetales then asked him. 

"No . " 

'_**You are soaking weta€ | again *_ 

"Yes . " 

'_**Do you have any idea how annoying it was to help you get dry? It 
is not like such cold water is good for me! 

"No . " 

'_**Well, very annoying. And you went ahead and jumped in that ocean 
again! Don't expect me to warm you up againaC i '**_ 

He gestured toward the fire with his head, probably infuriating the 
vixen even more. But on a whole different level: how was the Eevee? 

He had not expected his prisoners to get wiped out in the cascading 
shockwaves that leveled the city. He was once again on his own 
without Intel and he couldn't just experiment about to find out what 
made the Eevee so special. He would have to ask that to the Pokemon 
herself . 

"What do you eat?" He asked the brown mammal. It faintly resembled a 
bunnya€|no, a cross between a fox and a bunny. A little dog? It 
didn't really Matter. 

The fluffy thing looked at him once and quietly retreated to a new 
position a few inches behind her. What was with her? Was it the same 
as Cinder had been when she was still an innocent little Pokemon? Was 
she simply scared or something? 

'_**I think that she is a vegetarian, master. And I would prefer 
aa€ i herbivorous meal above a carnivorous one. ' **_ 

So two of his team wanted to eat vegetables? Fine by him. But first 
they needed to know the plan. "Dinner time is over, listen up." 

The Pokemon stopped what they were doing a€"except for Aerodactyl, 
who was still ripping into the body of the large fish- and listened 
to him with rapt attention. They truly learned faster than UNSC 
marines . 

"There is a gym on our right flank. A large building; the leader is 
there. We will infiltrate the woods, breach and clear the mansion and 
capture him or her. Then Lucy and Cinder will break his mind and 
gather Intel on the Alien Ship, possibly the Rocket 
affiliation . " 

'_**So what is the plan?'**_ Cinder then asked while eating. It 
seemed that she had managed to pull through her initial pickiness. He 
sighed and reviewed his tactical screenings. 

"We move as a team, while Aerodactyl provides aerial 
support . " 

i **That sounds like fun.'**_ 


Did it now? Fighting never sounded fun to him, but it was an 



essential part of what he did to ensure the survival of mankind. Or 
was she sarcastic? 

'_**What will happen after wea€ breach and clear the building? ' * *_ 
Lucy asked him. 

"We get Intel, move to Saffron and finish this." 

'_**But what about the Psychic Pokemon on the spire? '**_ 

"The spire became a ship, Lucy. Pay attention." 

He threw the remains of the fish that was inedible a€"the bones, 
scales and organs that Aerodactyl had not touched- on the fire and 
started moving towards the east, where the portion of the forest was 
still relatively untouched. 

Cinder was also done with eating and shoved the remainder towards the 
Eevee a€"who took a few tentative bites but left the rest untouched. 
He hoped that Lucy would be able to pick something edible in the 
forest or in the mansion a€"the shop had been closed rather 
catastrophically . 

'_**Buta€ | how can you be sure? If he is still around, we will be in 
danger! You can't risk going around master! '**_ 

"He won't recognize me." 

'_**Your mind has not changed that much since he touched it.'**_ 

"He never breached it." 

'_**That is not necessary. Psychics will recognize a mind after only 
one glance. '**_ 

So they would have to be careful around Saffron. Same difference. But 
different leaders specialized in different typesa€|his team was 
diverse, so they would still be able to best a team that was only 
specialized in one type. 

"No Matter. We will proceed as planned." 

Lucy sighed and his team finished gathering around him. Even the 
dinosaur and the fluffy mammal seemed to be prepared to move 
out . 

"On my signal, you will commence with the following plan of attack: 
Cinder, take Fenrir and Eevee and approach from the south. 

Aerodactyl, attack the building from above-" 

The prehistoric animal shrieked and took off. Lucy quickly faced it 
and did something telepathic, because the eager creature turned back 
and landed on the ground again. It was showing some serious progress 
right there; he had told them a plan of action and the dinosaur had 
followed it. Mind you, it was still after he had told them 'on my 
signal' but stillaC i progress . 

"-after my signal. Lucy, you will go with me. Eevee?" and learn 
The brown Pokemon turned to look at him. "This will be a real-time 



combat situation. You will need to grow to defend yourself. Watch 
Cinder and Fenrir fight and learn from their skills." 

She did not look very happy about it, but at the very least she would 
follow his orders. It was not often that he gave orders to his 
Pokemon that they did not want to follow, but his strategic mind was 
better developed than any of them could ever hope to achieve. With 
the possible exception with Lucy, whose mind he did not believe was 
limited the way human ones were. 

"The signal will be the first gunshot you hear. Get to your 
positions ! " 

There was no way that the inhabitants of the mansion in the woods to 
the east were unaware of the situation in Fuchsia. The giant 
shockwave had absolutely leveled the place and after that, they had 
built a fire to start cooking. Dinner was more important than not 
creating the suggestion of still active units in the city, but it 
still left him without certainty of the hostile activity in the 
Gym . 

"Lucy? With me." 

i_**Right behind you master! '**_ Lucy happily said and floated after 
him. Now that they were alone, this was the time to find out some 
things that he had been curious after. 

Temporarily letting her happiness before a combat situation slide, he 
thought of the first thing that was calling his attention. "Do you 
feel gravity?" 

If the female was taken aback by his sudden and slightly personal 
question, she did not show it. '_**Gravity? Wella€|not really. I do 
not neccesarily have to keep contact with the groundaC | but I find 
utilizing my telekinetic abilities to keep myself afloat easier than 
letting my body being pulled to the ground. '**_ 

"You can float and walk?" 

'_**If you prefer those terms master, then yes.'**_ 

The term 'master' was slowly becoming more and more obvious to him. 
She was the only one that called him that a€"not only in his team but 
also in his entire life. "Why 'master'?" 

'_**As a Gardevoir- ' * *_ 

A what? Was that her species name? Ralts, Kirlia and Gardevoir? The 
Pokedex might have been capable of telling him that earlier, but 
everytime he had been about to use it on her, something had 
transpired to block that. Like Forerunner death-machinesa€ | an 
artificially created dinosaur and a Forerunner ship blasting the city 
he was staying in, to name a few things. 

I ama€ | closely linked to mya€ | trainer . My master. The intimate 
bond between a Human and a Gardevoir is stronger developed than any 
other Pokemon and Human could hope to achieve. '**_ 


"Not an answer." He replied and continued moving towards the 
treeline, where his other Pokemon were already taking their 



positions. Even the prehistoric, juvenile-minded and murderous 
one . 

personal opinion would bea€ | that we are so intensely loyal to 
our human partners that we actuallya€ i see them as our masters. We 
would do anything for our trainersa€ i our humans. We would gladly give 
our own lives to protect them from harm. ' **_ 

"Now you sound like a soldier." 

She laughed at that. It was strange that two telepathic creatures 
could sound so intensely different from each other. Cinder sounded 
more mature, but also morea€ | intense a€"whereas Lucy sounded pure and 
tranquil. The Fire-type was sometimes a bit husky, while the Psychic 
sounded more innocent . 

A Ninetales and a GardevoiraC | two telepathic ladies who were both 
equally unique and equally taxing on his own mind. 

He spotted Cinder and Fenrir moving with a wide arc around the 
building, preparing to take their positions at the south. The little 
Evolut ion-Pokemon was tripping behind them, doing her best to keep up 
with them. He had no idea where his air-support was at, but it would 
probably be scavenging the sky for something he could kill. Ferocious 
little critter. 

"Find anything edible?" He said when the two of them passed a few 
bushes carrying berries. 

'_**The S e berries are edibleaC | and filled with energy. It will 
suffice . ' * 

She seemed to have enough knowledge of the local flora and fauna to 
keep her alive, but how she got that knowledge in the first place was 
up for debate. She had never been to Fuchsia before a€"none of them 
had been. So how did she know that the berries were edible? She had 
probably recognized them from somewhere else, but still. He had never 
seen her kind in this Kanto before a€"of course there were several 
dozen Pokemon he had never seen before, but still. It raised the 
question of where her species usually hid themselves; she had been 
traveling with him for a few days now and if her kind were even half 
as smart as Lucy self was, they would have contacted them. 

Then again, she had been a lost kid when he had first found her. For 
all he knew her parents were dead and the species of the Ralts-line 
were all living in one central area. 

i_**You have been asking me some quest ionsaC | do you mind if I asked 
you a few myself? '**_ 

Funny. She was a Psychic-type: shouldn't she already know everything 
about him? No, of course not. If she even got her mind on half of the 
Intel on him, she would leave him permanently. He was a soldier, a 
Spartan a€"and she had a glorified vision of what it meant to be a 
soldier. Of course it involved the protection of the innocent 
civilians that would otherwise be at the mercy of the Covenant. But 
he had fought as many open battles defending civilians as he had 
completed Black and Special Operations. Section Seven of ONI was 
unlimited in the twisted missions and operations that they could cook 
up and more often than not he found himself doing the ethically 



questionable . 


Even though he had not been a Spartan long enough to sacrifice his 
entire humanity a€"unlike an even younger Spartan of his unit- he had 
done and seen so many things that if there were such things as heaven 
and hell, a third option would have to be built specifically for the 
Secret-Spartans . A more neutral one. 

But he guessed that the third option would simply be living and 
acting and fighting. So according to religious nutters, he would have 
already received his divine payment. 

He frowned and decided that thinking like religious people was even 
more taxing on his mind than a dozen telepathic Pokemon could ever 
be . 

"Shoot . " 

i_**You are twenty years old now. Your world was destroyed sixteen 
years agoa€ i you were four by then. How was your world 
destroyed? ' **_ 

He felt relieve that she did not pursue the Matter of his age. Almost 
everyone he knew would find the concept of using child-soldiers in a 
war sickening. Lucy would most likely reject him if she figured out 
that he had been a Spartan ever since the UNSC had rescued him from 
Gallifrey. He would keep his military career a secret a€"along with 
his augmentations and past deeds. Nobody would forgive him if they 
figured out what he was. 

"It burned." 

'_**How? How does an entire world burn? ' **_ 

"The Covenant. They fired their weapons on every continenta€ | until 
the oceans boiled and the land turned to glass. They burned my 
worlda€ | like Cinder would burn a patch of dirt." 

She remained quiet for half a minute, probably taking her time to 
process what he had told her. The scale of destruction would be too 
large for anyone not UNSC to process. Seeing as she was such a strong 
empath, his words probably shocked her deeply. They didn't mean 
anything to him other than simply that: words. Statistics. If he 
lingered over every death in his life he might as well lie down and 
die himself. 

'_**How did you survive?' **_ 

"The UNSC. Their soldiers fought the Covenant and gave the population 
time to evacuate." 

' _* *But then?'**_ 


"Ia€|believe I made it to a ship and got flown off." 

'_**You do not remember ?'* *_ 

"No . " 

'_**Ia€ | might be able to help you unlock that memory master. If you 



would allow me?**_' 


In all honesty, he had no desire to remember what had happened on 
that day. He had a battle to fight and his team was waiting on his 
signal. On the other handa€|if he refused now, she might grow 
suspicious of it and press on. He would rather waste time looking at 
some long-forgotten memory than let his Pokemon find out the truth. 
Besides; they were almost in position and his other three Pokemon 
were nowhere to be seen yet . 

"Do you want to see what happened?" 

'_**I do not long to see the destruction of an entire world, but I am 
curious as to the enemies you faced. **_ 

Very well. "Go ahead. Don't take more than a minute, we need to stay 
focused . " 

'_**If you remember the reason you wanted to become a soldier, you 
might fight with more vigor. '**_ 

Manipulative little girl. She truly was learning: good. 

She closed her eyes and he felt the familiar presence of her mind 
brushing against his own consciousness. This was usually the point 
where her voice would echo through his head, telling him what to do 
and what not to do. It did not happen now though; the pushing 
presence became stronger and more pronounced until he could either 
let it slip past, or completely block it out. 

, _**D 0n 't resist it Matha€|allow it to pass.'**_ 

"Stick to that specific memory only." 

i_**You must guide me towards it, lest my powers stride the wrong 
path 

He sighed and tried to remember what had transpired that day; the 
screaming, the shooting and the looming shadows overhead. The ships 
descending to burn them and the ships descending to save them. 

The Covenant had arrived. 

' * *Good . Focus on the memory. It shall become clear-' **_ 

The rest of her thoughts were cut off as an image unraveled itself in 
his mind. It was as if he was staring at a movie, only it felt vague 
and warm. Like a dream: the twisted nightmares everytime he went to 
Cryo-sleep were just like this. Buta€|he could still think and act. 

So either this was a lucid dream, or he was simply staring at a 
developing memory of what had been. 

"Lucy?" He asked and looked around. He was standing in the middle of 
a few burning buildings, with civilians running everywhere in blind 
panic. There was smoke in every direction he looked, but he did not 
smell it. Nothing was there to be smelled, this was just a 
memory . 

'_**I am here, master. '**_ She said and appeared next to him, looking 
more hollow and faint than the memories he was looking at. 



"Where are we?" 


your memories. You remembered the events and I pulled them to 
the surface. You are witnessing your own memories like your mind 
remembers them.'**_ 

"And my body? Is it sleeping?" 

'_**In a trance. Do not worry, I will keep you safe.**_' 

Yesa€|like that was reassuring. "Then why are you here?" 

'_**I am not. I merely projected my consciousness into your own, to 
stand beside you as you watch what happened that day.'**_ 

"You wanted to see." He said and turned to face the sky. It had 
turned purple and dark as the Covenant cruisers and destroyers 
descended. It felt so lifelike: so realistic, he wanted to grab a 
weapon and take the fight to the Alien bastards. But he had to keep 
his cool; this was merely a memory and there was nothing he could do 
but watch the beginning of his legacy. 

Lucy's morbid curiosity to the glassing was well-disguised as an 
attempt to make him remember his past. She had done so in such a 
compelling way that he was not sure what was actually transpiring: 
did she merely want to assist him in remembering why he had become a 
Spartan or was she actually curious to what had happened 
herself? 

The ships were close enough to the ground to activate their gravity 
lifts and legion after legion of Covenant troops poured out. Wraith 
tanks, ghosts and banshee flyers were all ready for action and the 
city was already burning. The aliens screamed for blood and death and 
even though the UNSC was working valiantly to beat them back, there 
was no way that they could ever best them. 

A small child exited a building, followed by a man and a woman that 
was carrying a baby. He could not see their faces, but his heart 
lurched at the sight of the trio and he realized that he was looking 
at a younger version of his own family. A mother, a father and a 
younger sibling. No: a younger brother. His own younger brother, no 
older than six months. 

i_**Your family? '**_ 

"Yes . " 

The father was holding the child by his hand and guided him between 
the burning buildings. An UNSC sergeant yelled at them to go to the 
nearest Evac Shuttle, but he in turn attracted the attention of a 
bunch of scouting Jackels. They opened fire and he returned fire, 
while the family ran onwards, never looking back. The world shifted 
and changed and now he was looking at it from within striking 
distance of the shuttle, it being guarded by at least a dozen 
soldiers . 

They were all yelling and screaming for the family to get on board, 
but two banshees flew overhead and unleashed their fuel rod cannons. 
The first bomb killed three soldiers, while the second one ended the 



life of the mother and the young baby in her arms. The man screamed 
with agony and despair as he saw what had happened to his beloved 
wife and child and ran towards her body, which was miraculously still 
in one piece. He yelled at the youngest kid to get on the shuttle, 
while Covenant soldiers approached their position from all direction. 
The man then picked up a fallen carbine and returned fire, taking his 
place between the soldiers while shouting profanities at the aliens. 
The marines didn't bother to send him to the shuttle, knowing that 
the man would never leave now that half his family was dead. The 
young kid didn't want to leave the father's side, but one of the 
marines picked him up and dropped him inside of the shuttle. 

"Your father will his life to allow you to escape, do not waste his 
sacrifice!" The trooper yelled and closed the hatch, seeing that the 
position was about to be overrun by Covenant forces and that all the 
evacuees would die if the shuttle did not take off. 

He did not see what happened to the father and the remaining 
soldiers, but the approaching carrier and the hundreds of Seraph 
fighters that swarmed out of it was clear enough. In the distance, 
several cruisers started glassing the area. The intense forces of the 
plasma beams were strong enough to nearly send the shuttle crashing, 
but by sheer skill the pilot managed to keep it flying. 

He had seen enough. It was time to assault the mansion and prepare 
for the finishing battle that would serve as his ticket out of Kanto 
and into the arms of the UNSC, where he would continue fighting the 
Covenant . 

Breaking the connection with Lucy's mind, he shattered image of the 
memory and his sight returned to normal; revealing the quiet forest 
around the Pokemon Gym. 

'_**By the makeraC | that wasa€ | indescribable .'* *_ Lucy said and didn't 
bother to get up again. '_**So much deathaC i so much 
destruct iona€ | '**_ 

Yes. It is called life, welcome to it. "Come on. We need to keep 
moving . " 

'_**Your parents diedaC | your sibling died and your world 
burnedaC | howa€ | how did you get through that?'**_ 

"I became a Spartan. The UNSC gave me purpose." 

'_**How old was you when you finally became strong enough to get your 
revenge ? ' * 

Revenge? It had never been about revenge. Well, the first two years 
after training perhaps. Revenge had been a driving motivation for him 
to keep on struggling and live through the rigorous training, but it 
had nothing to do with his duty. 

"That is classified on a need-to-know basis. Don't ask about it 
again . " 

' * * As you wishaC | master . What do you feel?'**_ 


What did he feel? The past was dead and he had known it ever since. 
The fact that he did not remember how it had happened did not mean 



that his world was any less dead in his head. Even if he had just 
relived it, it did nothing but confirm his dedication to return to 
the UNSC and keep on fighting until Humanity was safe. 

"Nothing . " 

'_**Ab S olutely nothing?' **_ Lucy asked, sounding like she was in 
shock. '_**Even with reliving such memories? ' **_ 

"It had already happened. Feelings are useless and irrelevant." The 
shock with which Lucy responded was getting on his nerves; he never 
did know how to work with emotional creatures and if she continued on 
like that, she might compromise the mission ahead. She was the one 
who had wanted to see his memories: it was her own curiosity that had 
caused it . 

"You feel what I feel. You tell me what I feel and then tell me what 
YOU should feel." He said and shrugged. While he prepared his shotgun 
for the coming operation, the Gardevoir replied. 

i_**You should feel sad and angry... because the monsters took 
everything you had. You should feel hate: hate for the creatures that 
messed your life up. And resent fula€ ! with mea€| for making you relive 
it.'**_ She then added. 

"No, I should not." He replied. "Be resentful, that is. And what do 
you feel?" 

' _* * Gui it for making you experience that againa€ | guilt for my own 

foolish curiosity to the workings of your mind. I justa€ i wanted to 
understand. To be able to help you bettera€ ! it kills me that I can 
not figure you out like I should be able to. '**_ 

"Don't feel guilty: gathering Intel is important. Just remember that 
my memories will be too much for you to handle." 

'_**I shall remember that mastera€ } '**_ 

"Good. If your emotions are so intimately linked to mine, you should 
already have been spared the majority of your own feelings." 

'_**You say that like having emotions is a bad thing! '**_ 

"Look at yourself and at me . I am focused on the mission. Are 
you? " 

'_**If you need me to be.'**_ 

"Good. Now forget about my past: we are here now, and I am here 
now . " 

' _* * And the Alien presence on this planet? '**_ 

"A different story." 

'_**Will you speak it later? '**_ 

"If you behave nicely, yes. But only if we are still all alive by 
then . " 

i_**Then I had better start protecting you, master! '**_ 



"Don't forget your place. Me soldier, you Pokemon. I do the 
protecting . " 

'_**Copy that?'**_ 

"Good. " 

He nodded at her and stood. The mansion was dead ahead and it was 
time to figure out exactly just what was going on Kanto. He had no 
idea who was leading the Gym and how that person fought, but it 
couldn't be much worse than shocking Surge or perfume Erica. 

He waited until the mansion appeared all clear and then moved. Like a 
shadow gliding over the leaves, he moved towards the target building. 
Even though it was still morning, the forest was dense and dark and 
it would only serve to keep him hidden. And as he crept through the 
darkness, he noticed that there still wasn't any response from the 
people inside of the mansion. He turned around and gestured for the 
Psychic to join him. She was a very strange little female: fascinated 
by him and the things that kept him busy, but intelligent enough to 
not actually say so until the moment had come that her curiosity had 
bitten her in the ass. He had no idea why she was so interested in 
him, but according to her the entire species was intensely loyal to 
their trainers. 

And he had no reason to believe that Lucy was compromised in any way. 
She had been the only one to actually feel anger towards his actions 
and that was the indicator that she was morally better than him. Only 
after her evolution had she truly changed againa€ | and he still had 
difficulty placing her. She still acted as morally high as she had 
always done, but there were cracks appearing in that wall. She should 
have been utterly repelled by him: by nature's law, what the human 
felt the Kirlia/Gardevoir felt. But she acted on the contrary: 
killing the person who had shot him, taking fascination in genocidal 
murder and even going as far as to hurt herself with his memories 
just to get a glance at what made _him_ thick. 

She had told him that it was killing her that she did not truly 
understand him and he got that: her species line was mentally bonded 
with their trainers and he was literally the WORST possible match for 
her. But that was what the situation had demanded. 

She teleported next to him and he took a look at the door. Or more 
specifically: doors. The large building had multiple folding doors 
all positioned next to each other. He could breach one and let the 
other rooms he was there and that was about it. He knew that his 
signal had been the first gunshot his team would hear, but that was 
before his successful charge and arrival at the building without 
opposition. He needed a new signal to maintain that stealth. 

"Lucy," he whispered, "tell the rest to commence the attack. Do it 
now . " 

She nodded and closed her eyes for a few moments, before opening them 
again and confirming that the trio from the south had commenced their 
attack. She did not get a fit on Aerodactyl though, but that wasn't 
the most important thing right now. 


He cocked his M90 Close Quarters System and kicked the door in 



a€"only succeeding in ramming his boot through the thin material and 
getting stuck there. Feeling annoyed, he ripped his boot free and 
dove shoulder-first through the door, forcing his entire body through 
what had to be a paper door and obliterating the folding 
mechanic . 

He rolled over the ground, came up with his Shotgun at the ready and 
was already prepared to pull the trigger and unleash a blast directly 
from hell, when he noticed that there was only one person sitting in 
the room. And that was a girl. 

"Greetings." She said. Underneath her black skirt and 

fishnet-stockings she wore long, black boots. Wrapped around her neck 
was a long, red scarf and she was wearing her purple hair in a rather 
rebellious tail. Was that a top she was wearing? What was with the 
fetish for black leather? 

Strangely enough she was sitting in a position reminiscent of Seiza. 

A martial artist? Or simply a female seeking peace? 

"I am Janine. You are here for only one purposea€|to seek my father 
and defeat him." 

"Your father?" 

"Yes. The Gym-leader of Fuchsia gym. I take it that by now, the city 
has been destroyed?" 

"Yes . " 

"And the civilians?" 

"Alive. " 

"I see. Unfortunately for us botha€ | I am still loyal to my father. As 
much as I hate his allegiance to Team RocketaC ! I still follow his 
ways . " 

"Ways?" This lady was talking in a way he liked: clear and cutting to 
the subject at hand. The implications of what she was saying were 
clear enough though. Her father was a corrupt Gym Leader and needed 
to be taken down a€"and he was the one that needed to do so. Still, 
she had expressed dislike towards her father, perhaps she could be 
persuaded to share some information. 

"Yes. The way of the Ninja. Me and my Poison-type Pokemon are one and 
we can not be defeated." 

Yesa€ i until he send his Psychic-type in and then she would be totally 
obliterated. Why did these people always choose for the stupid 
decisions? "I have a gun. Start talking." 

She rose one of her eyebrows in a skeptical manner. He could hear the 
faint padding of foot traveling over leaves; quadruped, three times. 
Good; his team was arriving. "Violence cannot bring illumination. You 
seem like a warrior yourself; do you not realize this?" 

Violence was the only thing he knew. "Team Rocket is centered in 
Saf f rona€ | but an alien ship just took off from there. There is more 
going and Rocket knows what. Either you start talkinga€ | or I will 



make your father talk." 

'_**Wrong idea to threaten the cupsa€| '**_ Lucy told him. 

"Why?" He whispered back, keeping his Shotgun on the female as she 
stood up from her position. 

'__**F enr ir said soa€ | no idea why.'**_ 

"You will not hurt my father!" She growled at him and pulled out a 
Japanese looking knife in one hand and a PokA© Ball in the other. "I 
will give you one chance to leavea€ | ignore that and I will destroy 
you ! " 

Yeah, real cute. "I give you half a chance to start talking _now_." 

He did not need to raise his voice, his intention was all too clear. 
She swallowed and seemed to become nervous, but other than that she 
remained her stance 

"What do you want to know then?" 

"Alien spire. Psychic Pokemon on top, wearing alien armour. People 
being brainwashed to become religious: what is going on in 
Kanto? " 

"Team Rocket is led by one mana€ i Giovanni . My father is deeply loyal 
to him and wishes for me to be so too. He told me that he does not 
know where Team Rocket gets their orders from, other than Giovanni 
himself calling the shots." 

Nowa€ | who was calling the shots behind Giovanni? "And the 
aliens ? " 

"We only uncover their ruins by Giovanni's orders. I swear to my 
blood that I do not know more than that . " 

"Does your father know more?" 

"Insinuate violence against my father one more time and I WILL make 
you regret it ! " 

He did not regret. Actions were taken because they were deemed to be 
the tactically superior ones at the time. If he could have made a 
better decision at the time of making one, he would do so everytime. 
As such, regretting past actions was useless and irrelevant. "I am 
taking the terrorist group down. Your father belongs to Rocket, he 
goes down too. Run away or die: your choice." 

i_**M as ter ! You cannot kill this one, she is sincere! She does not 
want to fight but you are forcing her to! ' **_ 

He did not care for that. 

The girl growled with anger. "I have you surrounded." She said in a 
cold voice, hate sipping off of it. Then she threw two PokA© balls in 
the air and unleashed her team. He could have easily pulled the 
trigger on her, but shooting innocent but misguided girls was not the 
answer. According to Lucy at least. 

She summoned a Golbat and a large, moth-like Pokemon that seemed 



equally poisonous. 


At that exact moment, the rest of his team chose to enter. Cinder, 
Fenrir and even Eevee jumped inside of the room via the remaining 
individual doors and pulled the situation to his quantitative favor 
again . 

"You were saying?" He said. 

At that moment, three doors behind Janine opened and six men entered 
the room, beating them with the numbers game. 

'_**That is cheat ing !'* *_ Ninetales yelled in his mind. 

"A telepathic NinetalesaC i " The girl muttered and pressed the palm of 
her hand towards her hand. "You honour us with your presenceaC | but 
this must be done! Do not grudge us for defending what we think is 
right ! " 

'_**Fight if you must, '**_ Cinder spoke once again, apparently 
addressing all of them, '_**but know that we will do so too and we 
will best you, everyt ime . ' * *_ 

"That remains to be seen!" One of the men that he could only identify 
as a real Ninja yelled. They were all garbed in black clothes and 
masks and wielded several bladed weapons. 

"Soa€| still think your numbers are superior?" Janine sneered. 

Well duh, of course not; he could count. 

"Don't bring a knife to a gunfight." He calmly stated and alternated 
between the six males and the small female. Elites always brought 
knifes to gunfights and that causes severe damage to the moral of the 
UNSC troops. It also caused his moral to change: for the better, 
seeing as Energy Swords excelled in carving a path through Covenant 
lines . 

"Don't bring a gun to a knife-fight!" One of the 'Ninjas' said. For a 
master in stealth and discipline, the man was not being very much 
stealthy . 

"A soldier against Shinobi? Who do you think winsaC | " The daughter 
said, suddenly sounding less sure of herself. 

She truly did not want this violence, it seemed. "JanineaC!" He said 
and extended his hand to her, knowing that the same gesture had 
calmed Lucy down when she was doubting him. "It doesn't have to be 
this waya€|join me against Rocket and I promise you that your father 
will live . " 

'_**But cross hima€ | and increase the violence against the 
Rocket-people dramat ically . ' * Cinder added a threat to his 
statement . 

The young girl held out her own hand for two seconds, seemed doubtful 
of what to do and eventually retracted it again. "Noa€ | " She said and 
turned around, clenching her fists. "You can't cross RocketaC | nor can 
you cross Koga, the master Ninja and poison-type user. If you survive 
thisa€|then perhaps I shall reward you by showing you the power of 



poisonous Pokemon. Make real on your threats warrior!" She concluded 
and looked over her shoulder to meet his eyes one more time. "If you 
can survive thisa€|then I shall consider your prowess and chancers 
against the mightiest organization in Kanto." 

A deal forged through violence? Interesting. She did not truly 
believe that blood would be shed and thought that he would utilize 
his Pokemon to best the so-called Shinobi ' s . She had thought right 
a€"but only half so. 

"Pick your targetsa€|" He whispered and remembered why he had not 
seen Aerodactyl during the conversation. It had proven that it only 
listened to first commandsa€ | and his first command had been the 
signal. "Prepare to engage on the original signal." 

The Ninja's crept closer to him and unsheathed their blades, knifes 
and even Bo-sticks. 


'_**We are ready. '**_ Lucy said. 

A faint smile crept on his face as the six men prepared to fight him 
in close-combat. Six of themaC i trying to fight a Spartan wielding a 
Shotgun on close-quarters. They might as well have wielded no weapons 
at all. Cinder, Lucy and Fenrir would be perfectly capable of 
incapacitating three of them. That meant he got to blast the 
remaining three to hell. 

Cinder inhaled, Fenrir growled and Lucy lifted one of her arms. Eevee 
cocked her head to the side and got confused, while he looked down 
the trigger and fired. 

One. Two. Three times. 


That was all he needed to fire. 


0 


"_Well, from what I have gathered, the males of every species are 
always actively seeking a mate. Humans are no different; their males 
are always thinking with only one thing. "_ 

"_Don't you mean thinking ABOUT only one thing? "_ 

"_Surea€ | that too. My point is that our trainer is not interested in 
other members of his species at all. What is up with that?"_ 

"_It could be the other way around too. What were you doing with 
those five naked humans?"_ 

"_Scaring the crap out of them, embarrassing them and creating a 
reputation. I can't go around without being feared by the humans 
right ? 

"_You hated that as a kid."_ 

"_You hated HIM as a kid."_ 

"I never did!"_ 


Spartan Pokemon-unit bantering, part 2 . 



0 


**Soa€|by the time I upload this I will have returned safely from my 
third dramatic train-ride in the exam-week. Stupid NS of the 
Netherlands is stupida€|** 

**Let us see if we can't reach the 200 reviews people! Milestones are 
good! ** 

* *Alsoa€ i sorry for the intense amounts of Clif fhangers . I truly wish 
to end a chapter in a way a real Book chapter could end: not cut off 
in the middle of an action, but rather before the action would take 
place. Or immediately after an act iona€ i well , you get the gist of it. 
See you next time!** 


26. Taking shape 

**Hello ladies and gentlemen; always a pleasure to pre-story 
babble : * * 

**Lay Down Hunter: ****No 200 soon? Bummera€|150 then? Iz also good! 
* * 


**Sex drive of a cactusa€ i that nearly cost me my spleen you evil man. 
ClichA© team? Well, I CANNOT have that. Let's hope that this chapter 
will ease your big, throbbing worries. As for the Gardevoir-thing : I 
did not come up with that. Its seriously canon. Ish. ** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44k: **** did you know that I can almost 
write your name without peeking? I only accidentally added the word 
'Lord' somewhereaC | did not know what went wrong there. I did not mean 
to throw you over the balcony, but I think both writer and reader 
should get internal bleeding from laughing soa€ | I guess soon it shall 
be my turn again. That there, mine King, is one major compliment by 
the way. I shall sleep with ease tonight a€"or what is left of the 
night. Fun fact: I do indeed write the Babblings at the last moment 
before submitting. So the beginning AND the end of the chapter is me 
being half-drunk with sleep rambling onwards.** 


** (the sacrifice was the whole 'stay behind to fight and provide 
covering fire while dying' moment, btw.) ** 


* *Dracologistmaster : * * * *dependsa€ | * thoughtful* if people like the 
flashback scenes, I will make more of them. Do you want to see more 
of them?** 


* *Noblenoissii : ****thank you kind sir** 

**Sazq: is good to see that you like the story that much. I 

cannot say too much about the UNSC because of spoilers and stuff, I'm 
afraid. Please refrain from blasting me with a BFG-9001; I already 
have one cannon aimed at me for the moment. ** 


**That's it folks! On to the 
chapter ! * * 

_* *Thisdocumentwasl3 67 3wordslong . * * 



0 


"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 39 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 38- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 37- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Aerodactyl, lvl 17 a€" significant moves: bite, wing attack, 
supersonic . 

Eevee, lvl 17 - significant moves: tackle, sand attack. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_But at least one of the Spartans has had multiple battles in which 
his presence has caused the necessary fuzz."_ 


"_Fuz z ? " 


_Both the marines as the civilians present in his battles hailed him 
as a heroaC | it was very annoying to cover up his presence at the 
battles when for all intents and purposes, he should not 
exist . 

"_Did it work?"_ 

"_The first time. But Spartan-zero-zero-five has had thea€ | misfortune 
to be noticed in multiple battles. Tales of his exploits have just 
been too wide-spread to efficiently cover it up . "_ 

"_A hero? Five?"_ 

"_Yes. But seeing as how tales of an unidentified but active Spartan 
can boost morale so easily, we allowed the rumors to keep 
existing . 

- conversation between Captain Wren and Jennifer 
Sunf ield . 

~ 0 ~ 


Three hostiles, three shells to take them out. But they were coming 



so easily at hima€ i they were slow and moving in one direct line. He 
didn't need to waste ammo on them; he could simply beat them to death 
with their weapons. But that would be so slowa€| so boringaC i he was 
itching to use his shotgun and this was one perfect time to use 
it . 

But so utterly useless and meaningless; a disabled enemy was an enemy 
that could not attack him. He could simply incapacitate them all with 
a simple blow and move on. 

But they attacked him and they should die for that. They were enemies 
and enemies needed to be killed: simple as that. 

But his team would blame the unnecessary violence on hima€ | and he did 
not want to compromise his position with them anymore than it already 
was; quite fragile. 

So he decided to cut both ways some slack; he jumped to his side 
until he had a clear view of the three closest targets and then 
pulled the trigger. 

Not three times, but once. The shell left the barrel and the pellets 
spread out marginally; just enough for the projectiles to carve their 
way into and even through the legs of the approaching 'ninjas', 
crippling two and hurting a third. But before the third man could 
actually recover, he sprung forward with blinding speed and kicked 
him in the head; sending him crashing into the next 
walla€ | . 

a€ i smashing through ita€ ! and the nextaC i before he exited the house 
through another badly placed paper door. That boot to face action 
wouldn't be very healthy, but then again. Collateral damage in 
engagements was acceptable to a certain degree. 

As the three remaining hostiles stopped in their tracks to gawk at 
his intense speed, allowing the three Pokemon that were targeting 
them to take them out with ease. Cinder used her Confuse Ray on one, 
causing him fall to the ground in an attempt to keep standing 
upright. Fenrir tackled one and brought him down by sheer force and 
weight, while Lucy simply decided that the way she wanted to take her 
target down was by beating a Spartan's record for furthest punted 
hostile . 

A record that she actually came pretty close to shattering; sending 
her targeted enemy through the paper door and into the forest beyond. 
Impressive . 

"Move out." He told his team and burst through the door that Janine 
had used to escape through. There were a few reasons why the 
Gym-leader's daughter would not escape: the first and most prominent 
one was that she was being chased by a Spartan. So calling that a 
chase would be and overestimation of her chances, seeing as 'chase' 
would imply that she had the possibility of getting away. 

Yes; she was being HUNTED by a Spartan. 

Second reason: two mind-reading Pokemon and one that was immune to 
toxins and could hear you breathing from half a mile away were also 
hard to get away from. 



Third reason: his air-support would be waiting for the signal to 
commence the attack. Said signal being the first shot fired and said 
attack being the complete obliteration of the mansion. With all 
escape-routes cut off and no reinforcements for the gym-leader to 
spare, her defeat was almost certain. 

A reflection of light to his right got his attention and he diverted 
from his path, looking to his right. 

On a small pedestal, to his right, was a blue greenish PokA© Ball. It 
was simply lying there as if it was a treasure of some sort. 

'_Net Ball. Great for catching bug and water types.'_ It 
said . 

'_First prototype of Fuchsia store. 

That seemed like something he could use sooner or later, so he took 
it with him. Stuffing the ball in one of his duffel bags, he resumed 
the hunt . 

He wouldn't get cocky though; if he overlooked his ability and 
chances even for a second, the chance of losing the target would 
increase dramatically. No; he would stay focused on the mission and 
keep on moving and fighting as if this was a usual mission: one 
without hope . 

He stepped through the various rooms and chambers with a grace that 
he knew was unmatched; utilizing his body to the sheer maximum 
efficiency and never losing momentum. Various traps were set off as 
he moved through the building, but he either evaded or reflected all 
of them and continued onwards. He could hear the footsteps of his 
target and they were getting closer and closer. 

Although they were also being muffled by the loud, violent noises of 
Aerodactyl completely tearing the upper rooms off of the building. 
Strange thing, that dinosaur. It was a mere child if he was to 
believe Lucy, but it possessed the strength to at least rival an 
Elite in close-combat quarters, so there was that. And it could fly, 
resist bullets and eat things. Much like an Elite. 

Was this thing the prehistoric equivalent of the Elites or was he 
just overthinking things now? No matter; Aerodactyl would serve its 
purpose to keep the heat on Janine and in the meantime he would catch 
up to the female. 

His Pokemon took their sweet time to catch up with him, but he paid 
them no mind. He had an objective and they would not slow him down 
one bit . 

Thundering up the nearest stairs, he dove to the side to avoid both a 
flung dagger and a piece of falling debris. The dinosaur had the 
worst timing and Janine was still trying to keep him distanced from 
him. But if she was desperate enough to throw her weaponry at him, 
then he was getting closer to her. 

"Persistent one!" She cried and slid through a narrow opening in a 
wooden wall. He did not hold delusions that he could fit through that 
hole with his body and instead chose to increase his speed for plan 
B. Plan B was something he always had at hand when stealth or 



low-profile Operations went hairy. It usually involved blunt violence 
and overwhelming force and this day was not an exception. He crashed 
through the wooden door and realized a€"perhaps a bit too late- that 
he would need his armour to effectively get through obstacles like 
these . 

Ah hell, it didn't even matter. It seemed that he used smash-and-roll 
more often as a breach and clear means than the actual breach and 
clear itself. He made a mental note to change the way he entered 
hostile rooms and came up with his shotgun at the ready. Wella€|the 
past had offered him smarter ideas than trying to clear a room 
wielding a M90 one-handed. Still; his reinforced bones would enable 
him to handle the recoil without too much trouble. 

The only person in the small room that he had stumbled into was the 
daughter of the Gym Leader, Koga. She was wearing a katana-sword in 
one hand and the sudden intrusion of her room caught her by surprise. 
Too bad for her: he needed Intel. 

He fired his weapon and the projectiles smashed into the bladed 
weapon, knocking it out of her hand. 

"Wha-" She stuttered, but had no chance to say anything else. He took 
two steps forwards and a€"resisting the urge to smack her over her 
head with the butt of his gun- gave her a mere shove, knocking her to 
the ground. 

He cocked his weapon and aimed it at her head a€"the message would be 
clear. "Stay down." He ordered the young woman and waited for the 
rest of his team to catch up to him. 

' **Master, where are you?'**_ Lucy's familiar voice asked him in his 

head . 

"Upstairs." He called, hoping that they could hear him. If they 
couldn't, he would simply have to start his interrogation 
himself . 

Turning to face the target, he thought of the first thing to ask for. 
"What's the situation in Saffron?" 

She swallowed and tried to keep up a brave face, but it was very 
obvious to her that he was having the upper hand and that she was 
unnerved by his presence. And he was all too aware of his appearance 
and how it worked with other people. 

His Pokemon arrived at the floor roughly around the same time that 
Janine decided to answer. "Rocket's hideout, Sabrina stays there 
a€ i it ' s a fortress! You won't in there!" 

Too much information for his liking, but still. She talked. That was 
good. "Sabrina?" 

"Yes! The most powerful of us alla€|she is our secret weapon!" 

A single person as a secret weapon? What was she, a Spartan? "Who is 
she? " 


The girl smiled. "I propose a game. As a Ninja, my father was the 
very swiftest warrior that Rocket has in their ranks. As his 



daughter, I am trained in his ways. If you can outmatch me in speed 
I will tell you what you want to know." 


That was not the deal she had offered him before, but seeing as he 
never actually participated in deals it did not matter. A little 
display of his capabilities would surely loosen her lips. 

"Deal." 

The girl smiled and got to her feet. "I hold out my hands, like 
thisa€|" She placed her hands in front of him, palms aimed upwards. 
"If you can hit my hands in one go while I am unable to hit yours in 
the same manner, I will talk like a bird." 

Deal . 

He placed the shotgun on his back and held his hands up in the same 
gesture. "Ladies first." He said. 

'_**Ever the gent leman ! ' * *_ Cinder said. 

Janine smiled and gestured with her hands. "You hit me and I don't 
hit you; that's the only way." 

He sighed and decided to play with her ridiculous game. It was the 
same kind of reflex-training that he had done with his 
fellow-trainee's back at training. First one to grab the paper: one 
at top who initiated and one below who had to follow. Pointless 
here . 

She glared at his face with the upmost focus, never wavering in her 
unyielding stare. He watched her for a few seconds before a momentary 
twitch in her facial muscles betrayed a sudden weakness; one he did 
not need to exploit to win but that would grant him even more 
overwhelming victory. His hands flashed downwards and before she 
could even blink, they initiated contact with her own hands. 

A loud clapping noise echoed through the room as he smacked her 
hands, scoring a point for him. Even though he could easily 
interrogate her ONI style to get the Intel, showing her that she 
would be utterly beaten on her own terms would be a better way to get 
information. Besides; she would cooperate with him willingly if he 
did so. Patience was the virtue here. 

"Howa€|" She muttered and looked down at her hands, before looking up 
at him again. "You got lucky; now it's your turn!" 

He complied and held his hands in the same gesture that she had, 
preparing the stupid game to continue. 

She held her hands above him and averted her gaze, seemingly wanting 
to concentrate as much as she could. 

There was nothing to betray her next coming motions, nothing to 
signal what was to come. And still he was many times faster than she 
was, taking his hands out of their position before hers could even 
come close. 

She swore when she noticed that she had failed not once, but twice 
and looked at him again. "How swift is your body?" She asked 
incredibly. "Nobody has ever beat me except for my fathera€|how did 



you? " 

"A deal is a deal." He said. "Tell me what I want to know." 

She looked at him with a strange expression, one he was unable to 
identify but he knew would complicate this case 
unnecessarily . 

"Yesa€|I keep my promises. As a proper warrior should." She angrily 
said and crossed her arms. "What do you want to 
know? " 

"Thisa€ | Sabrina . Who is she?" 

"The Gym Leader of Saffron. The most powerful psychic mankind has 
ever witnessed and she is Team Rocket's to command." 

The Gardevoir on his team glided up to meet him and puzzled him with 
a next statement. 

'_**Take note of how she said 'Team Rocket's to command' and not 
'ours to command.' **_ 

He did take notice of that. It meant that she did not see herself as 
a member of Rocket. Meaning that she was still wavering, no matter 
how loyal she was to her father. 

"What is Rocket's ultimate goal?" 

"As I said, I do not know. Giovanni rules them a€"us, that is- 
strictly. He never tells us his plans." 

"What were you told?" 

She sighed and crossed her arms in an angry gesture. "Just the usual 
'we will serve the world a greater purpose' story. Thata€ | anda€ | " 

He did not interrupt her, yet she stopped herself. And he knew why; 
he had heard it too. In fact, he had heard it before she did but 
didn't do anything to give it away, lest he stop her from sharing her 
intel. But now that it was becoming distinctive enough for HER to 
hear, he would have to take action. 

He had been hearing the faintest footsteps as of yet, outmatched by a 
sneaking Spartan but still very light-weighted. Turning around, he 
grabbed his shotgun and aimed it at the door. The tearing and 
snapping noises at the roof had faded away about a minute ago and the 
silence was almost eerie. 

'_**Are we expecting trouble? '**_ Cinder asked him, but he merely 
held up a fist to silence her and stepped into the hallway. There his 
query was: the Gym Leader himself. 

"Very good." The man said. His features were sharp and his posture 
radiated self-confidence and arrogance. "Your senses are inhumane. 

Who are you?" 

He pulled the trigger and his weapon discharged. 

The lethal blast caught the man directly in his feet; the remaining 



pellets carved holes in the ground even as the man screamed with pain 
and fell to the floor, unable to escape the speed of a gun. Some 
Ninja he was. 

"No!" Janine screamed and ran towards him, brandishing a dagger. Lucy 
spun around and caught the female in a powerful psychic field, 
preventing her from doing anything but stare daggers at them. 

"You promiseda€|" She growled, her voice growing cold and hard. Her 
eyes never left his face, not even to glance at her wounded father. 
"You promised that you WOULD NOT HURT HIM!" 

" J- JanineaC i " The Gym Leader stuttered. 

"I said he would live." He said and walked up to the man, before 
pulling out his combat knife and holding it against his throat. He 
grabbed a fistful of Koga ' s hair and pushed his head down, making it 
easier for the veins to be sliced open together. "Even that might 
change . " 

"I'll kill you for this!" She said, recomposing herself enough to 
stop the screaming. "What more do you want?" 

' **Master, she would have given us the information without you using 

violence. 1 **_ Lucy softly protested. 

That might be true, but he had no reason to believe that the two 
criminals would simply surrender their intel just like that. They 
might be lying or scheming and he wasn't planning on having to deal 
with an attack in his back as soon as it was turned. "There are Alien 
artefacts scattered all over this town and a criminal bunch of fools 
run wild? No police, no government and no army? Think again." 

The girl's eyes shot to her father in concern before she hastily 
formulated a reply. "Don't do anything rash here, alright? We can 
work this out . " 

" JanineaC | don ' t give in!" The man coughed. 

"No father, I told you that your path was doomed. We might yet be 
able to redeem ourselves now." Then she turned towards him again. "I 
too believe that there is more at stake than people can imaginea€ | but 
I really do not know what or how. Kill us if you must, but that 
doesn't change your position. You can't win." 

Like that would prevent him from giving all that he got and trying. 
"Saffron is Rocket's base of operations. Giovanni there?" 

"I have no reason to believe that he will be anywhere 
else . " 

"Good. " 

He released the wounded man and moved to the nearest window. 
Aerodactyl ' s lack of activity was becoming suspicious; the Pokemon 
would have found something else to attack. So why wasn't it making 
noise again? 


"We're moving out." He called and his team followed him without 
hesitation. He could hear from a sudden tremor in the ground that his 



Psychic partner had released Janine, allowing the two fallen Shinobi 
to reunite with each other in the proper way. Not dead and without 
posing a threat to him. 

"Blast it." He ordered Cinder. As the Ninetales prepared to destroy 
the wooden wall that stood between him and the freedom of the road 
ahead, he noticed that the daughter was still glaring at him. If 
looks could killa€iwell, he'd be dead already before he ever got to 
meet her, but still. She wasn't too happy about it. 

The wall caught fire and crumbled away under the intense heat, 
enabling them all to exit the building within seconds after the fire 
had been set. His feet hit the ground and without even rolling to 
dissipate the blow, he started to move. His Pokemon also seemed 
unfazed by the height, but that was purely because they were 
cheating. Even the small Eevee was seemingly unimpressed by that 
height, while a normal human would have to roll at least once to 
avoid damage. Well, creatures that had been used for combat against 
each other for who-knows how long had to have been built 
sturdy . 

'_**s 0 a€ | one new enemy later; what will we do now?'**_ The vixen 
asked him. 

He started going towards the treeline, before remembering that he 
should take Aerodactyl with him if he were to have every possible 
advantage he could muster. "Lucy, bring our air support back." 

She nodded and teleported away, leaving him alone with the rest of 
his team until further notice. 

He sighed and walked deeper into the forest, hoping that the 
Gardevoir would be back soon and that he might continue fighting. 

When he turned back to see if his Pokemon were following him, he 
noticed that the Ninetales was indeed walking after him. 

With a newspaper in her jaws. That was weird; where had she found 
that? And when? More importantly, why did she think it significant to 
their current situation? 

"What?" He asked her and took the thing from her. "Did you hear me 
say fetch?" 

'_**Very funny. Be happy that I found this!'**_ 

He sighed and ran through the pages, searching for anything that 
might be useful. 

_Breaking news! Elite Four retire from the league and 
disappear !_ 

Elite four? Right; members of the Pokemon League, where skilled 
fighters would come to challenge them. First fix world, then test 
skills. He skipped the page. 

_Officer Jenny's report: 'Rocket is unstoppable ! '_ 

He skipped the page. 

_Sexually frustrated Charizard nearly rapes her trainer; how do you 



deal with these problems?_ 

He froze in his position for a few second when he read that. He had 
no idea what a Charizard was, but he hoped to whatever deity that 
cruised the skies of Kanto that it wasn't a Fire-type. 

Skipped the page. Rapidly. 

_Scilph Scope is taken over by Rocket! Saffron despairs. _ 

Scilph Scope? Had he heard that name before somewhere? Well, the 
title said Saffron so that had to mean something? If this 'Scilph' 
was taken over by Team Rocket, it had to have some sort of function 
that had attracted them there in the first place. So a 
buildinga€ | taken over by terrorist sa€ i in Saffron, their main hub. 
Taken over sort of implied that there were people that lived there 
besides thema€ i meaning that there was resistance in the city. Whether 
that resistance was alive or dead was still unclear though. There was 
a date above the article, but without proper guidance that would be 
completely useless. 

And he would NOT go around asking people what date it was . No 
way . 

"Where?" He asked the Pokemon. 

'_**Your newest victim carried it with him.**_' 

Because of the Rocket thing? Ora€ i because of the other thing? It was 
hard to believe that a man like Koga would be the perverted type that 
got off on the idea, but then again: he was a Spartan. He was the 
pinnacle of warfare and having no idea of what people were like. 
Besides; Pokemon making advances on people might be a regular thing 
on this world. They DID possess human-level intelligence and he knew 
that some of them resembled humans alright; a creature with the 
muscled body of a man and in possession of FOUR arms could make a 
lady go crazy. He had had female marines attempting to flirt with him 
beforea€ | even though it took one of his superior officers telling him 
to seek isolation to actually make him realize that they had been 
hitting on him in the first place. And he didn't even have four 
arms . 

What was he thinking off again? Oh yes, terrorists. So Team Rocket 
was in possession of the entirety of Saffron city but was also 
struggling to keep control over ita€|that would be a weakness. A 
weakness he would have to exploit. 

An overhead scream called his attention back to the matter at hand; 
scattered in forest with team. 

Aerodactyl sailed overhead and landed in a clearing a few dozen 
meters to the left of his position. At roughly the same time as the 
creature reappearing, Lucy also materialized. 

'_**He was hunting. '**_ She stated. 

Hunting? The thing JUST had dinner. It ate roughly half of their 
catch in its frenzy. What did it need to sustain it? 


Cinder said something in her own native language and Fenrir responded 



in kind, initiating another fine conversation in Pokemon language 
that he could not follow. 


"Move out." He said, trying to keep his thoughts off of the raging 
torrent of problems and scenarios. He had long ago learned to never 
dwell on the 'what if's ' of combat, but this world was already 
breaking as much established rules as it forced new ones onto him so 
he might as well keep to his own thoughts while his team 
moved . 

'_**So? Big fight coming up, right? '**_ The curious Fire-type asked 
him. '_**With this Sabrina-lady huh? Any idea what you are going to 
do ? ' * *_ 


"Kill the enemies, complete the objective. Same as ever." 

He assumed that Cinder was speaking to all of them with her mind. 
'_**B 0 r inga€ | do you never try mixing things up a little? Talking your 
way out ? ' * *_ 

She remained silent for only a moment before adding: '_**Righta€ | I 

forgot. Sorry. '**_ 

Good. That didn't need explaining- 

'_**You are socially awkward. Letting you talk to people would be 
worse than letting mister fly-boy over there talk to 
them. ' **__ 

What ? 

'_**Now there Cinder, do not insult our master like that. He did not 
deserve that.'**_ 

She craned her neck and gave Lucy and odd glance. '_**Coming from 
you? He was being rather violent against that man. a€"no offense to 
you, of course! ' **_ 

"None taken." 

'_**Well . . . this time was just if ied- ' * *_ 

No more than any other. 

'_**- See ing as the man was affiliated with the bad humans; he would 
have come back to hurt us later. '**_ 

'_**But we kind of made an enemy out of his daughter. She does not 
seem like the type you would want as an enemy, right? '**_ 

' _* *d 0 i sense a hint of fear there. Cinder? '**_ 

'_**From me? Bah!'**_ 

Silly females. They had reached the small open field where Aerodactyl 
was roosting and judging by the bloody smears covering his maw, he 
had already feasted on whatever it was that he had found. Eevee was 
staring at the large creature with her ears in her neck, seemingly 
very intimidated by the sight. 



"You done yet?" He asked the dinosaur. "We're moving." 

It shifted its gaze from the ground towards him and the eyes 
narrowed. A soft hiss escaped its throat and it started moving 
towards their position, placing one clawed appendage in front of the 
other in its slow but very threatening advance. 

He sighed and prepared himself for another game of domination above 
submission with the reptile. But before either of them could make one 
hostile move towards the other, the little Eevee darted out from 
underneath his legs. He could simply reach out and grab the thing, 
but it had to have a reason for its behaviour. So he let it. 

Eevee stopped when it a€"she- was close enough for the Aerodactyl to 
reach out and swallow her whole. He would interfere when it did that; 
he would never tolerate such tensions to exist in his team. 

The prehistoric Pokemon lowered its head and brought it closer to the 
mammal, as if it wanted to sniff her scent or something like 
that . 

"_Eev?"_ The female replied in turn and crawled even closer. She was 
officially closer to the reptile than he would want to see her and if 
those two did not break up soon, he would either force them to or 
order them to get a room. 

'_**This is new. '**_ Lucy said. 

"You don ' t say . " 

i_**You misjudge my words, master. The young one's thoughts have 
calmed down. Death is no longer on the forefront of its 
thoughts . ' 

"I thought that you were the only one to calm him down?" 

'_**It seems you thought wrong. '**_ 

What was with the sudden shift in her attitude? One moment she was 
being gentle and caring, her voice sounding more like a subtle caress 
than sound, and the next thing he knew her voice flung through his 
head with enough force to cause his mind to tremble slightly in its 
aftermath. Mood swings probablya€ | she DID resemble a human female and 
it was commonly known that human females had certain days on which 
they would behave like Covenant Brutes. 

Perhaps this was such a day?" 

Eevee and Aerodactyl were close enough to touch each other now and if 
the large monster suddenly got violent, there would be a chance that 
he would be too late. 

The two noses touched each other- 

-Aerodactyl flinched- 

-and he jumped forwards. The reptile had made a sudden move and if 
didn't act quickly, the newest member of his team would become the 
first casualty as well. 



But nothing like that happened. The resurrected animal merely changed 
its facial expression to one he could not read and the evolutionary 
animal happily squealed and darted forwards, ignoring every dangerous 
aspect of Aerodactyl so that she might get closer to him. 

'_**Is he smiling? '**_ Cinder cautiously asked. 

'_**It would seem so, yes. Curious: even I never had the ability to 
calm him just like that.'**_ 

"He is a kid. " 

' **Corr eC t master. '**_ 

"She is a kid. " 

' **Corr eC t master. '**_ 

"Problem solved. They will look after each other. On to Saffron 
city . " 

' * * And the murderous psychic Human whom Rocket considers their ace 

in a hole . ' * *_ 

Horribly phrased. "Correct Cinder." 

'_**And the many dozens of combat-ready humans that want to kill 
us . ' **_ 

"Correct Lucy." 

Fenrir growled something and promptly took the lead, taking their 
conversation elsewhere. The sight of the fluffy animal walking 
side-by-side with the not-so-f luf fy animal was mildly 
disturbingaC | but he could not yet understand why he felt that way. 
There was only one reason why he had taken the thing with him in the 
first place and that was because of the scientific interest that his 
enemies showed in it. But he had yet to find out just exactly _what_ 
was so interesting about the creature a€"and he had no way to find 
out himself. He would have to find another scientist to interrogate 
and simply wish real hard that this one would not get blown away by a 
Forerunner ship taking off. 

That was another frustrating factor: the obviously advanced alien 
interference in this land. A pyramid, erected after a war with two 
unknown parties? No way; something extra-terrestrial in origin would 
NOT simply appear without reason. It had to have been present for a 
long time, just waiting for the right moment to show itself. But the 
Forerunners were hailed as gods by the Covenant a€"that was something 
ONI was sure of. But if that was truea€|the ancient aliens would have 
to be dead. The only thing they left behind was these structures and 
artefact sa€ | which they were still active. The Pyramid had been 
excreting mechanical flying drones at a rapid pace. 

So where did that leave him? Something far greater than he could 
imagine was going on; the native animals all defied the laws of 
nature as if it was default for them. They could not be natural, that 
is simply impossible. And the nation he found himself in was cut-off 
from the other ones; without a governing body or even military 
presence to guide it. Anarchy. And Team Rocket took the full 



advantage of that, taking over almost every major city in Kanto. But 
why? What was in it for them? Money and power meant nothing when your 
own life was at stake and with the psychic hostile on the roof of 
that spire obviously being able to indoctrinate humans with its mind, 
they should be focusing on the bigger picture. 

Alsoa€|the artefact on Vermillion? What was all that about a€"the Gym 
Leader there being brainwashed by a powerful PsychicaC | was that 
Sabrina or the armoured Pokemon? Did these two work together? Or did 
the one work for the other? Noa€ | that could not be true. 

Whatever feelings he still understood, the feeling that he got on top 
of the Pyramid was still very clear to him: not under human 
control . 

It was with the Forerunner presence attempting to kill him. That let 
only a few remaining options for him: either Rocket was working to 
gain control over the country and were blind to everything else, or 
they were actively trying to figure out what the alien activity meant 
and trying to control it. 

That, or Rocket was under direct control of the Psychic Pokemon. But 
that idea was ridiculous; no creature could dominate an entire 
organization like that. 

So how? And why? 

He would find out when he assaulted Saffron. That much was 
clear . 

' **Master? Are you alright?**_' 

"Just thinking." 

' _* * About what?'**_ Cinder curiously added. 

"The coming battle." 

i_**You are already working out how to win? That is 
excellent . ' * *_ 

Sort of. "How are the two infants?" 

The psychic-type seemed thoughtful before she carefully answered. 
'_**I do not knowa€ | the little one is having no trouble with keeping 
Aerodactyl under controla€ | but the reason for that is not one I can 
discern myself. '**_ 

Meaning that she had no idea. Great. 

He stopped in his tracks and held his hand up; their signal for stop. 
His team obeyed him without question and even the two young ones 
stopped moving. 

He heard a faint rushing sound aheada€ | it didn't sound like any 
organic form of movement, but the creatures in this world challenged 
the laws of physics on a daily basis so yeaha€ | there was 
that . 

"Movement ahead." He told his companions and then resumed walking. 



dropping to a crouch with his assault rifle at the ready. He circled 
to the right and hoped to flank the hostiles ahead in such a move. 

But after two minutes of moving like that, the rushing sound became 
familiar to him/ 

And he wished that it simply meant enemy movement. Because enemy 
movement he could deal with; hostile targets could be targeted and 
destroyed . 

'_**i have a bad feeling about thisa€| '**_ The fire-type complained 
and this one time, he agreed with her. 

The trees parted and he stumbled upon a raging river, easily a 
hundred meters wide. 

"River." He muttered and crept closer to the riverbed, hoping that 
there would be a bridge _somewhere_ to help him cross the damn thing. 
But both the left as the right sides were completely devoid of any 
way to cross the body of water that did not involve swimming. 

The water did not even move that fast, but he had no idea how cold it 
would be and if there would be any dangerous indigenous life-forms in 
the water that could compromise him. The occasional splash at the 
surface of the water indicated that it was in fact animal-habitat and 
if the most recent water-types were any indication of their 
physiology, there would be no swimming. 

And if he had a water-type Pokemon with him that could support his 
weight, he could simply use that to get to the other side. But he had 
two Pokemon with a weakness to water, two Pokemon that looked like 
they couldn't even swim in a stagnant pool without drowning and one 
that could levitate. 

He could simply recall his entire team and let Lucy teleport him to 
the other side, or let her use her telekinetic powers to carry him 
there . 

Or he could ride Aerodactyl to the other sidea€|well, that plan might 
have to wait for a while. 

"Think you can teleport us?" He asked his partner. 

It didn't take her long to formulate a reply. '_**Noa€|I cannot see 
the other side clearly enough to risk it and I do not trust myself 
enough to risk a blind- jump 

So they were stuck on the other side until he could come up with a 
way to cross it. He could build a raft and use thata€|but again, 
indigenous life-forms. He could walk all the way to either side and 
search for a way to cross, but that would be a waste of time and 
effort. The answer lay with the apparent driving factor behind this 
world: its inhabitants. 

He would have to catch a water-type and ride that to the other side. 
Great; yet another creature to take care off and with that, his team 
would be complete. 

"We need a Pokemon to cross this." He said and prepared the last 
PokA© Ball he had. Originally he had been given five of them by the 
old Professor, but the Net Ball in the mansion seemed ideal for this 



situation. If a large Water-type Pokemon raised its head, he would 
weaken it with his team and then catch it. With it, he would cross 
the river with Aerodactyl providing air-support from above. 

That way, he would have optimal chances of reaching the other 
side . 

"Lucy, do you feel anything in the water?" 

'_**I feel an abundance of life down there, master. A'**_ 

Good. "Bring as many as you can up in the air; I'll catch the one 
that will allow us to cross this." 

The Gardevoir did not question his orders and obeyed him without 
trouble; surrounding herself in that all-too common aura. Then she 
gestured with one hand and as if they followed her command, a dozen 
of creatures leaped out of the water. 

But those would not doa€ | would they? Pokemon usually evolved in 
bigger, stronger versions of themselves when they grew tough. These 
things however, didn't look like they were capable of doing even 
that . 

They looked like large goldfishes; with shining red scales and long 
white whiskers. They could also resemble those old Chinese 
f ishesa€ | koi ' s something. They were a foot long in length and looked 
about as useful as a Grunt with one leg. 

One of them called his attention though. While the rest of these 
specimens was completely red, this one was tinted blue. Albinos were 
by definition white, so this was either a mutation or a special 
case . 

'_**Which one do you choose? '**_ Lucy asked. 

They looked completely useless, but if he stumbled upon the sea again 
he would need a proper Water-type to assist him. Besides; Cinder had 
looked equally useless to him, but had turned out to be psychic and 
capable of breathing fire. Perhaps this one would surprise him by 
being capable of excreting drinkable water. That would be invaluable 
a€"ignoring the blatant disregard of all the laws of chemistry, of 
course- and it would serve him well in the coming fights. 

Yes. He would choose that golden one. 

"The golden one." 

The rest of the fishes were dropped back into the river as the 
psychic released her grip on them, only keeping the golden one 
suspended in the air. 

He threw his ball at the fish when his partner had brought it closer 
and watched with slight satisfaction as his newest teammember was 
enclosed in the capturing capsule. The ball bounced up from the 
ground and shook heavily. That couldn't be right; could Pokemon 
escape from these things? 

The ball shook again. Twice. 



And again. Three times. And then it remained like that, unmoving and 
silent . 


Captured. No other Pokemon had resisted him as much as this one; that 
had better be a good sign. 

"They obey me once I capture them, right?" He asked his team. 

Two female affirmatives confirmed his thoughts and he let the Pokemon 
out again, hoping that his team could talk it into sticking with 
them . 

In the meantimea€|a new problem. He had been unable to catch a proper 
Water-type to use in his effort to cross the water. That left only 
two options now; making a raft, or riding Aerodactyl . 

And he had no time nor equipment to make a working raft in such a 
short notice. He would have to try his luck and fly the reptile to 
the other side. Time to test Eevee ' s ability to control the mean 
thing . 

He would rather ride a hostile Banshee into space than doing this 
though. At least religious genocidal aliens could be reasoned 
withaC | 

~ 0 ~ 

The human had captured another Pokemon to add to his team. Now there 
were six of them. Cinder, the kind Ninetales, told her that they were 
a close team and that they never left anyone behind. But the actions 
of her new trainer hadn't inspired much confidence in her up to now: 
he was a deadly warrior, but behaved so strange and violent. And not 
once had he tried to talk to her in a kind way, like Humans were 
supposed to do. WellaCilike she thought humans were supposed to do. 
The problem was that she didn't know what they were like now: the 
only ones she had met in her short, new life were the mean ones and 
her trainer. 

"**Hello there!" **Sweet Lucy said to the odd-looking Magikarp, Why 
was that thing so shiny? "**Are you ok?"** 

"**0h mya€|"** The pokemon replied. "**I have been captured? By a 
trainer? " * * 


" * *Wella€ | yes . We are very sorry for robbing you of your freedom like 
this, but we need your help." **Wasn't it normal for Humans to catch 
Pokemon out of the wild? Cinder and Lucy had told her that they had 
been saved by the trainer, but did the same thing go with the rest of 
them? 

"**0h dear girlaC | I don't think I have seen you before." **Magikarp 
said. "**But I am glad that a human has chosen me to take under his 
wing ! " * * 

"**Glad?"** Cinder asked from her position a few meters away from the 
shore. "**How are you glad?"** 

"**This river is exhausted; food has become scarce and the just a few 
minutes ago, the complete surroundings changed!"** 



That would be the Searing-Storm from which they had taken shelter, 
yes. For a Magikarp, this individual was very intelligent. Well, it 
would have to be in order to survive amongst so many specimens. And 
with its golden coloura€ | it would stand out like spikes on a 
human . 

" * *Yesa€ i that is part of the problem we are facing. So you will help 
us?" **Lucy asked. 

"**I would do anything for the lovely trainer that has given me a 
chance to live!"** It happily said. 

" * * That is good. We need a way to cross this river, and-"** 

Her attention was called when the trainer suddenly appeared next to 
her, kneeling next to her small form. 

"Eevee. I require assistance. Nod if you can understand me." 

She remained frozen in place, intimidated by the sheer stealth that 
such a large male could possess. 

She did not want to have anything to do with him; he was scary and 
mean and she disliked him. There was nothing she would do for him 
until he had proven himself trustworthy enough to work with. 

And yet she still nodded, indicating that she understood him 
perfectly. Why would she do something like that? 

"I will ride Aerodactyl to the other side of the river. I need you to 
keep him calm like you always do." 

Hold upa€ | he was going to ride Fluffy? Why would he want to do that! 
Fluffy would tear him apart if he even touched him! Perhapsa€ | perhaps 
this was the reason why he wanted her help? Waita€ | he had said so 
already . 

The Aerodactyl had been very kind against her, and she in turn. She 
didn't understand how she 'calmed' him down, but she simply touched 
him and he calmed underneath her touch. Since then, he was a friend. 
He was kind. He was Fluffy, her new best friend. 

But if they were going to cross this river for some reason, they 
would indeed need to do so on his back. 

She nodded again, confirming that she understood his plan. 

"You will need to stay on top of him while we fly. I will hold on to 
you, but unlike the rest you will need to remain outside of your 
ball." 

That was a good thing! She disliked having to be stored in that 
dreamlike trance like that! Buta€| flying on Fluffy? Just like that? 

He must be crazy. 

And still she nodded. Stop doing that! 


He picked her up in his large, strong hands and carried her to 
Aerodactyl . 



" * *H-helloa€ ! "** 


She hesitantly said. 


The Pokemon turned to face her and then looked at his trainer. Did he 
understand what was going on? Or was he feeling protective towards 
her, because her trainer was holding her like that? 

"* *Ehma€ i trainer wants us toa€ | f lya€ | with you."** 

He cocked his head and his eyes focused on her again. He was so big! 
If she were to stand on her trainer's head on her hindlegs, the two 
of them would still be smaller than him. 

He growled at them and lowered its head. Was he being mean or did he 
want them to take their place on his back? 

"Lucy, Cinder, Fenrir! Tell your new friend we move now!" 

He recalled them one by one after they had told the Magikarp that 
they were leaving and then turned back to the two remaining pokemon: 
him and her. 

Now that the others were gone, the only one she could still trust was 
Fluffy. Wella€|both telepathic girls had told her that she could 
trust her trainer. This would be that momentaC | the moment where she 
would find out if her trainer was going to hurt her or not. 

The trainer placed her on top of Aerodactyl ' s head and then mounted 
him. She had never before seen a human sitting on a Pokemon like 
thata€|was that supposed to be normal or not? It looked weird. Math 
himself wasn't very cute and only cute creatures were supposed to 
hug, right? 

WellaC | Fluff y wasn't cute eitheraC | at least not on the outside. He 
was her best friend, so he would have to be nice! 

"Hold on." The trainer said and placed his legs behind the grey 
wings, before reaching out and grabbing her again. His hands placed 
her on a position on the scaled neck, right underneath the human's 
chest. It wasn't a position where she would like to be, but if she 
did not calm the Pokemon with her presence he would engage their 
trainer in a fight to the death. And she did not know who would win 
that fight. Why did males always have to fight about everything? 

The Aerodactyl curved its neck backwards and glared at the two 
passengers sitting on his back, not looking particularly happy about 
his situation. But he behaved a€"and that was all that she 
wanted . 

"**Good job!"** She told it. " * *Nowa€ | just fly to the other side of 
the river, would you? Please?"** 

The creature did not reply in any way; of course it didn't, it could 
not talk like they did. But at least he understood her and that was 
all that she required from him. 

"Go." The trainer said and at that moment, she took it upon her to 
translate the word to something that Fluffy would understand. 

"**Go ahead; fly!"** She happily cooed and then pressed herself 
against the heavily muscled neck. Aerodactyl was a very powerful 



creature; even though he should have the light frame to keep himself 
afloat in the sky, he was very heavily build and muscled. It didn't 
even show that much, but she could feel the muscles underneath the 
skin and her instinct told her the rest. 

The legs kicked themselves off of the ground- 

- his wings unfolded and revealed themselves in all of their majesty 
once again- 

- and they took off. Three strokes of his wings were enough for the 
three of them to takes the skies and for the second time in her short 
memory, she soared into the sky. This time felt both better and 
infinitely worse: even though she was flying with her friend and her 
trainer towards a destination that was clear, she was in more danger 
than she had been with the Bad Humans . At least they had had the 
decency to keep her somewhere safe during the trip; there was nothing 
to prevent her from falling to her death this time, except for her 
trainer. But seeing as she had already fixed herself on trusting the 
man called Math for just this once, she wouldn't complain too 

much . 

She would scream in fear though. 

The journey to the other side didn't take too long; after two minutes 
of nerve-wrecking, gut-wrenching and mind-numbing flight they had 
arrived at the other side, where the riverbed ended at the 
shore . 

The voyage at Aerodactyl ' s back had not been a pleasant one. He had 
constantly attempted to go after flying Pokemon in the air, swimming 
Pokemon in the water or even towards a completely different 
direction. His sudden and chaotic movements had nearly thrown her 
free not one, but three times. Only the timely intervention from her 
trainer had saved her from falling into the water a€"and even though 
it was wet and blue, the river would not have saved her. 

Because Fluffy had decided that simply flying to the other side 
wouldn't be enough, oh no. He had flown high into the sky, taking 
altitudes that even the other Pokemon had not dared to reach. Once 
again, the trainer had been forced to take action and called him out 
on his actions. 

It had been a wonder that they had even reached the other side in one 
piece. And as soon as her human dismounted the Rock-type, he had 
snapped at his leg. 

" * *Fluf f y ! " * * She yelled, hoping that her angry tone would not offend 
him in any way. "**That was bad! Bad!"** 

Her friend growled and averted his head, not even bothering to try 
and go against her scolding. Good. That way, he would learn not to 
eat his friends. 

Math grabbed his PokA© balls and released the other Pokemon too, 
allowing the six of them to celebrate the new victory. And because 
she had been chosen to ride Aerodactyl as the first of her new team, 
she felt special too. 


Special her a€"rider of Pokemon. 



0 


'_**So what do we do now?'**_ 

"Continue to Saffron." 

, _**D 0n 't you think we should take a break now, 
master? ' * *_ 


"Why?" 

i_**You rode Aerodactyl together with Eevee . That is not 
nothing . ' 

"Yes it is . " 

'_**With respectaC | I was not talking about you.'**_ 

Math looked over his shoulder and spotted the young Eevee, lying on 
her back on the ground with her legs in the air, faking death. The 
Rock-type was curled up around her, allowing her head to rest on his 
tail . 

"We're wasting time." 

'_**Nobody knows that we are coming master; Saffron will wait for us 
and we cannot fight if we are tired, can we? ' **_ 

"Fine. Half an hour, but first a debriefing." 

She sighed and sat down next to a fallen tree, using the once 
formidable organism to rest against. Her master was still so 
narrow-mind when it came to the future; if he couldn't broaden his 
views soon, he would get hurt because of it. . 

But he was making small progress at least: he had saved Eevee all on 
his own without anyone influencing him and he had even chosen to keep 
the Magikarp with him. Of course her shiny golden scales were a 
mystery to her too, but she was different from the rest of them. 

Apart from her colour, there wasn't anything that set the Magikarp 
apart from the rest of her species: Cinder had been psychic and in 
trouble; capturing her was a mercy. Fenrir was absolutely needed to 
augment their team and test her own capabilities. Aerodactyl had been 
a little accident, but proved to be a risk to his surroundings and 
himself. Taking him with them had also been a mercyaC | only more of a 
mercy to the rest of the world than to the creature himself. 

And Eevee had been captured by the Bad Humans and probably used for 
experiments; also, she would have died in the crash had he not 
captured her. 

WaitaC | a debriefing? 

The human took a position in the middle of his team and did not even 
once have to ask for their attention. They immediately offered him 
their unwavering responsiveness: he spoke so little that every small 
word that came out of his mouth was a victory to all five of them. 
WellaCiall six of them now. 



"Listen up team. The situation as following: I do not come from this 
world. I am a soldier from a different world; fighting in a war to 
protect humanity. I seek to return to my people and Saffron city has 
the means to allow me to communicate with them. If we're lucky, they 
will arrive in a few weeks. Until then, you will all have to learn 
how to become strong and defend yourself when I leave." 

He paused for a moment to let his throat recover and then continued. 
"Saffron City is crawling with enemies. If we are to fight and win, 
we will need to be at our best. And I mean you. First of all: team 
cohesion exercises." 

Exercises? Seriously? 

"You will all need a name. Aerodactyl? You will be known as-" 

"**He already has a name!" **Eevee cried out. Turning to face her, 
she continued. "**Tell him! You have to tell him, please!"** 

She nodded at the child and addressed her master. '_**Math, it 
appears that Aerodactyl already has a name. '**_ 

"Come again?" He said. 

'_**Eeve e says that he already possesses a name. '**_ 

"Fine." He turned to face the brown Pokemon and spoke to her 
directly: "Which is?" 

The small individual did not hesitate for a second and instantly gave 
her reply. "**His name is Fluffy!"** 

Her heart skipped a beat when she heard that. Apart from the sheer 
innocence and sweetness that came together with the lovely little 
Eevee, such a name was completely unfit for him. The ferocious, wild 
animal did not even REMOTELY resemble anything fluffy and quite 
frankly, that caused the name to suddenly become fitting. 

Fluffy the Aerodactyl. How original. 

Still, she hesitated to pass the message on. Cinder looked very taken 
aback by the name; with a good reason. She was the fluffiest one in 
their team. Perhaps she was jealous? 

That dislike and jealousy towards Aerodactyl was only more reason for 
her to accept the name. '_**She says that his namea€| is 
Fluffy. '**_ 

She half expected her trainer to oppose the request or downright 
decline it, but he did no such thing. 

"Fine." He said and turned to face Eevee herself. "Does he have a 
name for you as well?" 

"**Nope."** She bluntly said, practically oozing with glee that her 
nickname had been confirmed. 

"Then I will come up with one." He was silent for half a minute 
before he continued talking, officially giving Eevee her 
'designation.' "It is only fitting that you should bear _his_ 



original name then. Your name is Phoenix." 

She inhaled sharply when she heard such a name being addressed to 
such a cute being. How did Math even come up with these 
names ? 

Turning to face the last Pokemon without a proper name, he looked 
down at the Magikarp. The newest addition to the team seemed like the 
weakest one as well; what sort of name would he pick for her? 

"Your official designation shall be Havoc. You are to respond to that 
name from now on." 

HavocaC i a nice name, just like Phoenix. Did these names mean anything 
or were they simply made-up from his military tinted mind? For a 
child of war like him, he came up with these names very easily. 
Perhaps it was a hidden talent? Giving people nicknames? 

"**Excuse mea€ i what ? ' * * Magikarp replied. Was she referring to the 

name, the mission or the whole not-f rom-this-world 

thing? 

'_**Soa€ | debrief ing over?'**_ Cinder asked. 

"Yes . " 


"**Good!" **after that, the Fire-type smiled and joined Fenrir, who 
was currently being the victim in his trainer's teaching methods. But 
that was alright: the Nidorino always seemed to enjoy the lessons of 
his pack-leader. 

Seeing as their trainer was turned towards Fenrir to teach him 
something about utilizing the opponent's balance for own benefit, she 
could make use of their new free time to talk to Eevee and Magikarp. 
That is; Phoenix and Havoc. These names didn't fit them at 
all a€ | 

"**It seems that you two are in need of information."** She 
tried . 

The two remained silent, but she could sense that she had their 
attention alright. "**We do not know what is going on lately, but 
there are strange things going on. The fate of our world hangs in the 
balance and if we do not act, all shall be lost in 
darkness . " * * 

"**How would you know this?"** Havoc replied. 

"**Because we faced it. Together with our trainer, we fought Bad 
Humans and twisted pokemon and even demonic creatures that are not of 
this world. I saw what evil is on the loose in this world and I will 
not rest until we have vanquished it."** 

"**Bad Humans? I believe that; they had me as their prisoner."** 

Eevee a€"Phoenix- replied. 

Cinder and Fenrir were currently listening to the instructions of 
their trainer and didn't listen to her. Fluffy the murderous 
Aerodactyl was still sleeping, paying even less attention to them at 
the moment . 



"**I do not know about thisa€|all I ever knew was the river and how 
it was slowly getting corrupted. Perhaps this is the work of the 
'evil' you describe?"** Havoc asked. 

"**Yes ! "** She replied, feeling glad that the newest member was such 
a clever lady. She seemed to understand the gravity of the situation 
and didn't waste time with asking questions. "**Indeed! Our enemy has 
managed to launch an enormous habitat into the sky. What they aim to 
do with that, I do not know. But it released intense energy enough to 
destroy the town of Fuchsia a€"and nearly destroy your 
river . " * * 

"**So that was what it wasa€| "** The Magikarp responded. Faint anger 
emanated off of her and Lucy felt her doubts increasing too. 
"**Buta€|who did that then? Thesea€|Bad Humans?"** 

"**Bad HumansaC | yes . And a twisted Pokemon with more power than 
should be possible. It did not come from nature itself, I can tell 
that. It was wearing strange armoura€|his armour felt like the same 
material that his demonic creations had."** 

Her master was done talking and was walking to the edge of the forest 
now, picking up sticks and disregarding them again, as if they 
weren't pretty enough for him. Cinder was happily walking after him, 
as if she wanted to guard him from something. 

She shook her head and resumed her focus on the task at hand. 

" * *Havoca€ | PhoenixaC | our trainer is not simply human. He has been 
twisted by his worldaC | a fate that I regret, but understand. War is 
all he knowsaC | fight ing is his sole goal and he will stop at nothing 
to do what he believes is right."** 

" * * That sounds horribleaC | " * * Havoc whispered a€"which was a hard 
thing to do when you were a fish. "**Who did that to him? How old is 
he even? He looks strange, as if he should not belong here."** 

The golden Magikarp had no trouble keeping herself afloat in the 
river, a testimony to the many years that had strengthened her. 
Pokemon like her did not survive for long without skills, seeing as 
they were the preferred meal of many carnivorous creatures. She 
sounded and felt old for her kind, but there was something else in 
her body. It felta€|off. It was like Havoc's mind was old but her 
body fluctuated. No; it would fluctuate. It was hardened and tough, 
but it had untold potential. 

Was that the feeling of approaching evolution? Most of Matt's Pokemon 
had been younglings, but if he had captured an older individual who 
was nearing evolut iona€ | that would most likely please him. 

"**He never told usa€|but I suspect that it was his own people who 
corrupted him. As for his age; he is not much older than twenty 
summers. Barely an adult for human standards."** She added. 

"**So he is also young?"** Phoenix asked. 

"**Yesa€|he is. But we shall help him survive in this world he does 
not understand. We will stop him if he goes too fara€ | because that is 
what he needs. Someone to stop him."** 



'_It is not like anyone else can him stopa€ | or me, for that matter. 
She thought . 

"**So what is your name then dear?"** Havoc asked. 

"**Me? My name is Lucy. The Nidorino is called Fenrir and the 
Ninetales over there a€"whom I suspect is scared of water- is called 
Cinder . " * * 

The fish was being very nice. Too bad that she could not do anything 
without wateraC | perhaps her next evolution would fix that? That would 
be excellent; Matt would want her to fight. 

"**I am sorry to have to ask this Havoca€|but what can you do? I 
meana€ | our trainer requires us to fight. So what can you do in a 
fight?"** 

Disappointment was arising from the Magikarp's mind now. "**I am 
sorryaC | I cannot do anything else than flop around or bash into the 
enemy with my body. I might be tough-build, but my weight is not 
enough to cause damage. But I know that I can evolveaC i and it 
approaches soon. Perhaps I can be of assistance then?"** 

She smiled. "**You just need more experience to evolveaC | you seem to 
have lived long, but perhaps you simply lack battle experience? In 
that case, you can watch our fights with the enemy."** 

A sudden tinkling in the back of her mind cautioned her and she broke 
the conversation off, wanting to be prepare should they be attacked 
by the enemy. 

"**Speaking of f ight ingaC i " * * She said and turned her head towards 
the direction from which she felt human emotions arising. "**I 
believe you shall have your experience soon. The enemy is 
approaching . " * * 

Fenrir' s ears turned towards the same direction she was staring and 
he started to growl. 

"**What is it?" **Phoenix asked them. "**You said enemy?"** 

A cloud of dust became visible in the distance and the human emotions 
changed their pattern as they discovered their own position. 

" * * A heavy human vehicleaC | approaching our direct location." **Fenrir 
said and got to his feet, preparing to engage the enemy. 

Soon it became apparent who was attacking them; as a black vehicle 
with four wheels grew into their sights. 

"Over there!" a voice yelled. 

"Pokemon! Let's capture them!" Another one said. 

Two shots rang out and the wheels suddenly burst; all air leaving 
them and stranding the vehicle they were supposed to carry. 

"What the hell-" 


"Ambush ! " 



She felt the well-guarded mind of her trainer as he stepped into the 
clearing, his weapon in his hands. He didn't bother to fight the 
approaching Bad Humans, but he was facing them as if he was ready for 
a fight. 

"Sick 'em." He said and Cinder appeared by his side. 

'_**My pleasure. ' **_ She cooed happily and jumped towards the 
riverbed, standing tall and proud. 

"Damn! He's got us outnumbered!" 

"Not true; we each have three Pokemon, he has five." 

"Six! A Magikarp in the water!" 


" a€ | " 

"Oh! Never mind, attack! " 

She bristled when she heard those words. These humans did not have 
respect for her newest teammember and now they would pay for it ! 

It would be so easy to simply manipulate the metal of the car and 
dump it into the water with the roof closed and keep it down until 
the situation was resolvedaC i but that would be senseless. And Havoc 
needed experience, soa€ i she would leave the fighting to them. 

The Rocket Humans unleashed their own Pokemon and revealed a slightly 
impressive team. A very large Nidorino, two Golems, an Arbok, a 
Machoke and a Magneton. They had the advantage in types and minds. 
They could not lose. 

Matt did not say anything, but he didn't need to. His team knew how 
to handle itself and even though both Phoenix anda€ | Fluff ya€ | were new 
and inexperienced, their combined effort would surely be enough to 
win with ease. 

"**Fiuffy, time to fight!"** The small Eevee yelled and said Fluffy 
immediately exploded into action, uncurling itself and letting loose 
a vicious scream. 

The enemy was unfazed by what they thought was an attempt to scare 
them, but that was a mistake. They assumed that Aerodactyl wanted to 
intimidate thema€| while it was merely releasing pent-up hatred and 
murderous intent. It was focusing on them instead of bluffing. 

She identified the most dangerous enemy for close-combat: the 
Machoke. Even though her trainer would have no problems with showing 
that oversized wannabe warrior who was the best, it would be a threat 
to the other physical fighters in her team. 

She didn't know which enemies her friends had chosen to fight, but 
that did not matter anymore. She would simply destroy the ones who 
dared oppose them and that would be it. 

But before she could even lift her hand and obliterate the Machoke, a 
shape untangled itself from behind her and flung itself at the 
Fighting-type. It happened so incredibly fast that she had no idea 



what had just happened. In the span of one meager second, something 
had moved from at least half a dozen meters away to her position to 
fight the Machoke . 

First she thought that it was her master coming to their aid, but 
then the blurry after-effects of thinking faded away and she realized 
what had really jumped into the fray without a second thought. Lovely 
Fluffy had deemed to muscle-bound Pokemon to be HIS prey and had 
latched onto the humanoid creature, overpowering it with ease and 
bringing it to the ground. While Aerodactyl was mauling the 
unfortunate Pokemon, he presented his own body as one big opening to 
the rest of the hostiles. 

The Magneton was the first to recover from the shock and as the 
Nidorino charged forwards, joined by the Arbok and one Golem, it 
charged up to deliver a lethal shock to Fluffy. 

And he was weak to electricity. This was something she had avert at 
all costs; Aerodactyl was a valuable member of their team; the only 
flying one and her master's only means of transport until she could 
trust herself with doing something as a long-range 
teleport . 

Throwing up a light-screen to protect him, she moved forwards and 
attempted to get a grip on the Electric-type with her telekinetic 
powers . 

But luckily, she wouldn't have to wrestle with an opponent that was 
resistant to her style. A burst of flames drove the Magneton 
backwards and created room for herself to move freely. 

" * *My turn ! " * * 

It seemed that Cinder had joined the fight as well. 

"**Good, beat him while I cover Eevee ! " **She replied, forgetting the 
fluffy one's new name. Cinder was strong against the Magneton and 
while Fluffy was mauling the living daylights out of Machoke, the 
rest of their team could take out the remaining ones. 

Two Golems and an Arbok left and a€"wait one, where was the 
Nidorino? 

Violent screams and tearing noises quickly answered that question for 
her and she jerked around, hoping that her team wouldn't be messing 
around too much for the battle to turn towards the enemy's 
favor . 

The large Nidorino was facing Fenrir and the two of them were 
continuously bashing each other with their horns, causing multiple 
wounds whenever a horn pierced another one's skin. Droplets of blood 
were covering the ground as the combatants kept on trying to skewer 
each other. Even though Fenrir 's horn was smaller than his rival's, 
he was obviously more proficient with it. 

The rivalry between two Nidorino 's was a terrible thing to watch: 
they were both covered in holes and the lethal toxins would have 
annihilated everything but another poison-type like them. They kept 
on fighting with each other in that deadly locked form of combat 
while the storm raged around them. Even the mighty Golems steered 



clear of two territorial Nidorino's; a fact that was being fully 
exploited by her. Without the two Earth-types for backup, the Arbok 
was an easy prey for her. 

As the battles around her raged on, she utilized her Psychic powers 
and annihilated the serpent, knocking it out with one hit. With 
Machoke and Magneton either out of the picture or VERY out of the 
picture, that only left the two Golems to beat. That could be a 
problem, as the only teammates that were attracting their attention 
were the two least combative ones: Eevee a€"Phoenix!- and Havoc. The 
Magikarp could simply take cover underneath the water, but for some 
reason she wasn't doing that. 

While one Golem was advancing towards the helpless Eevee and the 
other one tried to outflank Cinder, Havoc was repeating a pattern of 
swimming a few meters away, making speed and jumping out of the water 
before landing again and splashing water all over the ground. 

And seeing as Golems did not like water, this one actually slowed 
down and tried to circle around. Havoc was doing an excellent job in 
covering Eeveea€|but that wouldn't last long. If the enemy's mind 
wasn't as thick as their skulls, they would soon figure out to simply 
use ranged attacks. 

She could not allow that, but which one to take out? The one 
attacking Phoenix, or the one attacking Cinder? 

When the answer presented itself to her, she felt like smacking 
herself in her face. Why not both? 

She focused on concentrating her abilities and created a sphere of 
pure Psychic energy, pouring every ounce of power into the apparition 
to make it as volatile as possible. 

"* *Cindera€ | heads-up !"* * She cried and detonated the sphere, sending 
two spikes of intense charged energy in both directions and striking 
both Golems simultaneously. 

The effects werea€ i impressive, to say in the least. Both Rock-types 
were blown out of their paths and Cinder was just in time to dodge 
the tumbling brick and made perfect use of the distraction to blast 
the Magneton out of the air with a Flamethrower. 

That was one less hostile to worry about; the two rockheads were 
wounded but not yet out. And now that Cinder was focused on the 
battle a€"and one of the humans had called back the severely wounded 
Machoke, leaving Aerodactyl clear to focus- they could all 
concentrate on those. 

The Bad Humans were yelling all kinds of things and both of their 
Pokemon were throwing rocks everywhere, causing severe tremors and 
doing what not to cause them severe problems. 

But the only ones who were having any trouble with the quakes were 
the humans in the area: the two Bad ones were falling and trying to 
get back up and falling again, while her own trainer was merely 
jumping from one tree to another to avoid ruptures and rocks coming 
his way. 

He was superior to the other humans in _so _many ways. He was 



stronger, faster, more agile and even more intelligent than any human 
being could ever hope to be. Compared to him, the rest was 
justa€ | pathetic . Human beingsaC | so easily outdone by Pokemon and yet 
this one was so much better. She was lucky to have him as her 
master . 

"Wrap it up." He called and with that, ordered his team to finish the 
battle . 

A combined sand-attack from Phoenix the Eevee and a vicious body slam 
from Fluffy the Aerodactyl took one of the Golems down, while Cinder 
was pouncing around the other one, desperately trying to find an 
opening to take the confused hostile down. 

And she was able to provide that. Not the opening, but the taking 
down. She unleashed a crushing attack on the Ground-type's mind and 
annihilated the small blunt walls that stood in front of them. She 
separated the link that connected the mind with the body and the 
Pokemon fell to the ground, no longer able to think coherent thoughts 
as it was stuck in the small hole that it still possessed. 

It wouldn't be up to fight for quite some time. 

" * * That was easy."** She smiled and checked the fight between the two 
Nidorino's. Even though the bigger one should be physically superior, 
Fenrir kept drawing it into positions where its stance was worse off 
than before. Eventually, he gored his rival with a particularly 
powerful thrust in its side and that was the end of the fight. The 
biggest Nidorino collapsed and sunk to the floor, moments before 
being called back inside of its ball. Good! The enemy was defeated 
and now her own trainer would take manners into his own 
hands . 

"Hands on your head, knees to the ground." He told the two Bad 
Humans, but he didn't even need to force them to surrender. They 
simply sank through their knees with their hands in their necks like 
he told them too, like good little obedient creatures. 

Funny sight to see humans on their knees. It wasa€ | strangely 
pleasing . 

"Put them to sleep." He ordered her and stepped towards the vehicle, 
keeping his rifle at the ready. One of the Humans jumped to his feet 
and tried to attack him, but he simply kicked the man in his head and 
the body flew into the woods. He wouldn't be waking up anytime soon, 
so that was one less person to take care of. 

She glided up to the other man and surrounded his mind with darkness, 
letting him slip into a deep psychic-induced sleep. Perhaps not as 
pleasant a rest, but still asleep nonetheless. 

"What do we have here?" Matt said and threw a handful of items to the 
ground. Amongst them were three strange spraying bottles, a greenish 
black stone, two empty PokA© Balls and money. 

" * * That wasa€ | brutal ."* * Havoc said and started flopping up and down 
the riverside. "**Are you alright? Is anyone wounded?"** 

Phoenix strolled towards Fluffy and promptly placed her head on his 
own bony head, closing her eyes in the process. "**I'm 



fine. "** 


"**Me too."** Cinder said and started licking a large gash on her 
front -paw . "** We 11 a€ [partially. "** 

A'**"I'm good."** She said, remembering a sentence that her master 
had once done. Military words and sentences were pretty good at 
cutting to the chase. 

Fenrir didn't reply, but instead kept to himself. His was bleeding 
from a lot of places and if the dark patches on the ground were any 
indication of his blood loss, he would be in serious trouble 
indeed . 

" * *Fenrir ? " * * She cautiously asked him. He was lying with his head on 
the ground now, letting his head rest on the nearest rock. "**Are you 
okay?"** 

No reply. Was he turning into their trainer or was he simply too hurt 
to speak? 

Noa€ | there was something else. In one dark corner of his mind lay the 
answer: he was _very_ angry. For some reason the fight had infuriated 
him greatly. Was it because he had been wounded to such a degree by a 
different Nidorino? Even though it had clearly been physically 
superior? Was that a part of his crazy territorial rivalry thing too? 
Or was he simply mad that he had made a fool out of himself in front 
of all of them? : 

" * *Fenrira€ | we can help you. I can help you recover."** 

Still no reply. Fine. 

Eevee looked up from her little cuddly position with Aerodactyl and 
stared at Fenrir for a while. Then she got to her feet and walked 
over to him, before lying down next to his right flank. Her soft, 
warm fur had to feel soothing on those wounds and even though she 
would get bloodstains on her, she still attempted to comfort him with 
her presence. 

She really was an innocent little ball of fur. It was a welcome 
change for this team; between the two violent males and the tricky 
Fire-type, a pure naA“ve girl like her would even out the odds. And 
now that their team was complete, they could all start training like 
crazy to take on the world. 

"Hold on." Her master said and walked over to the wounded animal, 
holding a brown spraying bottle in his hand. Before anyone could ask 
him what he was doing, he sprayed the contents over the multiple 
injuries of the Nidorino and watched as the he writhed in anger and 
pain, nearly knocking Phoenix off of his side. 

But at least the medicine a€"because that was what it had to be- 
worked. The wounds that had been treated by it stopped bleeding and 
soon, Fenrir 1 s breathing calmed and he was ready to talk 
again . 

"**This was interest inga€ !"* * Cinder said as she finished cleaning 
her legs . 



"Did you monitor the engagement Havoc?" 

"**Excuse me?"** 

"**Did you watch the fight?"** She translated for 
her . 

"**Eha€ | yes . "** 

"**Then nod."** 

When Magikarp confirmed her trainer's question, he sat down on a 
patch of dirt to join his team in the relaxing. 

Cinder's eyes flickered towards the empty jeep and the sleeping Bad 
Human before she padded up to Matt and sat next to him, placing her 
head on his lap. He ignored her presence and instead focused on the 
collection of sticks he had gathered in the forest, all perfectly 
cleaned and sharpened to elongated projectiles. 

"Lucy? Can you propel objects using psychic powers to use 
projectiles?" 

That took her aback. '_**Why, yes I can. I did so back in cerulean 
city when I was still a Kirlia. Might I inquire as to why you need to 
ask this, master? '**_ 

"Efficiency. Why bombard someone's mind when you can skewer them with 
these? " 

The idea of goring someone with such wooden projectiles was insulting 

and disgust inga€ | and strangely interesting. What was he 

proposing? 

'_**It does not take much energy to turn something into a projectile; 
more mass, more energy. '**_ 

He took the meter-long branches and tore them in half, before 
refining the new ragged edges. "When necessary and facing a psychic 
opponent, use things like these to distract them before engaging them 
with the mind . " 

Was she seriously being lectured by her own master on how to attack 
people with her mind? Was he actively seeking to insult her? '_**I do 
not need ideas on how to disable my enemies, trainer 
mine . ' **_ 

"Don't get cocky Lucy. Take all the help you can get or you __will_ 
die. That goes for all of you." 

She was about to deliver a mean comeback when he resumed talking. 
"Look at Havoc. A Pokemon with no capability except swimming and 
still it watches you, taking in whatever experience it can get in 
order to evolve into something useful. 

"**Is he always so thoughtless? Someone ought to teach him some 
manners!"** The Magikarp angrily snapped. 

"**He was trying to give you a compliment."** Cinder said from her 
cozy position. "**It's his way of being nice."** 



His words were wise, but the message behind it was clear. 'Don't get 
cocky ' a€ i she wasn't being cocky in any way! 


"Take five while I scout the terrain ahead. We move soon." 

And with that, the warrior got to his feet and moved again. As soon 
as he had disappeared between the trees, she released an explosive 
sigh and lowered her head. Despite all of his faults and his 
shortcomings, she still loved him for being who he was. Anda€ | perhaps 
he was right . He did have more combat experience than she had and it 
showed clearly in his behaviour. Was she being childish? Or was there 
more behind her own thoughts? CuriousaC | she had never thought herself 
possible to hide her own feelings for herself. 

"**It seems we are growing closer to each other."** She softly said 
and watched as Eevee quickly ran to the river to clean herself, while 
Havoc merely laughed and splashed water on her stained body. 

"**Get it off get it off get it off get it off!"** She 
yelled . 

"**Stay still or I'll miss!"** The kind Magikarp yelled. 

Fenrir was looking very puzzled by the unraveling scene, while Cinder 
merely laughed at the panicking Eevee. It had taken her quite some 
time to realize just what was covering her pelt like that. And Fluffy 
the murderous Aerodactyl? He was sleeping again. 

Yesa€ i their team was a mess, but closer than a 'Spartan' could ever 
get in his lifetime. Matt ought to realize that sooner or later. 

But right now, the sheer amount of caring and friendship in 
everyone's mind was enough to drown out her doubts and fears. For now 
a€"just this once- they could sit down and relax without 
trouble . 

And it felt good. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_So exactly how did you meet our new trainer? 

"_I was lost in a forest I did not know, for reasons I do not know. 
When I was attacked by strange Pokemon I did not recognize, he came 
like a knight in white armour to safe me. That was just a few days 
ago, but I stayed with him ever since. 

"_Didn't you have any parents to protect you?"_ 

"_My parents were gone. To this day I'll know just what 
happeneda€ | but perhaps I will one day find out . 

"_I never saw your kind before, Lucy? What is up with that?"_ 

"_Like I said, forest I did not know. Perhaps our trainer was 
traversing some unexplored place, where my kin could stay without 
fear of being discovered by Humans? Why the sudden interest in my 
past ? 



"_A past is a special thingaC i I am curious as to how it should 
work . 

- Conversation between Lucy and callsign Phoenix. 


0 


**Whoops babya€ | I did it again. It is currently preliminary-exam 
week for me! And with just one more exam-thingie to go, I am good to 
go toa€|work at the 3 different reports I still have to deliver 
before the 24****th**** . I know what you are thinking: Oh Dude, 
please get enough sleep! Worry about fanfiction later! ** 

**I will I will! It is certainly NOT 1 o'clock in the morning right 
nowa€ | ish . * * 


* *Meha€ i Review, fave and follow! See you guys next time!** 


27. Pyrrhic Victory pt 1 

**0h hey * * * *Primordial Soul! has indeed been a while. Your 

note is appreciatedaC i and concerning the character that you 
suggested: I did plan on using him in Saffron city, but due to both 
coming plot-events, he won't be playing a (major) role outside of it. 
I hope that's alright with you?** 

* *SickleTheFurry : * * * * wella€|I am serious about writing and how I am 
still in a big learning-curve. It is good to see that you find that 
an important quality, I agree with you on that :D** 

a€|**and I am intrigued.** 

* *Dracologistmaster : * * * * I am sure that I can work out 
somethingaC | *point s at chapter below.*** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: would seem that I have 

improved when compared to ten chapter back, and the way you portray 
that is justaC | sort of magical. If a writer can make a reader believe 
that they truly ARE the character that they are reading about 
thenaC | wellaC | *initiates manly blush.*** 

**I knew that the newspaper would probably cause mixed feelings with 
the readersaC | for obvious reasons :) And come to think about it, the 
games really seem to be lacking the super-soldier feel that a Spartan 
is supposed to bring about. But I aim to please, so violence and 
brawling will commence!** 

**My main problem now is the following: I do not know how to simply 
write people out of coma. Does anyone know how to resuscitate this 
man /woman /being? * * 

**Last and not least: ****Lay Down Hunter: ****i love surprising 
people. And woot woot ! A spleen got hurt and it was not mine! I am 
the writer victorious! ** 

**Yes, Havoc indeed. I do not wish to apply Rule 34 to hera€ | or will 

I? And about Cinder: I searched on the Pokedex/f anon section of 
TV-tropes and found for a matter of fact that a Ninetales has, 
indeed, a mating season. *gulp* . But still, the fact that this 



chapter is your favorite makes me all the happier. ** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 40 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidorino, lvl 39- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 38- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 19 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic. 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 18 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Magikarp, lvl 18 a€" significant moves: tackle, 
splash . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_There are at least three different theories on why trainers cannot 
carry more than six Pokemon with them at the same time. One of them 
was proven a Hoax, one of them was based on pure empirical 
evidenced© i but the last one was a shot in the rose. As we all know, 
the PokA© Balls utilize advanced magnetic fields to 'draw' the 
Pokemon inside of their spherical capsules. NowaC | as it turns out, 
carrying more than six of the capsules on a human body causes the 
fields to interfere with each other, causing random collapses and 
freeing the Pokemon one by one. This is why trainers carry only 
six . 

"_How did we just found this out when we came up with the technology 
ourselves ? 

"_Oh my dear aida€ J did we really come up with the design? Or does 
Silph Co merely want us to think so?"_ 

- Conversation between Professor Oak and his assistant. 


0 


His team was still taking the 'five' he had ordered them to take. 



Except they were taking it really slowlyaC i invoking extra minutes for 
every thirty seconds that he had granted them. So while he was 
bearing the anxiety to move and kill, his team was committing itself 
to useless banter. And the biggest stinger of all was that he had 
virtually no idea what they were talking about; their ways of 
communication consisted primarily out of growling, hissing and 
yelping. And seeing as one of them was a really big fisha€|it sounded 
all the more ridiculous to him. 

It occurred to him that while Fenrir was heavily wounded from his 
fight with the other Nidorino, he was participating with the 
conversation just as enthusiastically as the rest of the group was. 

He could not understand a thing that the group was saying, but he 
could still determine who was talking to whom and in what tone. That 
was a thing, right? 

There were still a few things that bothered him though. When he went 
back in his memories to think about the first day he had landed in 
this place, a few things popped up screaming for attention. The 
region of Kanto was not that big, probably the size of a small 
country. Yet it was big enough to hold multiple large cities with 
multiple organizations such as the police and a wide network of 
nurses. The problem wasa€|he had never once seen anything that could 
even count as military presence. Multiple witnesses had confirmed it 
too: there was no army in Kanto. 

Soa€ | what had Lieutenant Commander Arckson been doing there? 
Everything about her just screamed 'wrong' at hima€ | yet he could not 
place it properly. She had assisted him, but the key moments that he 
could have possibly required help had been the exact moments that he 
had been all by himselfaCi 

ArcksonaC i Ackerson .. . those two names were so familiar and yet the 
two persons were completely polar opposites. Ackerson was a man that 
would do literary everything to achieve his goals. And if his goals 
were simply "protection of mankind", there would be no problem. But 
his goals were his MEANS of protecting mankind and not the protection 
itself. He was the kind of man who always wanted to do things his way 
and no other way, going as far as to make people disappear to get 
what he wanted. 

He and Parangosky were two megalomaniacal agents with lots of power 
at their disposalaC i that made them dangerous. The UNSC needed ONI to 
win the war, but what would happen if mankind somehow won the war? 
With people like them in commandaC | the ethically questionable would 
become the normal means. And missions like the one that had been the 
turning point for Spartan zero-zero-seven would become ever more 
frequent . 

And while Ackerson was like thataC i Arckson was completely different. 
Unable to stomach what had to be done, romanticized ideas of what 
duty was and yeta€ i there had been something about her that had 
compelled him to entrust his Pokemon to her, while he should have 
recalled them. There was no military presence in Kanto, but if that 
was true then what was Arckson supposed to be? 

Se freelancer? Vigilante? Cut-off? 

Wella€|she was gone now, right? Sticking around at Vermillion city to 
help the civilians recuperateaC | or so she had told him. He had no way 



of telling whether she had actually done so, but he didn't really 
care for that. Her presence had only served to confuse him, so it was 
better that she was gone. 

He watched as Eevee eventually jumped into the river to play with 
Havoc, taking great care to stick near the side as to not get washed 
away by the currents. Fluffy the homicidal Aerodactyl was carefully 
watching both of the ladies, probably prepared to pounce at Phoenix 
the moment that the current would get a hold of hr. 

It was a curious thing that a small pathetic animal like Phoenix 
could tame such a violent prehistoric creation like Fluffy. Was that 
an inherent skill of her species or was this something else? Was she 
slightly telepathic like the rest? Only one way to find out. 

He got to his feet and walked over to the Gardevoir, who was sitting 
against a log, watching the two playing Pokemon with a strange 
expression in her eyes. Cinder had left her usual position at his 
side to go investigate the Jeep that had been used by the Rocket 
members . 

"Lucy," He started, not really knowing how to proceed. "Is Phoenix 
telepathic? " 

The Psychic-type took her time to answer his question, waiting at 
least half a minute before finally responding. '_**The Eevee is not 
telepathica€ | nor is she exhibiting any odd brainwaves. I do not know 
what grants her such power. '**_ 

Grants her such power? "She only tamed a juvenile Pokemon." 

'_**In a way only I could do, with my psychic abilities. Her means of 
doing so isa€ | unknown *_ 

Wait a minutea€ | was he detecting a hint of jealousy there? Lucy the 
all-powerful psychic being jealous at a young little mammal for her 
uncanny controlling abilities? That was an amusing thought. 

Provided he ignored the implications of Lucy wanting to be in control 
of people of course. 

'_**How fast do these things go?'**_ The Ninetales asked him with her 
mind, still messing around with the jeep. 

"Cars? Around a hundred kilometers per hour." He replied. 

'_**Is that fast?'**_ 

"Yes it is . " 

It was so frustrating to see his team wasting time like that. All 
this time the people of Saffron city were fighting a terrorist 
occupational group and the only group that could possibly be of ANY 
assistance to them wasa€ i f af f ing around. He could understand that 
taking breaks was good for the moral, but hit team was taking it to 
some annoying levels over there. 

He sighed and sat down next to the Gardevoir, trying to ignore the 
various aches and sores that littered his body. The bullet- and 
burn-wounds were hurting the most, but the large chunk of missing 



flesh was also taxing on hima€ i not even taking his internal damage in 

consideration, of course. Why had he taken his armour off 

again? 

Yeah yeah, he knew about the reasons. 

What hurt him more than the various wounds did was the fact that he 
had simply gone and forgot all about the death of his family. Sure, 
he still remembered that they had died at the hands of the covenant, 
but to actually witness the deaths himself in such a waya€ | it was 
strange . 

It was strange because there was barely anything left in the universe 
that could still wrench some sort of emotion out of him. Death was a 
statistic to him: millions of humans died every day and he did not 
even know them. Their deaths were unfortunate and wrong, but not to 
him on a personal level. Dealing with death was his life as a 
soldier; it never bothered him, because he had nothing left that the 
Covenant could take from him. As such, he had already dealt with the 
passing of his family. The driving nail of hate and desire for 
revenge had long since paled away and made way for the clarity of his 
duty . 

But the simple presence of Pokemon on this world had caused his world 
to collapse and turn inside out; it had started with him questioning 
what was right and what was wrong and had escalated into a 
questioning of the nature of a Soldier. And now Lucy had effectively 
destabilized him enough that was beginning to actually DOUBT his 
duty. His memoriesaC | caused new sensations within him. The psychic 
had opened a door in his mind and caused his memories to seep out, 
but other things were escaping along with them. Things that he had 
locked up years ago were raising their heads once again and now he 
did not even know what it was that he was feeling. He only knew that 
it was bad. 

If he had a choice, he would have much rather lived without the 
memories than bear them. But that would be like getting lobotomized; 
unable to think about anything else than war and death. It would be 
heaven and hell at the same time: never again would he question his 
duty and purpose in the world, but it would also make him like the 
Covenant. Driven by one pure instinct and nothing else; unable to see 
a difference between good and evilaCi 

But he already was like that. His sole purpose was the protection of 
mankind and nothing would turn him away from that goal. He was 
lobotomized in destiny; able to improvise but always staying true to 
the one duty of his life. Like riding on a road, able to steer left 
and right but ultimately forced to keep going in. Deviation always 
resulted in the same ending but in different waysaC | 

He felt a sudden softness near his shoulder and he looked to his 
right, trying to determine what was touching him. 

It was Lucy. Like she had done a few times before back when she was 
younger, she was placing her head on his shoulder. Except this time 
she was capable of actually touching him; she had never touched him 
like that beforeaC | at least not like this. Even through his 
under-suit he could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. Was he 
imagining it, or was she actually smiling? 



The contact was sudden and new; it actually puzzled him that she was 
still so caring towards him. Her attitude had only increased with the 
time she had been with him and he had to admit that he did not 
dislike it. It wasa€ | posit ive to know that there was somebody out 
there that cared for you- 

No ! It was negative! Her death would only shake him up and possibly 
compromise him for future operations. He could not afford to let 
someone get close to him like that; he was a Spartan. He cared for 
people, but he could not let them care about him. Unacceptable. 

And just like that, his vision wavered and made place for another 
world. He instantly knew what was going on with him; he was visiting 
another memory like he had done with Lucy a while back. But why now? 
What had induced that, had the Psychic-type forced her way in his 
mind and caused this memory to rise? 

The surroundings he was seeing became recognizable and he felt a lump 
of lead drop in his stomach. He knew this placea€|he had been there 
recently. October 2548a€|he was on Chi Ceti IV: the one memory that 
he had tried to banish from his head but had been too solid to do so. 
He should never forget what had happened that day, but bearing that 
knowledge was too much for him. He operated better without that 
memories and even though he knew that it was a bad thing to try and 
forget something like that, he had still attempted to do 
so . 

Unsuccessful of course. Maine zero-zero-seven had been forced to bear 
the burden of the full mission on his shoulders ever sincea€|but his 
burden was so much larger than his was. Because that Spartan had been 
down there a€"here- on the field, carrying out the deeds that nobody 
should ever forget. 

And he was there too: carrying the sniper rifle that he had used to 
assist zero-zero-seven in the fight. He could see himself with his 
white EVA-armour, bringing the heavy rifle to his shoulder while 
running at full speed to get to the village ahead in time. 

He winced when he saw the armoured finger go for the trigger, 
preparing to fire the weapon. He knew that he would do it again as 
many times as necessary, but that did not make the mission less 
painful . 

And each time he saw the trigger of the sniper being pulled a€"each 
time a lethal round exited the weapon that would always hit its 
target in the hands of a Spartan, he felt only one thought enter his 
mind. One thought to forge its way through his other ones and taking 
control of his mind, which was encaged in a grey trap at the time of 
the shots. 

'Too youngaC ! too youngaC ! too youngaC!' 

He did not want to continue seeing this: he had already dealt with 
the implications before and he would not feel again. 

With a sharp stab of his mind, he tore the link with his memory apart 
and brought himself back to reality, shattering the image of the 
village that would essentially become a mass-grave at the hands of 
the UNSC. 



Whether or not Lucy was responsible for forcing him to relive that 
specific engagement was not relevant. What he felt was not relevant. 
There was only duty and goal : nothing in-between that would stop him, 
like ethics and emotions. 

Because that was the life of a Secret-Spartan: a living weapon, to be 
aimed and fired by someone else. Did a bullet feel bad for killing? 
Did a rifle have emotions about the way he had to fire or what 
direction his projectiles sped to? 

No, it did not. 

'_**Ma S ter? ' **_ Lucy's tranquil and warm voice soothed his troubled 
mind with such ease that it was unnerving. '_**Are you 
alright ? ' * *_ 

"Just thinking." He replied, feeling like his voice sounded even 
heavier than it should. Was he seriously feeling bad? Had this world 
compromised him like that? 

Or was it the raging sensation in his head that would lead to the 
unnecessary aggressions he had experienced before? Yes, that had to 
be it. He needed to get back to the UNSC and get the injection that 
soothed his hatred so easily; that would save his mind. Otherwise he 
might go mad from overthinking things. 

'_**I am sorry to say this, but your mind feels like it is in pain. 
Are you sure that you are fine?'**_ 

"Positive . " 

She sighed and pushed her head further against his shoulder. 

, _**D 0n 't lie to me. I know what you feela€ i I know how you 
f eela€ ! ' * *_ 

He gave no indication to how disturbing that piece of information was 
and kept the faA§ade of a normal situation to the outside world. 
"Don't get too overconfident. You won't be able to handle my 
thoughts . " 

'_**Won't I? I have been adapting to your fragmented mind for a long 
time now, ever since I was a Ralts. There is only one person that 
understands you like I do; not Cinder, not Phoenix. '**_ 

This was more than simple jealousy, something was amiss here. "There 
are things you don't knowa€ | things you never should know. Be careful 
with what you delve in." 

'_**The destruction and death that you have witnessedaC i it permeates 
your entire being. Your mind is like a fortified castle; a vulnerable 
center being guarded by a powerful wall. I have yet to see the castle 
itself; you don't even know that it is there. '**_ 

That might even make sense; he was too confused about what he felt to 
understand himself. Lucy probably knew him better than he did. It was 
all part of being a Spartan though. "And you plan to breach the 
walls?" 


She normally responded to such taunting remarks with disgust and 
shock, telling him that she cared too much for him to even think 



about hurting him. But now. . . 


'_**I do not plan on harming you. But I do want to know more about 
you. If you force me to force my way into you, I will not hesitate to 
do you. How can I protect you if I do not understand you?'**_ 

'Fore my way into you ' a€ i female Charizard? This way of formulating 
was getting awkward very fast. She had to be kidding; that was the 
only explanation. Cinder's humor was making sex- jokes and Lucy's 
humor would be messing with his head. Yes, that had to be it. 

Humor . 

"Can't you just ask me nicely?" He asked her. 

'_**I shall see whether coming events will be enough for me to 
determine you or not.'**_ 

YesaC | she was totally kidding. 

Phoenix was clawing her way out of the river, while Havoc was trying 
to assist her. The resulting splashes of water seemed to annoy Fluffy 
incredibly; he shook his body and screeched with anger. 

The Eevee ' s way of shaking her body to get rid of the remaining water 
in her fur seemed to annoy Fluffy even more incredibly. He growled at 
her and turned his behind to her, apparently sulking at her attempts 
to 'murder' him. 

He did not want to leave his teama€|but neither did he want mankind 
to fall. Buta€|if the actions of one Spartan were enough to turn the 
tiding point of the war, wouldn't the war be over by now then? 

"How do you fight with your mind?" He asked his partner. 

ONI would strip the planet bare in an attempt to gain an advantage. 

If they did not get that advantage, they would have destroyed an 
innocent planet a€"making them as bad as the covenant was. If they 
did get the advantageaC i who was to say that Parangosky would use it 
properly? 

<_**The mind is also like a castle with a wall. The center is all the 
thoughts, feelings and emotions. It is easily destabilized and 
destroyed when one knows how to apply the necessary 
action 

Killing someone with one's mind? Intriguing. 

"How does that kill someone?" 

'_**The mind is the thing keeping the body alive; destroying the 
castle for me is akin to you shooting someone in the head.'**_ 

"And how do you get past the walls?" 

i_**You find a lapse in concentration, or attack a weak spot. Or a 
person without a wall.'**_ 

"Not everyone has a wall?" 

wall is most efficient when paired withaC | a moat. The wall 



keeps attacks out and the moat harms the attacker. Some people have a 
walla€|like Surge once had. Some people have a moata€|like Koga had. 
Some people have neither, like the Bad Humans. You have 
both. ' **_ 

"So you can't kill my mind?" 

' _* *Not without working very hard, no. But do not worry my master: I 
would never kill you.'**_ 

That was reassuring. "How will you fight thisa€ i Sabrina? " 

<_**The psychic human? I shall crush her wall and extinguish her 
mind 

"And if her 'wall' is too strong?" 

Two of his specially prepared sticks suddenly sped towards his face 
with high speed. He could easily dodge them, but he wanted to see 
what would happen. Surprise came later. 

The sharpened projectiles stopped at exactly two centimeters from his 
face, staying perfectly still in the air even with the heavy green 
aura that surrounded them. 

'_**Then I shall stab it out.'**_ Lucy then said, her smile growing. 
One of her arms moved to his leg and stayed on his thigh, resting 
there while he closed his eyes. Her attitude might be 
increasinga€ | but it was also deteriorating. While she had been 
appalled at the mere thought of harming another being at first, she 
was now fully ready to torture them into submission. It was a change 
he could work with, but he had to be careful to aim it at the proper 
targets . 

He could not have the Gardevoir running amok and killing her 
allies . 

~ 0 ~ 

The free time that her trainer had granted his team felt wonderful! 
They had been working and fighting nonstop without him ever regarding 
how they felt or what they needed. He pushed them all a€"including 
her- like they were mechanical contraptions that served their purpose 
without hesitation. But that was not what they were! They were living 
Pokemon with real emotions anda€ | needs . 

She sighed and sank through her legs, watching Math sit on the log 
next to Lucy. The psychic's insight in the inner workings of their 
trainer was a blessing to her for sure. It granted her so many ways 
to help hima€ | to care for him. 

And she was simply watching them from the sidelines, not able to 
understand one thing about the human. He was either the simplest or 
the most complex person she had ever met; his feverish desire to 
protect mankind 'whatever the cost' was the driving needle in his 
mind. That much she could understand, yes. 

That much had been apparent when he had jumped in front of the 
projectile that should have ended her life, taking it with his very 
own body. That completely selfless act had been an eye-opener to her 



in many ways; it had granted her an intense increase of insight in 
her trainer. 


He was a heroa€|but a broken one. It was obvious that he was 
corrupted by something, but he did not know that himself. He was 
total darkness and pure innocence combined; he truly believed that 
the evil's he was doing were necessary. And she could understand 
that! Oh yes, after the abuse she had suffered in her life she could 
easily imagine that. There was no white and there was no black: there 
was only grey and people knowing how to shape that grey into fifty 
different colours. He was doing right and wrong at the same time, 
working to do what needed to be done with the straight-on intention 
of protecting the innocent. 

And she could not shake the image of him standing in front of her 
like he had donea€ i standing tall and proud, like nothing on the world 
could ever harm him. He was untouchable, unmoving and unwavering. 

Like a legenda€ i an honest hero standing there to protect her from 
death . 

And bleeding for her. She could not forget that either; how he had 
intentionally put himself in harm's way just to save her. She had 
truly understood what Lucy had figured out long ago: that Math was 
simple and complex. 

Thinking about the noble and powerful trainer he was only increased 
the dull ache in her belly; the longing towards a loving toucha€|his 
caressing hands running down her fur, showing her that he truly was 
capable of feeling like a proper creature could. 

But seeing how Lucy was touching him like thata€ | lying with her head 
against his shoulder, being able to feel him from so up closea€ | it 
hurt too. 

She did not even know whether she was supposed to feel like she did, 
even though she was certain THAT she felt it. Was it a taboo for 
Fire-types to develop affection of such magnitude towards humans? She 
had never once heard of a Ninetales falling in love with humans. 

Other Pokemon had felt like that towards their trainers plenty of 
times, but her own species? Never before had she heard of something 
like that. 

There were plenty of legends of a Ninetales working closely together 
with a human ally, but nothing about those legends could express the 
way she was feeling now. And nothing needed to express that, too. She 
would forge her own legends. 

A sudden movement brought her out of her thoughts and she sprung to 
action, every fiber of her being having been tuned to 
' action ' . 

Three of the sharpened stick that Math had created had flown to meet 
his face, only stopping at an inch distance. 

She ran towards the two, discarding her first theory of an unknown 
psychic attacking her trainer before being stopped by Lucy's powers. 
Those sticks turned pro jectilesa€ | they had been controlled by her, 
not by the enemy. She had been the one to make the threatening 
gesture towards Math but judging by his lack of response, he did not 
know this. 



Had they somehow communicated this? That she would attack him with 
those sharpened weapons before stopping herself? That was 
nonsense . 

She stopped when she had closed in on the trainer and his psychic and 
glared angrily at Lucy, who was smiling and looking at Fluffy and 
Phoenix messing around. 

'_**Lucy ! '**_ she told the Pokemon with her mind, not wanting to let 
the other ones know about what had transpired. '_**a word? ' **_ 

Her smile faded away and made place for a frustrated expression. But 

she still raised her body and moved towards her, ignoring how the 

human was staring after her. Was he suspecting something? 

'_**What is it Cinder?' **_ She asked. 

i_**You tell mea€ | what is going on there? Why did you threaten our 
trainer like that?'**_ She replied, suppressing the desire to give 
voice to her anger and growl at her friend. 

'_**Oh pleaseaC | '**_ Lucy waved her accusation away. '_**That? I was 

merely demonstrating a combat tactic to our trainer. Why are you 

pumped up?'**_ 

She narrowed her eyes at the insinuation that lay in the psychic's 
words. She wasn't asking why she was so angry at the threatening 
gesture: she was poking right through that and targeting her emotions 
instead, asking why she was feeling so conflicted. 

And she already knew what she was feeling, seeing as she always knew 
what everyone around her was feeling. It gave her one hell of an 
advantage over her foes and when applied correctly, also over her 
allies . 

'_**I do not want anyone to harm hima€ | you know that.' **_She told 
Lucy and turned away, not wanting to continue this dangerous 
conversation for too long. The last thing she needed was somebody 
revealing what she was feeling right now. 

' * * And I do?' **_The Psychic-type replied and her smile returned. 

'_**Cindera€ | do not worry. Nobody will harm our traineraC | I shall 
make sure of that.'**_ 

'_**We! We shall make sure of that! '**_ She growled and turned to 
face her drastically changed friend again. Ever since Lucy had 
evolved, her entire demeanor had changed for the worse. '__**And mind 
your tonea€ | remember who you are speaking to. '**_ 

And then her smile faded again. '_**I know who I am speaking to. And 
I know how she feelsa€|and whya€|unlike herself. '**_ 

That was it! She would not stand idle while Lucy was going full bitch 
against her former friends! 

And just when she was about to snap at Lucy with her jaws and show 
her that SHE was the dominant one in the team, a strong hand wrapped 
itself around her jaws and forced them together, preventing her from 
even opening them or attacking the Pokemon in front of her. Another 



hand reached out and grabbed Lucy by her arms, pulling her backwards 
and away from the conflict with a jerk. 

"Enough!" A voice said, practically oozing authority and power. Her 
eyes darted upwards and she realized that Math had grown tired of 
their silent conversation. Or had he seen that they were about to 
attack each other.? 

" * *Mmmgrmm ! " * * She growled, struggling to get out of the vice grip. 

It was embarrassing to be restrained like that, unable to speak 
coherent words. Lucy was probably feeling the same way if her blush 
was any indication of her current emotions. 

It was ironic how she was still free to use her paws, while Lucy was 
free to use her mouth. 

"I don't know what has gotten into you two, but if you don't behave 
right now you will be spending the journey in your balls! Am I 
clear?" 

She averted her eyes, feeling blood rush to her ears when she was 
unable to restrain her rising sense of embarrassment. Lucy glared 
angrily at her trainer and was probably talking to him in his mind, 
but he gave no indication of what she was saying. 

"I said: am I clear!" 

She stopped trying to talk verbally and told her trainer what he 
needed to hear with her mind: '_**Yesa€| '**_ 

"**Yes mastera€| "** Lucy said with her mouth instead of her mind for 
a reason she could not understand right now. 

"Good." Math said when he had received the two confirmations, 
releasing them from their blush-inducing positions. 

She kept her eyes averted and lay down on the ground, showing her 
human that she was obeying him and had no other intention to harm 
Lucy . 

The Psychic however, did not do such a thing. She remained standing 
upright and shot a viciously angry glare at her trainer. 

She was actually shocked to see the normally ever-so-kind Lucy leer 
at her trainer with such aa€ | murderous expression. Her anger was 
basically oozing out of her to such a degree that even Fluffy turned 
around and gawked at her. She then turned around and looked at the 
other Pokemon, before realizing just what she had been doing. 

That seemed to shock her out of her stupor. Lucy lowered her head and 
stared at the floor, surrendering to something in her mind. Just what 
was going on with that girl? 

"**I am sorrya€ | " **She whispered at her and a silver tear dropped 
from her eye. "**I am so sorrya€ | I do not know what possessed 
mea€ | "** 

The girl was visibly trembling and even though she had no idea on 
what was causing Lucy to behave so erratically, she still understood 
that this was the psychic showing her true colours again. Or her old 



colours, hell she didn't know. What she did know right now was that 
the Pokemon in front of her was very troubled and without someone to 
comfort her, that trouble would only worsen. 

So she pushed her own ego aside and stepped towards her friend, 
wrapping four of her golden tails around her slender, humanoid form. 
"**I donA't know what it going on with youa€ | but know that I only 
seek to help you. Be still and calm down; our trainer does not 
suspect a thing."** 

The psychic nodded and kept her gaze to the ground, still looking 
awfully shaken. 

What was going on with her? 

~ 0 ~ 

The tension in his team was becoming a bit too awkward to deal with. 
After having just defused a volatile situation, he decided that he 
would stop wasting time. They had all had their breaks; there was 
only one thing left to do now and that was fulfilling his mission. He 
had to get to Saffron and use their communications dish to contact 
the UNSC. That was the only thing that mattered and the rest did not 
matter . 

"We're moving." He told his team and grabbed his MA5C Assault Rifle. 

"Now." 

Recalling Havoc to her PokA© ball, he started moving towards the 
trail of destruction that the Forerunner ship had caused with its 
take-off. It was so frustrating to see how its shockwaves could cause 
such a controlled level of destruction only by leaving the surfaced 
of the planetaC i and how that level of destruction had been aimed 
squarely at him. Why had it even left the surface? What could it 
possibly gain by taking the sky and then hovering there? 

He turned his gaze towards the heavens to spot the ship and felt 
foreboding sense of danger when he realized that there were more 
ships like that hovering in the sky. They were vague and far away, 
but still there. So there were more of those things? Why had they all 
lifted off just like that? What was their plan and who was even 
controlling them? Could it be that there were actual, live 
Forerunners on board of those things? Or were they all 
remote-controlled by the Psychic Pokemon, manipulating the controls 
like he had done with the drones? 

No matter what the plan was, it would this very day. 

He didn't check to see if his team was following him and instead 
chose to keep on moving with a marching tempo of a Spartan. Whether 
or not the Pokemon were able to follow him was secondary; they were 
only making the situation more complicated with their feelings and 
their thoughts. He didn't need them to be emotional or have problems; 
he needed them to be killers. He needed them to be able to cover him 
and take out their enemies without a single doubt. 

Fluffy and Lucy had seemingly well-developed killer instincts and 
Fenrir had no quarrels about beating his enemies into submission, but 
Phoenix and Cinder might be hesitant about eliminating their foes. 

And Havoc was downright uselessa€|it was sort of why he had given her 



that name. Because he hoped that her evolutionary form would be 
something useful and because a HAVOK tactical nuclear warhead was one 
of the most powerful ground-based weapons in the UNSC arsenal, 
reaching up to thirty megatons with its detonation. Basically, 
assigning the name to such a Pokemon was an insult to it. But he 
wasn't the type to simply insult something for being what it was; he 
had chosen the name to remind himself that he had willingly taken 
such a useless being with him. 

Havoc was an insult to himself, not to the Pokemon. 

The Forerunner-created road he was walking on in the forest was broad 
enough for the entire city of Fuchsia to have fit in and as such, he 
chose to move by the side where the cover of the trees shrouded him. 
Much to his amazement, his entire team was still managing to stick 
within a dozen meters of him. Fluffy was carrying Phoenix on his 
shoulders and both Cinder and Fenrir seemed to have an impressive 
stamina. Lucy was plainly cheating though; seeing as she did not feel 
gravity, she could simply float where the rest had to traverse the 
scorched and damaged terrain. 

He spotted something shiny in the distance and dropped to a crouch, 
signaling for his team to stop. 

It took them a minute to catch up to him and when they did, he could 
hear that they were exhausted from the straining journey. The Pokemon 
were panting and desperately trying to catch their breath, but at the 
same time all trying to cover up their fatigue. Or at least Cinder 
and Fenrir were doing so. 

"We got contact dead ahead." He said and aimed down the sights of his 
rifle, trying to spot something that could determine what it was. 
"Hold your position. I'll scout ahead. Converge on target when things 
get noisy or after five minutes." 

Without waiting for their reply, he started towards what had to be an 
enemy fortification. The closer he got to the shiny metal building, 
the more he started to think that it had to be a forward 
f irebase . 

It was built like a tower, but the fences and barbed-wire surrounding 
it indicated that it was currently being occupied by a combat force. 
And the only combat force here near Saffron would be team Rocket 
soa€ | it was an enemy outpost. He could deal with outposts. 

There were two hostiles standing on the walkway surrounding the tower 
and even from his current distance, he could see that they were 
wielding actual weapons. Not the little sidearms that most of them 
had been wearing, but actual rifles. Whether they were semi-automatic 
or full-automatic was unclear, but he would find out soon enough. The 
small building had to house at least five of them, and if he counted 
the two patrolling members that were trying to circle around a 
perimeter that would come to a total of nine hostiles. 

Easy . 

He picked the perfect moment to strike and then took it, moving 
through the trees and the foliage without making a noise, like a 
shadow gliding through the night. Even in the broad daylight, they 
never spotted him. And while he was waiting in in the bushes for one 



of them to get closer to him, it occurred to him that they might even 
be carrying Pokemon with him. If that were the case, he would have to 
be careful to not alert the rest of them. Saffron city was at least 
another two-hundred meters away from this position, but the sound of 
weapons discharging would easily be audible for people at a mile away 
from his position. So he had to play it safe for now. 

One of the members turned his back to him to talk with his partner, 
while moving away from him. Perfect. 

He burst from his cover and threw his combat knife at the hostile to 
the left, hitting him in his chest and killing him instantly. 

He had aimed for the heart and he had gotten it. 

Before the body could even start dropping to the floor, he had 
reached the second man a€"who was still in the process of being 
shocked by the sudden attack. 

He never had the chance to even comprehend what had happened to him, 
because an armoured foot smashed into his sternum and brought him to 
the ground, breaking several bones and causing heavy internal 
bleeding. Half a second later, a gloved hand wrapped around his 
mouth, preventing him from screaming in pain and the same combat 
knife that had penetrated his buddy's cardiac muscle flashed 
downwards, ending his life. 

Tearing the knife out of the criminal's neck, he came to the 
conclusion that he only had a brief moment to cover the remaining 
distance to the tower. Se he moved again. 

He managed to sprint past the remaining dozen meters in two seconds, 
still utilizing his remaining speed, before he took his shelter near 
the heavy steel door that would be his ticket in. 

*knock knock* 

These people were relatively simple-minded. If someone were to knock 
on their door a€"totally not suspicious or anything- the only likely 
response that they could come up with would bea€ | 

The door opened wide and revealed a Rocket grunt with a black hat on 
his head. 

"What is the mat-" he started, but talking became harder for him when 
a ten-inch stainless nonref lect ive steel knife got slashed across his 
throat, severing the arteries in his neck with ease. 

Talking became impossible for him when his body received a stop-kick 
and was send flying across the room, smashing over a table 
a€"breaking every single glass that adorned it- before his limp and 
not-quite dead body crashed into a sofa. And his buddies that were 
sitting on it . 

A quick glance confirmed his situation: there were at least three 
enemies sitting on the couch, none of them actually brandishing a 
firearm. Too easy. 

He could unleash a hail of bullets and completely massacre the lot of 
them a€"but that would not only be a waste of ammunition, it would 



also serve to alert virtually every guard in Saffron city. And that 
would make his mission of getting to the communications array that 
much more difficult. 

So he would refrain from killing them with bullet. He had a knife and 
these three men were too flabbergasted to properly defend themselves 
a€"and the dead body that had just been flung on their legs probably 
had something to do with that. 

It took him a total of ten seconds to dispatch of the three hostiles. 
Two of them died by a deadly case of knif e-to-f ace Syndrome and the 
remaining one didn't keep on living after his neck got snapped. In 
the middle of the chaos, two Pokemon were released and he was forced 
to deal with them too. But the Pokemon that team Rocket employed in 
their line of work were all similar to each other. Poison-types, 
Ground-types or those big rodents. Those were the general types that 
he always seemed to fight and he was becoming very proficient in 
doing so. It was a good thing that the poison-types were never immune 
to his hand-to-hand techniques, otherwise he would have been forced 
to use his plasma pistol. 

He had to be careful to not accidentally ignite the box with dynamite 
standing in the corner. He had to save that one for later, when he 
would need it . 

During his engagement with the two pokemon, he could hear a cry of 
alert from the two guards standing on top of the tower. Had he made 
too much noise? Or had they spotted the bodies? He hadn't had any 
time to hide them, but he could have sworn that he would have had 
more time before he would be compromised. 

He delivered one last kick to the face of the enemy Marowak, knocking 
it across the room and sending it crashing through the window. If his 
position was compromised, he would have to go loud. 

Why was it suddenly so hot? 

The temperature was rising pretty fast now; was there some sort of 
Fire-type at work in the near vicinity? If that were the case, the 
entire forest might go up in flames if left unchecked. He would have 
to deal with the two guards either way, so he might as well do that 
now . 

He exited the building and was about to snap his Assault rifle up at 
the tower, when said tower crashed to the ground and send the two 
Rocket members flying through the air, screaming through the 
ground . 

What was going on? Had something attacked them before he could do 
so? 

The metal bars around the base of the tower were bend and seared, 
like something had weakened them. Noa€ | not seared, molten. A weapon 
based on intense heat had almost burned right through those 
reinforced metal bars. Plasma weaponry? Here? Impossible; the 
Covenant had yet to find this planet. So it had to have been a 
Fire-type doing that. Which one? Allied or hostile? 


Movement in the treeline to his right drew his attention and he 
immediately spun around with his rifle at the ready, preparing to 



shoot the hell out of whatever it was that was coming to nag 
him . 

But when the horned head belonging to Fenrir suddenly popped out of 
the leaves, he lowered his weapon. Allies of his were usually no 
threat to him. 

And as soon as the Nidorino had appeared, the rest of the team 
followed as well. Fluffy's head appeared from a tree, still carrying 
Phoenix on his back and Lucy exited the treeline at a position to his 
left side. 

Where was Cinder? 

Something behind him exploded in flames and he sighed as multiple 
pieces of shrapnel sailed past him. Of courseaC | trigger-happy 
Fire-type blasting the tower into oblivion just when he needed 
stealth. And just when he had successfully cleared the outpost, too. 
Why was he cursed to eternal bad luck like that? Had he punted too 
many grunts in his life, scoring too little karma points in the 
process ? 

"CinderaCi" He muttered as a fire flared to live behind him, 
following the explosion. "What did I say about a stealth 
op?" 

'_**Nothing ! ' **_ The Ninetales happily said as she walked up from 
behind him, waving around with her nine golden tails. 

She was right. He had not spoken to his team about what he was going 
to do because, frankly, he had expected them to wait until the proper 
moment before prancing into the scene with all their elemental traits 
and cocking everything up. 

He slowly turned around, hoping that the maiden had not just used her 
fire-breath to destroy the outpost and the crate of dynamite 
altogether . 

Nope! She had totally used her control over the element of fire to 
blow his carefully and sneakily cleared building, probably alerting 
every single hostile member of the Rocket gang in the town next door 
all at once. Job well done. 

"What, " he tried to ask her, but then he simply decided that favor 
was never on his side anyhow. Had Cinder not chosen to alert the 
enemy with her poorly-timed attack on the overwatch on the tower, his 
rifle would have probably accidentally went off all by itself, 
pumping two rounds in his feet. He was just not the lucky 
onea€ | unlike some soldiers were. "What did I ever do to 
you? " 

i_**You stole my heart.' **__ The vixen replied and moved past him, 
joining with Fenrir in the bushes again. Did all females on this 
world have such a messed-up sense of humor? Why had he ever taken the 
time to take Pokemon with him? 

"You just stole our victory." He gave his own reply and sat down on a 
rather large piece of metal, trying to think of the next most obvious 
course of action that did not mean besieging the city of Saffron all 
on his own. "They'll know we are coming." 



'_**So?'**_ His Ninetales answered and returned to him, settling on 
the ground a few feet in front of him while staring at his face with 
her intelligent eyes. '_**You are the most capable human I have EVER 
met. If anyone is able to liberate the human population inside that 
city, it is you.'**_ 

Now she was just actively kissing his ass. And she didn't even have 
lipsa€|or did she? Did vixens even have lips to kiss with? Why was he 
thinking about kissing vixens? 

i_**On the other hand, they might send people to investigate. We 

could pick off their groups as they arrive one by 

one 

Yesa€ | excellent point Lucy. "Fine. Spread out and find something 
edible for yourselves; nutrients are important. " 

Fenrir sat down next to him, but he realized something himself and 
stood up. "Lucy, belay that last order. Find out what THIS is." 

He grabbed the strange dark stone that he had taken with him and 
threw it down on the grass, hoping that the psychic could figure out 
what it was . 

'_**This? This is an evolutionary stone. 1 **_ She said as Fenrir crept 
closer to investigate the item. 

"Like the Fire-stone that had caused Cinder to evolve?" He 
asked . 

'_**Yes, exactly like that.'**_ The female responded. It was a 
valuable item then; if only he had a Pokemon that could utilize the 
stone for that purpose. Still ignoring the fact that his Nidorino was 
seemingly very interested in the rock, he stepped towards the ruined 
frame of the once-building in the hope that he could still salvage 
something of use. Perhaps there were supplies in there, or medical 
equipment . 

A brilliant shining light behind him attracted his attention and he 
turned around again, deciding that he must be a crow for the amount 
of shiny things that caught his attention. 

The dark stone was radiating all different kinds of colours now and 
Fenrir seemed captivated by its intense lights. Then, as if the stone 
had been spouting radiation, the Nidorino began to shimmer and 
transform, obscuring his entire body in a white flash of light. 

He threw up one of his hands to cover his eyes and instinctively 
looked away, not wanting to be blinded by the evolutionary process. 

Of course he would go ahead and completely and utterly miss the fact 
that a Nidorino could, in fact, evolve by the use of such a stone. He 
might as well have thrown it on the floor and yell "eat" at him. 

By the time that the radiation had dissipated and the evolution was 
complete, he dared to lay eyes on his Pokemon again. All four other 
members were sitting in the grass a dozen meters away from him, 
staring at him and the newly evolved Nidorino. 


Whose name would have probably changed yet againa€|but probably not 



as much as his body had though. Nidorino had disappeared completely: 
in his place stood a massive hulking creature. The one he had seen 
before and that had raised the idea of a Wraith tank having mated 
with another Nidorino. It was completely bipedal now, with the vague 
rabbit-like shape having made way for that of an armoured dinosaur. 

It still had the spiny ears and puffs of fur at its head, but the 
rest of his body was covered with tough plates and scales that seemed 
extremely resilient. It looked incredibly mean now: with mean-looking 
eyes, mean-looking fangs in its mean-looking mouth coupled with 
mean-looking claws at its arms that had mean-looking spikes at the 
elbow. Which was mean-looking. 

It also seemed to possess a long, thick tail that looked like it 
could smash its way through everything it encountered. 

And this new form towered above him a€"HIM- by at least a foot. Which 
made ita€|what, eight feet tall? He did not like the idea of his 
partner standing taller than he dida€ j at least the poison-type would 
still obey him. With the new, impossibly thick muscles in the legs 
and arms it seemed like Fenrir was able to tear his enemies in half. 
That was just what he needed: an ally that could be used as a tank. 

If only he could somehow teach Fenrir the same breath-techniques that 
dragon-types used. 

What had he read again from the corner of his eye in a small passage 
in the paper that Cinder had fetched for him? Every Pokemon had 
potential to learn the ultra-lethal move called Hyper-beam? He wanted 
that . 

"Fenrir." He said and turned to face the big dinosaur-looking thing 
a€"who was breathing heavily by the way. If Cinder and Lucy were 
beautiful, then so was this creature. An armoured allya€|this would 
turn the tide of his battles. 

The creature opened its maws wide open a€"revealing the rows of 
razor-sharp teeth- screamed a deafening roar once and then charged at 
him. 

~ 0 ~ 

She witnessed the newly evolved form of her friend looking at her 
master and felt the intense feelings of anger and wrath bleeding out 
of the hulking form, all aimed towards the human. 

She hadnever seen such a magnificent beast before. Fluffy might be 
the equal of a raging tornado in the skies, but his body seemed 
frail, even though it was resistant to almost everything that could 
be thrown at it. Plus it was only a child, but this Pokemon? Fenrir? 
His evolution was beautiful. Such raw amounts of power and primal 
instinct sa€ i she could feel it from the mind. It didn't have a wall, 
but damn his moat was intense. 

And here she was thinking that no creature could rival Math in his 
power. The poison-type was obviously as strong a€"if not stronger 
than- the Spartan. But strength was not everything and her master was 
more intelligent than Fenrir could ever be. Would he be faster 
though? Fenrir was practically a living weapon now. His tail, his 
fangs and claws, his horn and even his stocky limbs were all able to 
completely gore his trainer. She would soon find out who was the 
better warrior. 



"**What is wrong with him?" **Cinder asked, confusion emanating from 
her. "**Is he attacking our trainer?"** 

"**It appears so, yes."** She replied, watching the battle of the 
titans unfold. 

"★★Shouldn't we do something?"** 

"**We can't do anything other than watching, we'll hurt one of them 
by accident."** 

The newly evolved Fenrir charged at the human with a speed that was 
matched only by the sheer power that lay hidden within it. The 
massive legs were able to propel it with great velocity in little to 
no time, just like Math's could. But it was obvious that the human 
was leagues faster than the Poison-type was: he whirled around the 
Pokemon and placed a hand on that of the Nido's, twisting the 
creature around with little to no afford. And when he did, he 
delivered an uppercut to its jaw that she could feel all the way over 
art her position. After that, he spun underneath the extended arm and 
pulled him to the ground, smashing the Pokemon with its head to the 
dirt . 

And then he let go a€"why would he do that? 

"**I do want to see who will wina€ | "** The Ninetales hesitated, 

"**but what if one of them hurts the other one?"** 

"**It was like you told him: nobody can best him. He wont't get 
hurt . " * * 

Fenrir 's arm twitched and a nasty purple aura surrounded it, 
extending all the way to the elbow. Was this some sort of Poison-type 
move? With his arm? She had never seen him do that before. 

The creature snarled and swung his weaponized arm at his trainer, who 
was forced to perform a backflip in order to avoid that attack. But 
the ferocious Pokemon pressed the attack and kept on swinging at the 
human, who was performing an increasingly tedious amount of evasive 
maneuvers to evade the deadly attacks. 

"**What is wrong with him? Why is he even attacking?"** Cinder 
replied . 

"**I don't know. My guess would be him finding our trainer unworthy 
of command or something foolish like that."** 

"★★And we are watching them because?"** 

"★★Because Fenrir will probably not accept his trainer as the leader 
without getting beaten up by hima€|if it takes a beating to get him 
back in line, then so be it."** 

"**I see your reasoning." **The Fire-type said and returned to 
watching the two fighting males. "**I wish we had berriesaC | that 
would make this a lot more entertaining."** 


"★★Indeed. "** 



The large Pokemon swung his arm at the human again, who dove 
underneath it and kicked him in the sternum. Fenrir staggered 
backwards when he received that blow, but quickly recovered and 
retaliated with his tail. His chest was only mildly bruised, but Math 
lacked injuries altogether. Plus he was still running on all the 
collective wounds and sores of previous conflicts, while the 
evolutionary process had all but healed the former Nidorino. 

Her trainer dove over the impossibly fast tail and jumped on the 
large biped's back, careful not to skewer himself on the various 
sharp spines that adorned the back. Positioning one foot on a 
particularly wide spike, he quickly delivered a few lightning-fast 
jabs to the armour, searching for possible weak points. 

"**I have never seen a Nidoking bested in combat before." **Cinder 
said, demonstrating her knowledge of the species that lived in the 
region of Kanto. "**Or even fight a human at all. Most creatures turn 
around and flee at the first sight of it."** 

"**And he is doing a pretty good job, too." **She replied and watched 
with satisfaction as Math groaned with strain. It appeared that he 
had found his match; the Nidoking was strong enough to cause the 
soldier trouble. It was amusing to see her trainer getting pushed to 
his limitsa€|but he needed this. They both did. 

Fenrir dove forwards and for a moment, she thought that the 
Poison-type had his prey. Math was flung over his back and landed 
with a heavy 'thud' on the floor. She was about to unleash her 
psychic powers to stop the Nidoking from goring her master, when it 
occurred to her that he had never ever found himself in a tight spot 
without a good plan. 

And before she knew it, the large Pokemon was pulled of his feet and 
taken to the ground. It had happened so fast that she had completely 
missed Math taking his move! 

But now that she gave it some proper thinkingaC i what had happened was 
both incredibly complex and woefully simple: just like the trainer 
himself . 

Math had somehow wrapped his hands around Nidoking 's oversized horn 
and had then thrown his own body over the PokAOmon's head, utilizing 
the incredible force to take him with him to the ground. As soon as 
Fenrir had hit the ground with his stomach, the human had used the 
still-captive horn to wrench Nidoking upside-down, before wrapping 
his leg around the heavily muscled neck. His other neck was placed on 
the nearest purple shoulder to prevent the Pokemon from reaching back 
and tearing him off. 

So basically, the smaller human had just wrestled an adult and 
aggressive Fenrir into a choke-hold, before pinning him completely 
with just the most basic movements. That wasa€| impressive. 

"**Wait what?"** Cinder cried in surprise. "**What just 
happened? " * * 

"**He just wrestled a Nidoking into submission." **She gave her reply 
and smiled. She could see Fluffy looking at Phoenix, who then shook 
her head. Had the prehistoric creature asked if he could go 
next ? 



Fenrir thrashed around, but he couldn't reach the puny human next to 
his head and the muscled leg that was snaked around his throat was 
probably cutting off all the air that it needed to 
live . 

"Lucya€|tell him to calm down. I don't want to kill him." Math said 
with a cold and distanced voice. 

She nodded and contacted the Poison-type's overwhelming 
consciousness. '_**Give it up Fenrir, you lost. He is your alpha so 
stop trying to murder him.'**_ 

Fenrir growled once and then held still, no longer attempting to kill 
his trainer for what had to be a desire to be the dominant one. 

Her master released the submissive creature and got to his feet, 
before looking down at the Nidoking again. "Step out of line again 
and I WILL kill you." 

The creature lowered his head and remained down, satisfaction being 
the only thing on its mind at that moment. It wasn't angry or 
embarrassed about the whole thing; he was satisfied that his trainer 
was worthy of command. That wasa€ | one strange and particular way of 
thinking for sure. 

'_**He has fully accepted your command now, master. '**_ She told the 
human. '_**You should probably have no more problems with hima€| treat 
him as if this never happened. Because he will.'**_ 

"Attacking your commanding officer is fine by his standards?" Math 
asked, one of his eyebrows rising in that strange human gesture that 
went coupled with disbelief. 

i_**Yes, it is. Fighting and winning means you are the strongest. If 
anything, he will me more loyal to you than ever now. '**_ 

"Should I expect this from you or Cinder anytime soon?" 

"**I do not think so, no."** 

Cinder remained quiet, but she could feel a faint humming in the air 
with the protrusion of her chest and knew that somebody was 
communicating telepathically . Probably the Ninetales. 

When the Fire-type was done with her reaction, their trainer gave a 
very strange response in turn. 

"Why would that be?" He frowned. 

That wasa€ i mildly confusing. Why woulda€ | what be? What had Cinder 
told him that required such a response? 

The female smiled and walked towards her human trainer, passing him 
only after caressing his face with one of her tails. 

"I'm not a detective." He said after Cinder had given her 
' explanation . ' 


She knew perfectly well why a Ninetales would go as far as to touch a 



human with her tails. For a creature that valued beauty and 
reputations to such a degree, such a gesture would not be given to 
just anyone. It was her way of portraying that Math was _very_ 
important to her. In more than one way. The Vixen was going very far 
with her f eelingsaC i and she was being unfair; Gardevoir ' s did not 
even have tails! 

"**What did you even say to him?"** She asked her friend, suppressing 
the initial feelings of anger that quickly came. 

"**I said thata€ i I don't mind him wrestling me to the floor."** The 
Ninetales replied. 

"**And what makes you a detective then?"** 

"**The fact that I told him to solve 'that' mystery."** 

She turned around and looked at her trainer, who looked like he would 
be confused for the next fifteen minutes. His expression was locked 
in a minor frown and his mouth was hanging slightly open, looking 
like he was hesitating whether or not to say '0?' in 
surprise . 

" * *Congratulat ionsa€ | you broke our trainer."** 

" * *Did not ! "** 

"**Yes you did! His brain can't possibly process the idea of someone 
being affectionate with him. Now he is going to paint all the bad 
people instead of killing them!"** 

"**Relax Lucy, you've been in his mind! Simply search for the 
re set -but ton ! " * * 

Phoenix was practically rolling over the ground in her uncontrollable 
laughing fit, while her Fluffy was hovering with his head above her, 
looking obviously worried that Cinder had broken HIS trainer 
too . 

" * * That reset button would be showing him how to murder someone. 

Where did you leave the pointy sticks?"** 

"a€|**that is not funny."** 

"**It is to me."** 

Cinder sighed and shook her head, while Fenrir was merely getting to 
his feet again a€"he too looked incredibly confused by what had been 
happening around him. It seemed that everytime someone on team 
Problem evolved, it would only serve to cause more problems. 

More problems for Math, that is. 

She did not know what Phoenix or Havoc would turn into, but it could 
NOT be as bad as Fenrir 's evolution. That escalated so intensely that 
not a single Pokemon would be able of doing soa€ 

a€ | she hoped. Master had the nasty tendency of encountering trouble 
wherever he went; his luck was the baddest of all bad lucks and fate 
had the nasty tendency of demonstrating that to the fullest. 



Perhaps she should not be so sure of herself now. 

~ 0 ~ 

"_Let ' s start again. Fluffy. You take the rocka€ | yes you can do it 
with your mouth too. And then you sling it at the two sticks over 
therea€|no, there. No, not molten human outpost, stick. Yes. That 
one. The one without the smell of destruction. Good! And then you 
swing your head and fling the rock at it. You need to hit the stick 
to win- with the rock Fluffy! With the ROCK! Good Fluffy. Now put 
down that tree and pick the rock up again. Yes! Good little Fluffy! 
And now hit the stick with ita€ i the stick a€"the 
STICK! 

"a€ !_?"_ 

"a€|_that wasn't the stick that was our trainera€ | f ly Fluffy! Fly 
like the wind! I will distract him with my 
face ! 

~ 0 ~ 

* *Aaaha€ i that last scene just popped in my head and I HAD to place it 
there. Sorry for people who dislike Fluff.** 

**Problem though: I am entering a relatively fundamental part of my 
education now (internship and the many researches that are coupled to 
that) and there might be a possibility that my updates 
willa€ | ** 

a€|**slow down.** 

**Hah! I had you all fearing that I might stop right? No chance. I 
WILL see this series through.** 

"**What Series? This is just one story!"** 

**Shut upa€ | ** 

**Good night everybody!** 


28. Pyrrhic Victory pt 2 

**So I read somewhere that people generally do not like to read very 
long author's notes at the start of a chapter. This this will be me 
doing something different. Placing my replies to reviews at the 
bottom of the chapter, along with everything else. Just to see if 
that works better. ** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"—Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 


"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 



'_**Speech ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 41 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 40- significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. Poison jab. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 39- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 21 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic. 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 19 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Magikarp, lvl 19 a€" significant moves: tackle, 
splash . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Psychic-type Pokemon are one of the few Pokemon that truly have no 
limits to their power. They can do virtually EVERYTHING that they 
want toa€ | and Sabrina specializes in them. Even better; sometimes one 
of her Pokemon has aa€ | premonition . It allows the Psychic-type to 
foresee the future and competent Pokemon have a hundred percent 
accuracy rating. What they see, shall happen. 

"_I see. Why the subject of this conversation? 

"_I have reason to believe that the soldier rampaging through Kanto 
has a competent psychic, one that is able to see the 
future . 


"_This is troublesome. Tell Sabrina to prepare; I want that man 
crushed and dead, but that Pokemon alive. 

_- _Conversat ion between Operative S and Giovanni. 


0 


Only one more thing remained to be done now. He had to tear down the 
defenses around Saffron City, engage and neutralize any and all 
resistance inside of the city and then proceed to stab into the heart 
of the corruption that stung the major city. In doing that, he would 
free the oppressed citizens and defeat the entirety of the most 
notorious criminal gang in the whole of Kanto. 


So basicallya€ | he did have to besiege the entirety of Saffron all by 
himself, probably facing many dozens of armed men in the process 
while having to fight under the extreme stress of protecting 
civilians, while his enemy wouldn't do so. 


Wella€|he wouldn't be all by himself this time. He had his team with 



him nowa€ | even though two of the six were practically useless to him 
now, he might still be able to pull off a major victory here. And not 
the Spartan victory where he found the outcomes acceptable, but an 
actual victory that would serve a mental purpose for the people here. 
A fight won with barely any casualt iesa€ i this world could use a 
victory like that. 

His Pokemon could use a victory like that. The days spend on the 
planet were a constant struggle to survive for them; the deaths of 
their foes were always tragic in their eyes and he had the feeling 
that their morale was slowly dropping. 

So a complete victory a€"like an entire town liberated without 
civilian casualties- was very welcome indeed. 

So as he led his five Pokemon a€"Havoc was a fish- through the 
remaining trees between him and the town, he was already busy with 
devising a strategy that would allow him to breach the well-kept 
perimeter around Saffron. 

Because much unlike the hastily prepared defenses around Vermillion 
city, the defenses around Saffron city were quite formidable. They 
were actual solid walls, either hastily made from rocks or by using 
specially-prepared materials. Probably using their Pokemon in the 
process, somehow. He didn't need to work out a recon mission to find 
out what the resistance would be like; he couldn't see much through 
the natural obstructions and high walls. And he didn't want to let 
his enemy know that he was already there too. 

So basically, he was stuck until he could devise a proper way to 
attack the place. And for some really messed-up reason he couldn't 
get his mind working straight. His thoughts kept changing their paths 
and wandering towards the coming bloodshed and he could not banish 
the automatic desire to kill. He could not be anxious for the coming 
battles buta€ | how far had his mind wandered during these strange 
days? How far had he let his head become damaged? Was it even to be 
attributed to those aspects or was it the long separation from the 
UNSC? It had been quite some time now and his last injection of 
counter-agents. Eleven days, to be precise. 

He really hoped that he was the only one with such oddly working 
states of mind; if the rest of the Secret-Spartans were like that, 
they couldn't be operating very efficiently. And he knew for a thing 
that they were operating at full capacity; the brief interaction with 
Colonel Arckson a€"Ackerson! 

Colonel Ackerson had confirmed that his fellow Spartans were fighting 
so hard that they were actually making a difference; completing 
missions with such efficiency that even the best strategists and 
scientists from ONI could not immediately utilize their success to 
the benefit of humanity. 

So why was he having so much trouble with keeping his head straight? 
Complicated and rational thoughts simply didn't work anymore. There 
was a fault in his reasoning and unless the answer to every single 
conundrum that war could offer him was 'fight for your life', that 
fault could very well compromise his further operations. 


One more reason to get back to the ASAP UNSC. 



UNSC as soon as possible. That was the one. 


And now that he was lying underneath a crashed tree, utilizing the 
damp and dark spot to optimize his cover, he could hear his Pokemon 
starting to chat with each other again. At the very least they were 
so considerate as to keep their voices, growls and whines to a low 
volume . 

And he could still hear everything that went on between them. He had 
half a mind to simply send Fenrir and Fluffy to attack the city and 
breach the walls so that he could gain entry and slaughter his way to 
the so called Silph building. His presence was already known to them 
and the only thing that he needed to reach was the communications 
array . 

Sparing civilian casualties was important. He wouldn't forsake his 
duty as a soldier just because he was hasty. If he could walk up to 
the front gate and announce his presence, they might even let him in 
to grant him an audience with their leader. 

Or they would surrender as soon as they saw him a€"like life was that 
fair. This would be a very difficult fight for the sake of a couple 
of hundred lives. 

"Any suggestions?" He asked his team. It took them a while to answer, 
but when they did he found them to be quite thoughtful. 

'_**We could simply attack the city with our full power and beat 
everyone that comes to oppose us; they would be too focused on us to 
attack the innocent people. It would be a fair fight.' **_ 

Cinder had a point; if he posed a big enough threat to the enemy they 
would all be attracted to him in droves. He would only endanger the 
civvies to a mere minimumaC | and yet there was something off with her 
plan . 

Rocket would not fight fair and the last time he had encountered 
them, they had used human shields to try and beat him. 

Granted, it had actually been an indoctrinated militia-group that had 
done so, but the point was still there. He could not risk a 
full-frontal assault because, frankly, he did not know what a 
terrorist organization like Rocket would do in such a 
situation . 

'_**0r we could risk an in-city teleport and infiltrate their command 
structure, striking when the moment draws near. '**_ Lucy then 
proposed, actually making a very valid suggestion. 

He did not know where she would bring him in her attempt to teleport 
him away, but it would be better than risking an open assault on a 
fortified enemy position without knowing what the resistance was 
like. Was it just her or was the Gardevoir actually raising a valid 
point? Striking the enemy where they were weak sounded excellent to 
him. He had totally forgotten about her ability to teleport herself 
and others to others . 

There was no other valid way to do this nowa€ | he would have to trust 
her to make the jump correctly. But stilla€|she needed to get the 
feel of the teleport. If she were to transport him on her very first 



go since she had been a Kirlia, something was bound to happen and 
screw it up. He would need a proper test-run to make sure that she 
would not mess upa€| again. 

"Agreed. But test it first before we risk Saffron itself." He told 
her and prepared himself for the inevitable sensation of a new 
teleport experience. 

But that never came. 

'_**Are you sure of that master? We haven't tried that with my new 
form yet. Things could goa€ | wrong *_ 

"Things always go wrong. This time, we might actually get lucky. Do 

it . " 

'_**Where to?'**_ 

Where to? Everywhere was a possibility! All she had to do was 
basically teleport him to a position that was more than a few inches 
away from his current one. That was ALL that he expected from her. 

Why should she bother with a location? He could come up with a 
location. For all he cared she could teleport him to a hidden 
underground river and he would still not give a- 

'_**As you wish master. ' **_ 

What ? 

He felt a wave of nausea crash over his body and for a moment, he 
felt dizzy. The world faded from his view and the only thing he could 
see was a sharp blackness. Then his organs calmed down and he could 
see what had happeneda€ ! why was he feeling wet all of a sudden? 

A cold sensation spread itself from his toes all the way up to his 
chest and he feared for a second that Lucy had messed up immensely. 
But a quick survey of all his appendages proved that he was still in 
one piece and not quite paralyzed. 

He had landed in some sort of dark river, where the cold water was 
even better at cutting the air out of his lungs than the sea-water at 
Fuchsia had been. What had Lucy done? Where had she sent him? 

He pulled his rifle out and felt a pang of relief when he remembered 
that the MA5 series was all but impervious to water and sand clogging 
the systems. So even if the weapon had been soaked with water, he 
could still fire it. 

a€ | of course it could; he had been utterly submerged in sea-water and 
still able to shoot his enemies. Must have slipped his mind due to 
the suddenness of his situation. 

And seriously, what had Lucy done! 

There was minimal visibility down there and he could see up to two 
dozen meters in front of him. It was like a cave river with a few 
holes in the ceiling that allowed light to pour in. With that 
lighting he could simply advance and see where the place brought him; 
for all he knew this would lead straight towards an underground 
waterfall but hey: this could also lead to a simple way out. 



An idea came into being when he thought of potential water Pokemon 
lurking in the water. The ice-cold river was very clear and she 
should be able to see any and all hostile approaching him but still: 
what better creature to watch for aquatic hostiles than an aquatic 
creature? 

So he opened his Poke ball and released the creature that had been 
dubbed a Magikarp by his teammates. 

The red fish splashed into the water and swum a few circles in 
delight before facing him. 

"_Carp karp Magikarp! It said. 

"Yes, dark river in unknown territory. Find us an exit." He ordered 
the noisy fish, which stopped blabbering and instead dove underneath 
the water. He could still follow her golden appearance underwater, 
but if she went too fast he could not keep tabs on her anymore; 
meaning that he would be unable to assist her in battle. 

"Keep close." He told her and stared wading through the river in an 
attempt to follow the eager Pokemon. 'River' was an overstatement 
though, an overstatement that implied that there was a shore to speak 
off. He was stuck in a body of water with a rock-solid ceiling over 
his head and nothing to climb on. He had no choice but to keep 
following the river and see where it headed; hoping that his team 
would find a way out for him. 

Huha€|this was the first time that he had actually come to rely on 
his team. 

Wella€|they were responsible for him being trapped in the first place 
so it only made sense for them to get him out again. It had nothing 
to do with trust in his team. "Don't get too spread out. 

He kept moving through the river with the golden fish, occasionally 
giving her a hint or two about proceeding down a narrow corridor 
without knowing where the enemy was . 

"Check your corners." He said, not even aware of the complications 
that came with communicating with a fish that could not talk 
back . 

Most fishes did not talk back. "Hit your enemy before they know you 
are there and make no noise." 

Havoc made for an excellent listener. 

The two of them moved through the tunnel until a voice eventually 
reached his mind. Literarily. 

'_**Math? Is that you? Please tell me that I did not reach another 
Diglett . ' * *_ 

He had no idea how he could possibly reply to a telepathic signal 
from Cinder without being a psychic himself. Somehow he doubted that 
he could become a psychic in the next thirty minutes. So that left 
only one option for him to take, much to his chagrin. 



"Copy that." He yelled at the ceiling, hoping that he was close 
enough for the Pokemon to hear him. "Down here, you read?" 


No reply. Of course not. When had he ever been lucky enough to solve 
a problem without having to go through extreme lengths to do so? 

He was just about to start moving down the river again when a tremor 
ran through the cave, raining pieces of rock down on his head and 
causing Havoc to seek her cover deep down in the water. Debris 
continued to fall down from above and threatened to completely 
flatten him. He was forced to duck to the side in order to avoid a 
particularly large shard of rock, but the large amount of water 
obstructing him made such a movement difficult. As such, the plate of 
stone still managed to do its harm and land on his legs. 

That alone would not be a problem, but he had jumped in such a way 
that his body had horizontally hit the surface of the river before 
breaking it. The debris that had fallen on his legs was effectively 
trapping him underwater, pinning his legs to the bottom of the river 
and keeping him suspended just ten inches below the surface of the 
river . 

That would be a problem. 

He pulled at his legs and tried to kick himself free, but his lower 
body strength alone would not be enough to get free. So he tried to 
pry the slab of stone off of his body with his arms too, making 
optimal use of his body under the circumstances. Because his back was 
aimed at the surface he could not simply twist around and utilize his 
superior strength to get free. He could only pry with one hand at the 
time and given his limited amount of air, time was of the 
essence . 

Time which he did not possess. He could see a golden shape blur 
towards him and he instinctively held up one hand to ward off the 
inevitable attack. But the only thing that happened was a large fish 
swimming past him. 

A bubble of air escaped his lips as he exerted his body once again in 
a desperate attempt to free himself. Drowning in an underground river 
in the presence of a golden fish was not how he had imagined he would 
die. Driving a covenant carrier into a star was how he had imagined 
he would die, but still. This was just plain cruel and there was only 
one thing he could do to change that: not die. 

Simple . 

He had no idea how long he had been submerged in that icy river, but 
his lungs were starting to ache and he realized that he could not 
hold out much longer. This was basically the second or third time 
that he was drowning and he had no intention of letting it end 
differently from those times. 

The rock shifted and a few inches of his legs shot free, but that was 
it. He was still stuck underneath the rock and even when he was so 
much closer to fresh air, he could still not reach the surface. 

Damn . 

He could see Havoc swimming around and desperately trying to tackle 
the slab of ceiling that was pinning him to the bottom of the river. 



but she wasn't making a dent. The rock might shake every now and then 
when she slammed into it, but that was about it. The slight movements 
of the rocka€ | 

a€ i might actually get him to free himself. Come to think about it, 
the power that he could now use to try and pry himself free was 
_barely_ insufficient, even for a Spartan. He was basically being 
flattened by a piece of rock that was larger than he was. If a normal 
human could not get freea€ | and a normal Spartan could not get 
freea€|then would a Spartan plus a pokemon be able to escape? 

His mind was starting to ache in protest against the lack of oxygen 
and he realized that coming to trust into a fish to save him was a 
severe sign of brain-damage. How would he even- 

A heavy tremor caused the rock to shift and tilt forwards, scraping 
his legs in the process. Before he could react to that new change in 
his environment, a thick leg suddenly stepped into his view. A thick 
purple leg. 

If Fenrir would seriously attempt to worsen the situation he would 
personally tear off his horn. 

But nothing like that happened. On the contrary: he felt the heavy 
slab of stone on his legs actually decrease in weight, to a point 
where he was able to struggle away from underneath that murderous 
piece of debris. His head breached the surface of the river and he 
struggled to recompose himself only for a few seconds, before 
deciding that his lungs had enough air to prevent them from 
decomposing . 

And brain-damage-control was also a good thing. 

The water was once again at chest-height and this time, he was just 
content with that . 

He looked up and realized that Fenrir had not attempted to murder him 
again: the Pokemon had just managed to help him escape a wet death. 
Not that he couldn't have escaped on his own, of course. 

The newly evolved creature was standing in the river directly 
opposite to him, staring at him with an expression that he could not 
identify. Water was pouring off of his body, indicating that he had 
indeed assisted him in his survival. 

So he could trust the Poison-type to act like a proper member of his 
team. That was good. Where had he even come from? Where was the rest 
of his team? 

He noticed that the dark cave-system he had found himself in was now 
properly illuminated as wide beams of light suddenly shone down from 
a large hole in the ceiling. 

So that was what had happeneda€ i his team had bashed a hole into the 
ground until they had reached him, narrowly missing his body with the 
resulting debris in the process. Narrowly being taken into a broad 
context as they had nearly killed him with doing so. But still; he 
could forgive them that, seeing as they had taken the initiative to 
find and dig him out. 



After Lucy had messed up in transporting him. 


'_**Master! You are alright! '**_ 

Speak of the devil; there his telepathic partner was. Had she grabbed 
the initiative and send Fenrir down to assist him, or had that been 
an idea of the Pokemon himself? 

"You messed up again." He told her and ran a hand through his short 
hair, shaking off any droplets that could get into his face at a 
critical moment. "Why here?" 

i_**You granted me with an idea for an experiment and I complied with 
your wish . ' * *_ 

He sighed in frustration as he remembered that he had indeed thought 
about an underground river to test the new teleporting ability. Was 
she taking that too literary or was this her attempt to punish him 
for thinking sarcastically? 

And how had she even heard that in the first place? He had been 
thinking a€"_thinking-_ that. Had she been peeking into his thoughts? 
She shouldn't be able to do so, wall and moat and all. Or had she 
gained so much insight in the workings of his mind that she didn't 
even need to bypass those anymore? The implications 
werea€ | unpleasant . 

"Experiment ? " 

'_**0h master, you wished for a test. Here we are. ' **_ 

Temporarily forgetting the fact that he had almost been drowned by a 
large rock and then saved by a creature that had attempted to murder 
him some time before that, he started thinking about the description 
that Lucy had given him about the Gardevoir line. How they would do 
anything for their trainer and protect them with their livesa€|what 
would this situation be called then? Had she complied with his will 
to test the new teleportation ora€ | had she done so with something 
else on her mind? 

"You could have compromised the mission." He said. 

i_**You had Havoc with you and we still found you. Fenrir heard you 
yelling after Cinder located you.'**_ 

"You didn't locate me myself?" 

Lucy floated down the hole, followed by Phoenix who gladly jumped 
after her. It would only make sense for Fluffy to dislike the water; 
he should be a Rock-type as well. Those hated water according to 
Oak's lessons. 

Cinder's head appeared above the hole as well, but she looked very 
reluctant to join them. As much as Fluffy was, actually. 

"Why the fear people?" He asked as he grabbed the PokA© ball for the 
Aerodactyl . It was obvious that they all wanted to join him in the 
underground river to see where it goes, but why? He wanted 
out . 



'_**I do not tend to believe local Digletts on their word, thank you 
very much. ' **_ The canine said. 

What was a Diglett? "Their words?" 

> ' <em><strong>Yeah ! They said that this tunnel would reach towards 
Saffron city, but I don't trust them . ' <strong>__ 

"Bad experiences?" 

'_**Let's just say that water is bad fora€|my fur.'**_ 

"Personal sensations go after the mission. Get down here." 

Fluffy took that as a hint and jumped down the hole, splashing water 
all over him and Fenrir and sending Phoenix flushing down the tunnel. 
With an agitated shriek, the Pokemon followed her. 

He chose to ignore them for now. 

'_**Ia€|I am a fire type! Swimming is bad for me ! ' * *_ 

He sighed and pulled out his PokA© ball for her too, putting Fluffy's 
away again. "Fine. I'll carry you in this." 

' _* *Under protest. '**_ 

"Noted . " 

He withdrew the Ninetales into her PokA© ball and turned to look at 
Fenrir, who was still standing in the water staring at him as if he 
was waiting for orders. He would have to move fast if he were to 
catch up with the rapidly disappearing Fluffy and Phoenix. 

"Havoc, track those two and keep an eye on them. Lucy, get down 
here . " 


1 a€ |_**As you wish.'**_ 

The Gardevoir levitated down the hole, but still landed in the water 
nonetheless. A sharp stab of pain hit his mind, but faded as quickly 
as it had come. Had that come from the psychic or from something 
else? 

"You alright?" He asked her and turned towards the darkening hole 
ahead where half of his team had disappeared in. 

' * * Thi s water is very cold.'**_ 

"Yes. Deal with it." He ordered her and started moving, carrying his 
assault rifle in his arms as he marched through the water. Not that 
he had a clear goal where he could go to, the coming operation seemed 
that much simpler. The ability of his team to communicate with both 
him and other Pokemon had proven valuable in their operation and that 
would soon lead up to Rocket's downfall. 

~ 0 ~ 

Oh humana€ | oh you. 

"Yes. Deal with it." He said and continued splashing down the road of 



water. His attitude wasa€ i strangely brusque. It was completely 
unnecessary for him to act like such a jerk to his team a€"his 
friends had managed to save him from the dark hole he had been stuck 
in and he should be thankful for that. 

The main reason for his trouble underground was still because of his 
friends, granted. If Lucy had not accidentally teleported him into 
that river then Fenrir would not have accidentally almost murdered 
him in an attempt to free him. 

a€ | come to think of it, she could still imagine that he was 
frustrated with them. But that was still not an excuse to treat a 
lady like that ! 

And even though he had sent her to scout ahead and search for the two 
other eager Pokemon, she had still heard him talk to the psychic like 
that and she was not amused. She would say something to him about 
thata€ | wella€ | perhaps not. But still! 

The eager and loud splashes up ahead indicated that something was 
moving and if she trusted her own senses, it meant that there were 
two creatures up ahead. Which was a good thing concerning the fact 
that she only expected two other creatures to be waiting for her up 
ahead . 

She wanted to ask who was up ahead and then ask them if they would 
not stop to let her catch up, but her trainer had told her to keep 
utilizing the element of surprise in her movements. And that kind of 
made sense; if you weren't careful, you got eaten. Life was as simple 
as that and he knew just how to make the right decisions. But she was 
with her friends, so why should she be careful then? Did he expect 
trouble even though they were all alone down there, or was it because 
he did not yet trust the entire team? 

She wouldn't know; she was too unfamiliar with the personalities and 
individual character traits of the Pokemon that worked with Math to 
figure out who could be trusted or not. 

So for now she would simply keep her mouth shut and continue stalking 
the two should-be Pokemon. Her trainer continued to be very noisy 
behind her as he marched onwards, taking the lead for Lucy and 
Fenrir. It didn't take her very long to meet up with Phoenix and 
Fluffy thankfully: those two had been waiting for the rest of the 
group to join them at a point in the underground cave where the river 
actually expanded, creating proper shores where her land-dwelling 
allies could do their thing. 

The Aerodactyl and the Eevee were actually waiting for her in that 
bigger cave, with the Rock-type sitting on the shore like he was 
about to fall asleep and the Normal-type jumping up and down a few 
rocks, looking like she was hunting some bugs. 

Which bugs were even living down here? 

Lucy had teleported the trainer by accident and hadn't even known 
about the existence of the underground river. So this entire incident 
was simply a stroke of good luck for them: She could keep outside the 
ball and observe the completely new world around her. Ever since she 
had been taken out of her river by the new trainer, her mind had been 
subjected to one miracle after the other. There was an entire world 



out there that she had never ever even given a single thought and 
nowa€ | now she was actually swimming in an underground river where no 
Magikarp had ventured before. 

How things could go. "**Hey guys!"** 

" * * H e y Havoc!" **The Eevee replied. "**You here too?"** 

"**Yesa€|as it turned out, we have to follow this river to get to 
Saffron city unnoticed. Talk about getting a stroke of luck, 
right ? " * * 

" * * That is lucky yesa€| where is the rest?"** 

She paused for a few seconds to listen in on where the rest of the 
Pokemon were and concluded that they were only a dozen meters behind 
her, judging by the continuous but ever-increasing volume of 
splashing water. "**Lagging behinda€|but they will come soon. So, how 
is the big fellow?"** 

"**Good!"** Phoenix nodded enthusiastically, bobbing her fluffy head 
up and down. "**He is listening very well to me and I think that I 
can get him to speak soon!"** 

She cocked her head in surprise. From what she had gathered, the 
creature known as 'Fluffy' was basically a murderous baby; so how 
would a little thing like her make him talk? How was she planning on 
doing that? 

" * *Speakinga€ | how do you make him speak then dear?" **She asked the 
Eevee . 

" * * B y positive stimulations!" ** The young creature happily yelled, 
causing Aerodactyl to jerk up in surprise at the sudden 
noise . 

"* *Yesa€ | posit ivea€ !"* * She hesitated to say more and eventually 
decided that it would be the best for all of them if she simply left 
the two of them alone. So she swam a bit round and round, getting a 
feel of her location in the larger cave and hoping that the awkward 
silence that followed would not be too awkwarda€ | nope, too late for 
that. While Phoenix had no idea what was going on, _she _did. A 
little Eevee like Phoenix would only appear as dinner to an 
Aerodactyl. So how did she get him to be so calm around her? What had 
she possibly done to be able to tame him in such a way? This new word 
that she found herself in was so amazinga€ | and yet it puzzled her to 
no end. 

She turned around when the splashing noises coming from the tunnel 
reached a climax and saw that the rest of the group had rounded the 
corner, coming around to enter the larger room. Good; now that they 
were all here, all the non-water types could crawl out of the river 
and catch a break on the shores. Wella€ | technically not shores. They 
were more like rock plateaus on the sides of the river, but fully 
capable of sustaining land-dwellers nonetheless. 

The first person that entered the larger room was her trainer, who 
was carrying Lucy in his arms. That was a new thing. What had 
happened? Had they been attacked? 



Noa€ | couldn ' t be: her whiskers would have picked up any and all 
attacking Pokemon in her way there. Could it be that an enemy had 
been approaching them from the rear? Wella€| there was no blood in the 
water, so any attacks on her trainer and his allies would have passed 
without violence. And judging by the stories that had been told by 
the rest of the team, violence always followed the human wherever he 
went. It wasn't very likely that he would get out of a fight without 
shedding blood. 

So something else than an enemy attack had hurt the psychic. 

HmmmaC | she would most likely be told what had transpired as soon as 
all of them were together again, so her curiosity would have to wait 
before it could be sated. 

Fenrir appeared behind Math and his nonresponsive Pokemon, not 
looking particularly happy. Then again; he was most likely a partial 
ground or rock type. Those hated water, just like Fluffy did. That 
name still didn't make sense to her, but seeing as it came out of the 
mind of a child it would only make sense that it didn't make sense. 

Or something like that. 

She sighed when her brain hurt from all that thinking. She wasn't 
built to process so much new information and even though she was an 
exceptional bright individual among her fellow Magikarps, her 
intelligence couldn't lift a candle next to that of a human or a 
psychic like Lucy. Even Fenrir was smarter than she was and he was 
purely hormone driven! 

Buta€ | she hadn't survived all those harsh winters because of her 
smarts; it also had to do with her body. While the rest of her kind 
was already tough and muscled, her age had only improved those 
traits. A Magikarp might not be as powerful or resilient as Fenrir 
and Fluffy could be, but her scales could still withstand some nasty 
punishment. Swimming in cold and powerful currents deep underwater 
was not something that everybody was cut out for. And her golden 
colour had not made her life easier for hera€ | for several years, she 
had actually thought that her life would either end by old age or a 
predator scooping her out of her kingdom. But when she and her group 
of fellow Magikarp had been lifted out of the water by a psychic, 
there hadn't even been time to think about the consequences. 

And before the thought of death could even slip into her mind, she 
had been chosen as a companion for a human. A trainer had actually 
caught her and she was infinitely grateful for that chance to escape 
her cursedly simple and hard life. So to that extent, the rights or 
wrongs of said human could easily be taken to an acceptable margin in 
her head. And even though her new friends had warned her about Math's 
strange habits, she had yet to see something that would prove him 
untrustworthy. And even better than that: she actually HAD seen 
things that made him look more trustworthy than untrustworthy. 

Him carrying the unconscious Lucy in his arms was another example of 
that. No 'one untrustworthy would care so much for his Pokemon as to 
physically interact with them in the time of need. So in her eyes, he 
was only a good person and nothing less. 

"**What happened?" **She asked Fenrir. 

He hesitated before replying and shot a gaze at the unconscious form 
of his friend. "**She couldn't handle the cold."** 



"**0h mya€|"** She muttered and swam up to her trainer. She had 
totally forgotten about that; not only was this river pretty strong 
and dark for non-water types, it was also freezing. Phoenix could 
have probably hitched a ride on her 'little' friend and Fenrir was 
simply too though to feel silly things like cold, but Lucy had not 
looked like she could handle such a tough environment. It was a 
miracle that Math could wade through such water without appearing 
exhausted or cold. But then again; he was wearing those things that 
humans called 'clothes'. They served to protect the feeble humans 
from things like cold weather and rain. Not everyone was resistant to 
the cold. 

"Havoc, rendezvous with Phoenix and Fluffy. Fenrir; scout that wooden 
wall and tell me what's behind it. 

Wooden wall? What wooden wall? Had he seen something that she hadn't? 
That possibility was actually pretty big: her eyes were not that 
we 11 -developed . 

The Pokemon shot to their individual tasks, including her. While they 
were regrouping near the shore and Fenrir was investigating the 
bundle of wood that was strapped to a wall. Math was walking towards 
his tight group of allies and placed the cold Lucy on the ground, 
careful not to put her on the soaking rocks that had been used by 
Fluffy and Phoenix to leak on. 

Then he opened his last PokA© ball and released Cinder, the Ninetales 
that had not wanted to accompany them. 

"Cinder, warm Lucy up." The trainer ordered her and joined the 
Nidoking that was busy with the wood. 

"**Still near the water I see?"** She said and walked towards the 
psychic's prone form, taking great care to not even touch the wet 
floor. "**What happened?"** 

"**Fenrir said that she couldn't handle the cold."** She informed the 
fire-type . 

"**I see."** She replied and lay down next to Lucy, using her nine 
appendages to cover the unconscious girl and warm her up. There were 
several positive things about fire Pokemon that did not use flames 
outside of their body and one of them was that their bodies were 
always warm. Or so she concluded, when she saw the Ninetales using 
nothing but own body to warm the poor female. 

A loud 'snap! ' got her attention and she quickly looked around, 
trying to determine who was ruining their stealth. 

She could have guessed it. Math and Fenrir were tearing the wooden 
wall to pieces and in doing so they revealed another passage. 

How had they known that there was a secret exit underneath that 
material? Had Fenrir smelled it? Or had he heard something from 
behind that wall? She senses of her allies were amazing. 

The soldier entered the dark hole and stayed gone for half a minute. 
Just when she was about to ask Fenrir if he wouldn't follow his 
trainer, said trainer suddenly popped out again. 



"Found our way in." He called and waited for a reply. None actually 
came . 

Cinder and Phoenix was too preoccupied with the prone form of Lucy to 
worry about secondary entrances or impending attacks on entire 
cities, while Fluffy generally did not care about anything. Fenrir 
remained quiet, probably unsure about what should be done or said in 
that situation. No matter how rough he might look now a€"because she 
instantly recognized his evolutionary form when she saw it- he too 
cared about Lucy. 

OuchaC | that was awkward. Perhaps this was what her friends had warned 
her about? Math's narrow-minded way of seeing the world? For the 
first time since being captured, she actually recognized a signal 
that indicated any 'incompetence' as a person at all. 

He was just standing there, looking at the busy forms of his team 
without saying anything. Was he unable to formulate a proper response 
to what he was seeing? It had to be that; any proper human that cared 
so much about his team as he did would instantly forget about the 
situation at hand and run towards his wounded ally. That was what he 
SHOULD do at this moment if his actions were any indication at 
ala€|but he just stood there, doing nothing. 

So this was what her new friends meant with him being wrong in the 
eyes of some people. His inability to act like a proper trainer 
should act in situations like thesea€|if she compared that to the 
stories of human trainers that had been told by other, even older 
Magikarp than her, the difference became even more apparent. Pokemon 
trainers were supposed to show unconditional love to their team; 
trusting them and guiding them and in turn, receiving the same love 
right back from them. They were supposed to be a tight and close 
group of allies that could stand in the face of every problem and 
emerge victorious, together. 

And while they were most certainly capable of standing united against 
all threat sa€ | the thing about love and companionship was still 
questionable at best. 

She wanted to tell the awkward human what he should say next; that he 
should show concern for his friend and that he should go to her and 
hold her and do everything within his power to make Lucy feel better 
again, even though he couldn't really do anything. 

But as a Magikarp, she could not talk to humans. She wasn't 
privileged with an understanding of human speech, nor could she 
communicate with him by utilizing her mind. She could understand his 
speech alright, but that was it. Not mutual. 

"Is she okay?" Math eventually asked. 

She didn't hear the reply nor could she read her trainer's face for 
an indication that there HAD been a reply at all, but she just knew 
that someone had replied to his question. Cinder was telepathic and 
she was currently paying close attention to her trainer, meaning that 
she would honour him by answering his questions. 


"So it was the water?" He then asked. 



Again, no reply. But now that he was seemingly talking to either 
himself or the air, it became apparent that Cinder was indeed using 
her psychic powers to communicate with him. That was a good thing; it 
meant that Lucy was alright. 

Then he finally deviated from his statue-like stance and walked 
towards the two psychics, kneeling next to Cinder and taking a look 
at the still unresponsive Pokemon. 

"Lucy, can you hear me?" He asked, sounding perfectly 
matter-of-fact . 

The creature stirred in the Ninetales ' tails, but otherwise did not 
move. Curious. 

"Lucy, you copy?" 

Then his facial expression shifted, ever so slightly but still enough 
for her to see it. He frowned somewhat and lowered his head. 

"So you can hear me?" He asked. The psychic type was still not waking 
up, but it did appear that she was still able to communicate with him 
from within her own mind. 

He reached out and touched the Pokemon on her head, feeling her 
forehead with one of his fingers before grabbing her arm and gently 
pressing one of his fingers against her wrist. Why was he doing that? 
Was it some form of nonverbal communication? Or was he doing 
something to her benefit, something that only worked with her species 
a€"whatever that was? 

"I will need you in the coming fight." He said, sounding rather 
merciless with his fully fighting-oriented mind. "Take your time, but 
don't let this happen again." 

With that he turned around and walked away again, completely missing 
the scowl that both she and Cinder were giving him. 

" * * JerkaC i " * * She muttered and swam a bit closer to the unconscious 
Lucy. Phoenix was also staring at the back of her trainer, not 
looking particularly happy. "**Is she going to be 
fine?"** 

"**She-"**The Ninetales paused for a few seconds and looked at the 
prone form of her friend. "**She will be fine. The water was too cold 
for her and she has a natural weakness to cold weather. Without a 
means to deflect the ice-cold environment, her body sort of 
automatically shuts down to prevent heat-loss. Or so she told 
mea€ | and him."** 

She gestured with her head to the hole in the wall, where both Fenrir 
and Math had disappeared into. 

A natural weakness to cold? That made senseaC i sort of. To prevent her 
from losing too much important body heat, Lucy's body simply shut off 
all higher functions and went into a comatose state, not unlike 
hibernation. What would it take for her to wake up though? 

Just as she thought that, the psychic stirred and opened her large, 
red eyes. 



In her life, she had always thought that the natural colour of other 
Magikarp was perfect. The red scales were pretty and safe, in direct 
contrast to her own golden scales. But the simple colour that she had 
always wanted to possess in her life paled in comparison to even the 
most beautiful Magikarp in her river. They wereaC | almost hypnotizing, 
drawing those that beheld them in without mercy. 

Of course that was just her own awkward way of expressing herself. 
Lucy wasn't hypnotizing anyone except for the targets that got picked 
for her by her trainer. 

"**Feeling better are we?"** Cinder asked with a faint smile. 

The psychic did not reply and instead turned to look at the dark cave 
where the two adult males of their team had gone to. 

She was about to ask the girl if she was better now when Lucy 
suddenly shot upright, blatantly ignoring the multiple golden tails 
that were wrapped around her to keep her warm. She struggled 
desperately for a few seconds, causing Cinder to grunt in strain as 
she tried to keep the psychic restrained. 

Lucy was also displaying an amazing skill of not being silent. She 
was not only desperate with her body but with her voice as well, 
moaning and crying like a scared child that was stuck in a hellish 
nightmare, unable to wake up and embrace the warm reasoning of 
daylight. What had gotten into her? Why was she so hellbent on 
escaping her friends' attempt to warm her up? She had just been 
communicating with them via her mind, so it wasn't that she was stuck 
in a nightmare. 

Noa€ | it was something different than that. Only when she had fully 
woken up had she started trashing around like that, actually 
attracting Phoenix' and Fluffy's attention in the process. 

"**Lucy calm down!"** The fire type yelled in distress as she 
struggled to keep the psychic in her grasp. "**Will someone help 
me?"** 

Phoenix jumped towards them, apparently thinking that she could 
actually do something useful to her team. But in her wild attempt to 
help, she overshot her distance and sipped in a wet patch, crashing 
into Cinder's side. 

The Ninetales gasped in surprise and she was just about to release 
Lucy when Fluffy acted by himself. He grabbed the trashing girl by 
her shoulders with his claws with as much care as he could probably 
muster. Then he pulled her backwards and towards the ground, forcing 
Lucy to face the ceiling and actually snapping her out of a€ | whatever 
had gotten into her. 

"**What's wrong?"** Phoenix frantically cried and rubbed her nose 
with her paw. "**Why are we fighting?"** 

So it had acted without knowing what was going on, coming to her 
friend's aid before she even knew what was wrong. How 
commendable . 


Lucy suddenly relaxed in Fluffy's hold and stopped resisting him 



instead slumping to the ground and stopping her desperate attempts to 
escape . 

"**I forgota€|"** She breathed, tears falling from her face. "**How 
could I forgeta€|"** 

What had she forgotten? What was going on? Did she have some sort of 
psychic fita€ i a future sight? She knew that psychic types were 
capable of predicting the future, but she had never believed it up to 
now. What had she seen? 

" * *Easya€ i easyaC i " * * The kind Ninetales tried to hush the severely 
upset Lucy. "**What did you forget?"** 

"**I saw ita€ i before any of you joined usa€|when I had just met up 
with him as a child I saw ita€|"** She gasped, her large eyes staring 
at a point in the ceiling. 

"**What did you see? It happened with us back in Saffron, right? What 
did you see?"** Cinder pressed on, a hint of concern breaking her 
otherwise perfectly calm voice. 

"S**omething that I had f orgottenaC | how could I forget?"** She was 
still not making sense, but at least they were getting closer now. 
What was tormenting that poor girl so much? "**I saw him in a future 
sighta€|a humanaC | a human fatally wounded in a fight he could not 
wina€ | "** 

She turned her gaze to who was perhaps the only person that might 
make sense of what the psychic was talking about. "**a human with 
black clothes! When I saw him again it hit me like a sixth sense; it 
will happen soon!"** 

She had no idea what she was speaking off, but Cinder looked like she 
did. Her eyes grew wide and her jaws softly opened as an unknown 
realization dawned on her. "**Black clothesaC | please tell me that you 
are unsureaC | tell me that you might be mistaken!"** 

What were they talking about? 

"**There is no mistakea€|" **Lucy then whispered. "**It is going to 
happenaC | and today..."** 

~ 0 ~ 

He checked one last time whether he was right or not before moving 
back to fetch his Pokemon. Seeing as the Gardevoir had told him that 
her body needed a few moments to recover from her icy situation, he 
had already moved ahead to scout out the coming area. The wooden 
barricade had merely served to call attention and after he and Fenrir 
had breached it, he had determined just why it had been placed 
there . 

Wood in the middle of a dark cave that served as a secondary entrance 
to Saffron city? Like anyone would buy that. The tunnel had led to 
another wooden wall, which had proven to be even easier to breach 
than the previous one. After having worked his way through the wall 
without any form of opposition, he had found himself in a room that 
could only be identified as a wine cellara€| 



a€ | from where he could enter the city unnoticed and wreak havoc. 
Finally a positive break from all the setbacks. 

Eventually he found his team again and felt a small sense of 
satisfaction when he saw that they were not only sitting bunched up 
together, but also that Lucy was awake again. 

"We got a way in, move out." He said and grabbed his shotgun, hoping 
that he wouldn't encounter resistance that would require 
shotgun-to-f ace policy. Then he stopped himself and remembered that 
his Pokemon always seemed to like it if he actually _showed_ that he 
cared for them. It didn't really need saying, but still. They thought 
that it needed saying. "If you can move, that is." 

Noa€ | that didn't work like that. They would need actual confirmation 
that they were not expendable to hima€ | meaning that he would have to 
show that their injuries mattered to him. How would he do 
that ? 

Sighing in hidden frustration, he made his way back to the team and 
knelt next to the two psychic ladies. 

"Lucya€|" He started, but then his logical and rational mind told him 
to buzz off and left his head. And then he was stuck with no possible 
way to express himself. Was this a side-effect of total isolation for 
so long? What would he even say? "Are you combat ready?" 

Thank the UNSC for back-up logic reinforced by training. 

'_**Ia€|I think soa€ **_' she replied. That was a positive thing, 
seeing as he had actually said something that was capable of 
receiving a proper reply. Good. 

'_**! guess that it was the shock of her body reacting in such a way 
to the environments© i '**_ Cinder slowly said. '_**She should be fine 
soon 

"So it was only the cold?" 

'_**Yesa€ | master . '**_ 

"And now you feel better?" 
i * * Ye s ' * * 

"I thought Cinder was to warm you up?" 

'_**Hey! I did!'**_ 

"Then why is her face still wet?" 

'_**Ia€ | buta€ | that is not fair!'**_ 

"Not judging." 

Lucy was looking back and forth between him and the Ninetales with a 
faint hint of confusion on her face. 

a€ | it stung him that he had been long enough with his team to 
actually recognize bits of their emotions now, but it could also be 



seen as a positive thing. It meant that he could still improve at 
certain aspects. 

Cinder visibly sighed and got to her feet, releasing the Gardevoir 
and shaking herself. 

'_**Now thena€ | you had something interesting to show 
us? ' **_ 

"a€|yes." Only a way to enter their target city without having to 
fight through an entire army with countless of civilian lives at 
stake . 

'_**Now thena€ | follow the pretty Ninetales and show her what you 
found . ' * *_ 

Why was she speaking about herself like that? Was that patronizing? 
Was she actually patronizing him, a Spartan? "Fine. Take point." 

Why was he feeling like he had somehow lost command over his group, 
if only for a short while? 

Cinder looked over her shoulder at Luc, who had kneelt down next to 
Phoenix to pet and comfort her. The Eevee said something to Fluffy 
and the large reptile started moving, following him and Cinder as 
they ventured deeper into the tunnel that would lead to 
Saffron . 

"Havoc, you will get your turn later." He said and withdrew the fish 
in her PokA© Ball before advancing. "You two, move out." 

As long as Lucy was alright, he did not really care what strange 
things his Pokemon did. If they took their delight from random 
conversations and remarks, then who was he to stop them? He only 
needed them to murder his foes when the fight was about to 
start . 

And not a moment sooner. 

'_**Eh...you knowaC | sometimes certain psychics haveaC | moment sa€ | that 
make them upset. '**_ 

"That what happened to Lucy?" 

Why hadn't she said so before? 

'_**Wella€ | yes . She is a bita€ i emotional lately. '**_ 

When wasn't she? She was linked to the word 'emotion'; everything she 
did had something to do with her feelings and it was so serious that 
she was basically linked to him. Whenever he felt something, she 
would feel that as well. His feelings influenced hera€|well, that was 
the way it was supposed to be. But now? He had no idea how it was 
right now. He hadn't really given that particular piece of 
information any thought recently. Perhaps she had grown accustomed to 
him? Or resilient? 

"Meaning? " 

'__**M ean ing that she might act a bita€ | illogical at times. But don't 



worry! That is nothing she can't normally handle. '**_ 

He took notice of the word 'normally', but chose to ignore it for a 
while . 

"Are you all combat ready?" 

' * * As ready as we will be. Do you have a plan?'**_ 

She slowed her pace a bit, allowing him to catch up immediately. Then 
she stepped a bit closer and brushed past his leg with her body. She 
was much larger than a normal canine species would be; roughly six 
feet long from the tip of her nose to the base of her tail, with 
another seven of tail. A vixen of her size could be easily directed 
to jump a human a€"and Elite- target and then rip out his throat. 

Or her. Because every once in a while, even he encountered something 
that caused puzzlement and bewilderment. It had beena€ i seven to eight 
years agoa€| making him no older than twelve. It had been his seventh 
mission wielding his MJOLNIR armour in the field against the 
covenant. During a long campaign against the Covenant occupying 
forces, most of the marines that had been assignment the task of 
eliminating the enemy had been killed. That had left him with the 
task of eliminating more than two hundred and fifty hostile aliens; a 
task that had been an excellent test for his abilities. 

Over the course of four days he had eliminated over two-hundred of 
the Covenant's forces, before he had encountered _her_. 

Elites never actually used females on the battlefield; or at least 
not to his experience. Most if not all of the aliens he had killed in 
his life had been male, safe for the very few amount of female jackel 
pirates that would come later in the war. 

So when he had suddenly come face-to-face with a female Elite 
wielding an energy-sword, he had stayed his hand. Back then he was 
still young and relatively naA've; the sight of a slimmer Elite that 
was obviously female had been enough to allow him to lower his guard, 
thinking that perhaps it could be scared into retreating. He had 
never killed a female before, so he could not have possibly done what 
he should have done. 

And in that brief moment of weakness, she had attacked him. The 
surrounding aliens had simply stopped fighting as soon as they saw 
him engaging their commander. The duel had been intense and 
difficult, as she fought as well as any other sword-wielder he had 
encountered. In the end, a nearby air patrol had come to her aid. 

He had been forced to abandon the conflict and shake the trio of 
banshees that had been sent after him. 

It occurred to him that he had never seen that elite again. The 
Covenant had glassed that planet shortly after the UNSC had provided 
him with an evac means . 

So yeah. Cinder could rip male and female throats as well. Perhaps 
there would even be an opportunity for him to test her fangs out. He 
had no idea how strong her jaws were, but she should have enough 
skill to do so. Wella€|he had once tested her jaw-strength and it had 
not proven to be superior to the power in his hand. But that could 



have also been because the muscles that opened her mouth were weaker 
than those that closed them. 


Or she had accepted his punishment without actual resistance, that 
was an option too. What had she been saying again? Oh right, she 
asked him if he had a plan. 

The two of them reached the wooden end of the tunnel where Fenrir was 
waiting for them. The large poison-type growled in satisfaction when 
he saw that his trainer had returned. It was a positive thing that he 
was now actively trying to kiss his ass instead of beating it; it 
proved that he was willing to make up for past mistakes. What was his 
kind of Pokemon right now? What was he even called? 

"Call the rest of the team to join us." He said and reached for the 
Pokedex that was still dry and warm in his duffel bag. The red device 
had proven quite usefula€|but it was that usefulness that was 
becoming sort of suspicious. His own Pokemon had not trusted him when 
they were still kids, so why would a wise man like Oak trust him with 
it? What had been his penultimate goal for giving the Pokedex away? 
No, what had been his primary goal with handing it over? 

He sighed and pressed the button, waiting for the information to drop 
out of the sky. 

"NIDOKING, THE HORN-POKEMON . IT IS RECOGNISED BY ITS ROCK-HARD SKIN 
AND VENOMOUS HORN, WHICH IS KNOWN TO PIERCE DIAMOND. ONE SWING OF ITS 
MIGHTY TAIL CAN SNAP TELEPHONE POLES LIKE THEY WERE 
MATCHSTICKS . " 

ThataC | wasa€ | _useful ._ A creature like that was tougher than a Brute 
was a€"even though beating it with close combat had proven easier 
than fighting a brute. So now it was a Nidoking? Piercing diamond and 
snapping telephone poles? He needed that destructive power on his 
side, now more than anything. He had a really mighty powerhouse on 
his side and he HAD to use him properly. He would teach it martial 
arts and find out a way to make it use the infamous 'hyper-beam' that 
was so feared in this world. It would be like having his own 
tank . 

"Tear down that wall." Ordering his Fenrir to take care of the 
closest obstacle, he turned around and watched as his team approached 
his position. Lucy leading Fluffy and Phoenix through the narrow 
tunnelsa€| good; she had recovered her position as secondary 
teamleader . 

And just like that, another idea came into being right inside of his 
still weakened brain. 

"Time for functions." He said and waited until his team was close 
enough to hear him. "Lucy, you will be the second-in-command in this 
unit. That means that you are in charge in my absence, clear?" 

The Gardevoir nodded. '_**Yes master. '**_ 

Her voice had retained its usual clearness and tranquility; it once 
again served to sooth any and all feelings of discomfort in his mind. 
"Cinder, you are our demolitions expert, tasked with eliminating 
outposts and armoured hostiles. Fenrir: you are the tank. Go 
nuts . " 



He paused and tried to think his next course of action all the way 
through. "Fluffy? You can play air-support. Taking care of the enemy 
from above. Phoenix? Flight control. You watch our backs and direct 
orders to Fluffy through Lucy. " 

'_**What will you be then?'**_ Cinder asked. 

'_**And your task, master? ' **_ Lucy added virtually one second 
later . 

He cocked his shotgun and allowed the need for combat to flow into 
his head, enabling him to enter the grey and tranquil state of war 
that his years of training had permitted him to reach. "I will take 
point . " 

~ 0 ~ 


"_We have lost all contact with our other operational centers. You 
have all received your orders and designations: you are to retake the 
civilian sector of Saffron and lock the city down, tight. Any 
straggles will be brought to me and each one of you will be issued a 
fire-arm to complement your teams. Guard the walls and bock the 
houses; our enemy might come to attack us here and he is superiorly 
armed. 

"_Ma ' ama€ i they say that he is invulnerable to weapons and that his 

Pokemon sweep through teams like demons! How do we beat 

him? 

"_Spreading fake rumors is not the way to work. Even the strongest 
martial arts expert is no match for an average Machoke and the 
strongest human psychic pales in comparison to a Kadabra. We have 
Sabrina on our side and lord Giovanni is here. He can not win from 
us ! 

"_Yes Ma'am! 

- Mobilization of Saffron city under command of Operative 

S . 

~ 0 ~ 

**Yay! Chapter 28! Let's seea€|time for reviewers.** 

* *Wildpikachu9 : ****More chapters? Thou wish shall be 
granted . * * 

**Lay Down Hunter: ****Why not both? I think everyone keeps thinking 
back to that poor Charizard, it was quite an addition. I do not know 
about other people portraying Gardevoirs like that; I always 
encountered wild fanfictions in which they were set down as 
(guardian) angels : (** 

**I want to be originala€ | But hey! Perhaps you and the other 

reviewers have rubbed off on each othera€ | or perhaps I am 
brainwashing peoplea€ | hmm. To be quite honest: I am looking forward 
to that evolution too. Mainly because of HOW I will do it. *Evil 

laugh* ** 



a€|**you owe me a new spleen sir. Cacti are now officially funny to 
me. And mud isa€ | something else to me. Well, you know. As a 
scientist, you think and experiment a bit. All for science and 
stuff . * * 

**Primordial soul: ****Well, you can compensate with another awesome 
review for this chapter :D** 

**Water Guardian 26: ****Thanks for the compliment! As for the 
Cubone; wild Spartans are pretty easy to confuse. They need "Solid" 
reasons to do things. ** 

* *Dracologistmaster : ****Why thank you. I am glad that I can serve 
: ) * * 

**Zombieslayers : ****THAT IS THE BEST KIND OF CRAZY! AND AWESOME! 

* * 

* *Noblenoisii : ****oh do not worry. I might slow down, but you can't 
stop the f anf ic-train ! * * 

* *Madcat 32 0 0 : ****Gyarados wrestling? Bingo.** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ****again, so much compliments. I 
can only hope that I can keep up the good work. Wanna know a secret? 
I will.** 

**Jcraft: * * * *Hmma€ | that is so much positive feedback :0 I do not 
know how to react to that besides telling you "You are awesome too, 
thanks for the enormous confidence boost." I can say that it was 
indeed "The Price of a Mile" From Sabaton. You are sharp, my good 
sir. As for the hintsa€|I don't get it :, (** 

**Anon: * * * *Elite-trainer DLC contains HM-01.** 

* *SickleTheFurry : * * * *re-reading the story? It must be really good 
then : ) * * 

**Also, I finished the story you pointed me at. Sad ending 
thoughaC | that writer has my respect.** 

**And: apologizing to me about gibberish? Me? Most (if not all) of 
the pre- and post-story babblings is me being half asleep and 
rambling onwards. I think you're in good company.** 

**These were the most reviewers I have had in quite a whilea€|the 
most ever, actually. 150 milestone go! Now on to the 200 *cracks 
whip*** 

**See you all next time!** 


29. Pyrrhic Victory pt 3 

**People are right. And awesome. I will just continue my pre-story 
babbling at the f rontaC | hence the 'pre', I guessa€ | ** 

**Wildpikachu : ****oh you :)** 


**Lay Down Hunter: ****This is probably your longest review 



evera€ | that is impressive :D But don't worry, become the 
2 o 0 * * * *th* * * * and redeem yourself. You always seem to have a way with 
words that just makes me feel all happy inside. I guess it is the 
intense amount of praise you give me. Let's just hope that the next 
evolution will NOT disappoint you then. ** 

* * As for your idea for the own storyaC i I am one-hundred percent 
supportive. We can change the roles! Me learning how to review, you 
further learning how to writeaC | and the females. That's an oh YHES 
case . ** 

**Jcraft: ****thank you for the compliments. And perhaps a sentinel 
beam is somewhere in thereaC i or something else 
maybeaC i : ) * * 

* *Alsoa€ i while I have written every kind of scene imaginable in my 
time as a writer, I have never ever written a lemon. I am going to 
write on for my other active story no doubt about that, but I don't 
know about this one. I just don't want to mess up something as 
important as a Lemon scene; those can make and break stories. Me no 
wanna break : (** 

**Long story shortaC i I do not think myself capable enough of doing 
soa€ | yet . * * 

**ZombieSlayers : ****Thank. And those drugs have existed in ONI with 
the S-III ' sa€ i but that doesn't mean that they are the only ones to 
receive it. They just had thea€|less updated version, just like the 
S-III Augmentations were slightly different form the 
S-II's.** 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44: ****thank you my good king. I will 
make sure to remember that.** 

**Water Guardian 26: * * * *Ooha€ | good idea, but unfortunately wrong. I 
already have established a different experiment in my heada€ | sorry 


**And ****the**** very ****first DubstepLovingUmbreon : * * * * Damn, I am 
glad that you like it, long chapters are not everybody's friends 
nowadays. As for the song: you are completely right, I listened the 
hell out of it and I think it goes pretty well too :D** 

**SierrallO: ****gotta love the RvB references XD** 

**JohnsFist: ****i have an evolution for our lovely Eevee planned, 
yes. What it is going to be? Spoilers!** 

**Finally, I would like to prematurely apologize to people that enjoy 
the frequent POV switchers: this chapter will be primarily from 
Spartan Oil's narrative vision. ** 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 



"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 


'_**Speech ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 43 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 41 significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. Poison jab. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 40- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 23 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic. 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 21 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Magikarp, lvl 19/20 a€" significant moves: tackle, 
splash . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Ma ' am? Might I ask you a question? "_ 

"_Go ahead captain. Lord knows that you have earnedaC | the right to 
ask questions. "_ 

"_Ma ' am with respect. A mission to salvage a missing Spartan? With a 
battle-group of seven frigates? And how many of the Two-Sierra's have 
we taken for this operation?"_ 

"_The exact statistics are classified on a need-to-know basisa€|even 
for you, captain Wren. But I shall indulge you in some of the sweeter 
details. We had contact with JCS 1804-8, also known as the AI Jacobs. 
Before it went offline following the disastrous underpowered 
slipspace jump, it gave us a large amount of coordinates. It also 
told us that it expected non-covenant alien presence on the planet's 
surface, with two-Sierra zero-one-one going down to 
investigate . 

"_Non-covenant presence? Could it bea€ | Forerunner ? 

"_We have reasons to suspect so, yes. Thus the nature of the mission. 
Of course, this information is highly confidential and any and all 
leaks of it without direct orders to do so shall end 
with-"_ 

"_Terminat ion of the vector. Yes ma'am."_ 

Conversation between Battlegroup Lima assigned captain Wren and 
Admiral Parangosky, head of ONI . Two hours before 
departure . 


0 



The few moments before a major battle were always the worst. 
Preparations would be done, information would be spread and there 
wouldn't be anything else left to do but banish the rising feelings 
of discomfort. So as he was leading his five teammates through the 
dark basement that had been connected to the caves, many different 
scenarios and possible outcomes of the fight were raging through his 
mind. And he was just about to reach a final conclusion, when a 
female's voice echoed through his head. 

'_**Soa€ | Phoenix wanted to know if you have any friends back where 
you came from. Seeing as she can only serve to confuse you with her 
native speech, I thought I could pass the message on. '**_ 

He pushed the thoughts of exploding Pokemon to the side and looked 
down at Cinder, who was 'passing the message' on with the worst 
possible timing. Couldn't she see that he was being anxious over the 
coming fight? Scratch that; couldn't _they_ see that he was being 
anxious over the coming fight? And what in their surroundings had 
possibly given his allies the idea to think "Gee, I wonder whether 
our commanding officer had any friends?" Where did that even come 
from? 

Nonetheless, Phoenix was a small kid and if he were to expect her to 
comply with his orders, he would have to set a proper example for 
her. Basically, setting an example and not messing up. 

"I was part of a team." He chose to reply. 

And Cinder was quick to answer. '_**You know? I think that Phoenix 
and I can simply work together to string a few questions 
together . ' 

"So?" 


i_**2o next question: is a team equal to friends? '**_ 

The Eevee smiled and pranced on, oblivious to the rising tensions of 
nearing the end of the civilian basement: a wooden staircase, leading 
up to a wooden door. What was with these people's desire for 
wood? 

He was approaching the exit with his rifle at the ready, hoping that 
ammunition would not be scarce in the coming conflict. "We were 
always separated; barely seeing each other. So noa€ | no 
friends . " 

Phoenix said something in her native language and Cinder snorted with 
amusement. Then she gave her own reply, leading to Lucy staring at 
her with surprise. 

Or what had to be surprise, at least. 

What were those ladies doing? Why did the smartest members of his 
team also have to be the smartASSest members of his team? At least 
Phoenix wasn't a telepathaC i that granted his mind a little bit of 
peace and harmony. He wasn't too sure whether he could handle three 
telepathic females rummaging around in his mind. That and the many 
memories that plagued his thought would most likely drive them 
insane. It was a wonder that Lucy was still coping with her 



hyper-close bonds with his mind. She was the only creature that he 
knew existed that was capable of sharing sensations with a Spartan. 
How did she even do that? 

"Move it." He ordered the Pokemon and placed his body adjacent to the 
door, preparing to breach the wooden frame. He should first determine 
whether there were hostile targets or not, but he didn't have time to 
let the enormous Nidoking march up the feeble steps to put his ear to 
the door. He would simply utilize plan B: brute force and then 
escaping with life. 

He spun around and delivered a stop-kick to the door, taking care not 
to breach a small section but the entire piece of furniture. His 
little accident at the previous breaching back in Fuchsia had 
beena€|more than embarrassing. His foot had smashed right and clean 
through the broad frame in the mansion and exited the other way. So 
he had basically smashed through the paper door with one leg and 
gotten himself stuck. That should not happen here. 

He was lucky; the door sprang open and the hinges snapped, allowing 
the wooden frame to completely fly through the room. Time started to 
slow down as he took his next sweep of the room, but the levels of 
adrenaline immediately dropped when he realized that there wasn't 
anybody there. 

The room he found himself in was devoid of any opposition. Strange. 
Where was everyone? Shouldn't the city be filled with Rocket grunts 
or terrified civilians? It was strangeaC i the city was supposed to be 
under complete terrorist control. Where was everyone? 

"Clear!" He called and moved through the house, making sure that 
every room and closet was sufficiently empty before finally reaching 
the upper floor. But when he did, he instinctively lowered his 
shotgun and took a few steps forwards. 

The roof was gone. He was standing in what had to be the attic at the 
second floor, but there was no room and the wooden edges were 
completely burned. Something had destroyed the wooden roof using 
either fire or explosivesaC | and in doing so, probably scared all the 
civilians away. 

The sight wasa€ i impressive . Saffron city WAS the biggest city he had 
seen in this planet. If rivaled busy town-districts back on 
GallifreyaC | before the Covenant came along. It was strangely peaceful 
to be standing there, on the top of a destroyed building from where 
he could see the target. The adjacent skyscrapers might be jam-packed 
with snipersaC | but he would deal with those later. 

From his vantage position on the ruined building he could see far 
into the city. Multiple buildings were burning and smoking, with an 
eerie silence pressuring down on him. There was a large, black wall 
separating the outer layer from the inner layer in Saffron. Was that 
what was going on? Had Rocket actually separated the most important 
buildings from the simple civilian ones? The Silph Scope building lay 
completely in the center of Saffron city and he could see shadowy 
figures moving back and for the behind the tinted blue glass. 

So that was his goalaC i a skyscraper. A skyscraper filled to the brim 
with enemies. That would require all of his shotgun 

munitionsaC | meaning that he could use his assault rifle and the four 



remaining clips to clear the immediate area. It looked like Rocket 
was in tight control of the citya€|if he could somehow rile the 
civilians up enough for them to attack the walls, he could slip in 
and clear the building and with that, swiftly decapitate the 
leadership . 

He could rile the civvies upa€ | he should rile them up. Buta€ | doing so 
would result in wounded and even dead, innocent people. After 
everything that he had done in his life; the people he killed and the 
sacrifices he had committed all in the name of victorya€ i something 
simple as abusing an angry mob was not possible. He just couldn't 
allow the innocent people to get hurt just to give him an advantage 
a€"they had suffered enough and if he was a good soldier in the eyes 
of his Pokemon, the personal sacrifices he would have to make would 
be more than worth it . 

It was a choice between sacrificing his humanity or his body to 
achieve victory. And after everything that he had been through with 
his team, he knew just what the real sacrifice would be. 

And he would not take it. 

"Lucya€|" He said and switched his shotgun out for his assault rifle. 
"Find out what is going on. Stick to the shadows and do not show 
yourself. Repeat: do NOT show yourself." 

The Gardevoir nodded and quickly confirmed his request before she 
teleported away. 

That left him with four viable teammembers to cover him during his 
venture through the city. 

He jumped down the two-tory tall building and rolled once to 
dissipate the force behind his movement. With his side-arm at the 
ready in one hand and his combat knife in the other, he started 
moving. He knew that Fenrir was waiting in with Fluffy at the rear of 
the house as they were too large to navigate through the interior, 
while Cinder and Phoenix were able to keep following him through the 
narrowest paths. 

The basement had been built underneath the home that was the closest 
to the outermost wall of Saffron; the cave-system had effectively 
enabled him to infiltrate the well-fortified city and even though he 
was still a long way from home, the prospect of finally being able to 
call for the UNSC was positive. It reinforced his desire to win and 
would enable him to keep on pushing through, even when the going 
would get too tough to normally keep on fighting. 

'_**What is our goal?'**_ Cinder asked him. 

"We liberate the trapped civilians in the outer layer of the city." 

He said, taking the idea of a separated Saffron even further in his 
conclusions, "Then we will create breathing spacea€ | and we push 
through the enemy forces and breach the tower." 

'_**I seea€ | '**_ The vixen said and suddenly stopped moving. He 
turned around to face her and was surprised to see that she wasn't 
being her usual cheerful self. Right then and there, the closest 
emotion that he could identify on her face was sadness. Thata€ | and 
secrecy. She was hiding something from hima€|what? '_**We could 



justaC | leave the city after we found Lucy.'**_ 

That stopped him dead in his track. Prior to that statement he had 
been having half of his mind to focus on the coming fight, scanning 
his surroundings and deciding on what the best course of action would 
be. But Cinder's statement wasa€ i calling all of his attention towards 
her. What was she playing at? 

He turned around and faced her; looking her in her eyes. 

She did not return his gaze. 

"Explain yourself." He said. 

She focused on a point on the ground between herself and him. Fenrir 
and Fluffy crept closer to the two of them, with Phoenix carefully 
sneaking behind the Aerodactyl . They didn't come closer than four 
meters though, instead choosing to stay back. 

'_**We do not neccesarily have to risk it all for this city. We could 
simply move on; leave the country and find a place to stay in peace. 
We could simply run from everyone that wants us dead! '**_ 

He simply stared at her, unable to believe what she was saying. 

Lucy's attitude was deteriorating so fast that he could not trust her 
with complicated information anymore, Fenrir was a simple and 
aggressive way to beat his enemies and Fluffy was a mindless child. 
Phoenix was also a child and Havoc was so new that he did not even 
know just WHAT she was. Cinder was the only person on his team that 
seemed even remotely trustworthy: she had had his back all the time 
ever since he had saved her life. She followed him, was loyal to him 
and yet she never broke down or backed away from threats. 

And she wanted to run away. 

He shook his head. "I can't do that. I have a duty to 
mankind . " 

'_**But you have a life of your own! '**_ She cried in distress, 
raising her head to meet his eyes. She seemed truly shaken by 
somethingaC | what was her problem? '_**You can't just keep on 
sacrificing yourself for people that you do not even know; it us 
inhuman ! ' * *_ 

He wasn't a human. He was a Spartan and he existed for one purpose 
and one purpose only: to protect mankind. 

At. All. Costs. 

It had never been about his life: his life was a means to an end and 
nothing more. He would do whatever was needed to protect humanity and 
there was no other reason for him to live otherwise. If he could not 
carry out his duty then what was the purpose of him? He killed and he 
murdered and he sacrificed all in the name of peace and sanity a€"he 
carried out the deeds that nobody else was willing to do. So was the 
duty of all Spartans: the Secret-Spartans had been designed with that 
purpose in mind. They were weapons ... lances to be aimed at the 
enemies of humanity. 


There was nothing else to do on this world but fight; he did not 



exist for anything but warfare. Call the UNSC, resume fighting. Beat 
the Covenant, safe mankind. His ultimate goal. 


"I am a Spartan," He said, "I never had a life for myself. The 
Covenant took that away from me and now there is but duty. To protect 
and serve . " 

Cinder shook her head, not willing to believe his words. '_**You have 
proven otherwise. You have meant so much for so manyaC | I cannot let 
you march off to die. I will not allow it.'**_ 

That was good to hear. It meant that he been executing his duty most 
excellently. But he already saw what was amiss here; Cinder had grown 
attached to him. She cared too much for him and now she was unable to 
let him go. It was the same problem that Lucy hada€ ! the females on 
his team were too sensitive. Too emot ionalaC i they were compromised by 
that which they felt. 

Time to step in. "Cinder, I do not plan on dying. But if we run 
nowa€ | who will protect these people? Who will stop RocketaC | and the 
aliens ? " 

'_**Any 0 ne a€ | anyone but youa€ | '**_ The Ninetales whispered. 

"After this is over, we will have weeks to spend together. But now, 
we are all soldiers. Behave like it." He ordered her and turned 
around, preparing to continue his mission across Saffron. He 
half-expected the strange canine to stop him, but she did not move an 
inch. Had she accepted his command or was she planning on staying 
behind? She did seem to care for him instead of herself soa€ perhaps 
she would move with him? 

"Fenrir, find a section in the wall and start breaching it. Fluffy, 
keep your head down and cover him. Phoenix? With me and Cinder. 

The Pokemon jumped to their respective tasks and the Fire-type did 
indeed follow him. He had one goal to visit right now and that a 
place where there were civilians; a place where people could tell him 
just what was going on and what the best course of action would 
be . 

So as he moved past the various houses that were packed so closely 
next to each other, the first thing that was on his mind was a 
Pokemon Center. His goal was to find someone that knew what was going 
on and if he did not find such a person, his campaign against team 
Rocket would be that much more difficult. 

But he didn't really sit still; he was performing two 
thought-processes at once. One of them was determining how to 
successfully counter an enemy psychic and the other one was running 
on full capacity to think of something to say to the vixen that would 
prove that they had something to do. A duty to perform. 

"You see CinderaC | " He started, "a€|as soldiers, it is our duty to 
protect those that can't defend themselves. If everyone just runs 
away, innocent people die." 

'_**i know thataC | it ' s just that you always get hurtaC | I want to see 
you winning something without getting shot, stabbed or otherwise 
maimed. It hurts me to see that, as it does to all of us. '**_ 



"Me too. 


They approached a rather large building that stood isolated from the 
rest of the buildings. Even the pavement in Saffron city felt more 
industrial than all the other cities he had seen in Kanto and as 
such, it did not come to a surprise that there was a warehouse 
standing all on its own- 

-wait onea€ | that did absolutely not make any sense at all. Everything 
in Saffron was packed so closely together that even one missile 
strike would kill hundreds of civilians. So what was going on 
there? 

"CinderaC i your suggestion?" He asked the only trust-worthy partner of 
his current group. 

'_**I think that the humans are all trapped in therea€|but for what 
purpose I do not know. 1 **_ 

He sighed and looked around, hoping that there would be anyone around 
that could serve as an informational Beacon. But he had no such luck; 
the area kept clear and nobody was around for him to question. 

There was a house to the right and a house to the lefta€|both looked 
empty. Well, empty enough. There was something wrong thoughaC i like he 
was being watched. He had not noticed that before as he had been too 
preoccupiedaC i but now? He knew that something was keeping an eye on 
him. And the moment he would advance towards that warehouse, the trap 
would spring. 

He softly cursed himself for not noticing something obvious like that 
and decided that if he ever made it out of Saffron alive, he would 
seriously get around the table with Lucy and have her fix his head. 
Simple as that. He could NOT keep on operating like that without all 
the senses and abilities of a proper Spartan. There was only one 
consequence for an ever-repeating series of deterioration and that 
was death. And of all the thirteen Spartans that were created, not 
one had been reported as KIA. He would NOT be the first 
one . 

"CinderaC! we got trouble." He softly said and kept his rifle up, not 
wanting to show any sort of hint that would indicate his awareness of 
the trap. If he acted with his head instead of falling on his ass, he 
could still get Cinder and Phoenix out of the fire. "Don't do 
anything don't give away the information that you now know. Move back 
towards your cover the moment I give the sign and don't do anything 
until then. Copy?" 

The vixen seemed to finally grasp his language. '_**Copy thataC | '**_ 
She said hesitantly. Her body still tensed up though; something he 
would have to compensate for. 

He calmed his breath and subtly turned his head a centimeter to his 
left, grasping the image that he had so briefly seen. From the corner 
of his eye, he could see everything. There was someone standing in 
front of a window, in the building to the left of the Warehouse. This 
collection of structures lay quite a distance away from the central 
wall; more towards the outer wall. But stilla€|if that person was a 
Rocket grunt, he would get a hail of bullets. Lucy was not with him 



and as such, could not identify the person watching him. But in a 
city that was taken over by criminals, no ordinary noncombatant would 
so blatantly obvious spy at an armed individual. So the man that was 
standing in the window was either a very stupid person, or an 
enemy . 

And he could not take any risks. With the city in a brief lull after 
such an apparent battle in which multiple structures had crumbled, 
one gunshot would not matter much. Rocket already knew that there 
were hostiles in the city and he might as well initiate the combat 
himself. Fenrir and Fluffy were impervious to small arms fire and he 
took care of the squishier teammates. He could not fall a€"at least 
not in this fight. He still had a duty. 

Without saying a word, he spun around on his heels and aimed his 
rifle at the figure standing behind the window, intent on shooting it 
in the knee. As soon as he had initiated that movement, both Cinder 
and Phoenix jumped to the side and sought their cover. 

And when his finger crept to the trigger and his mind focused on the 
one shot that would be taken in the time span of point five seconds. 
But before he could actually take the shot, a white-hot knife was 
thrust into his brain and scrambled his thoughts. The pain was 
accompanied by a sense of foreboding and danger, warning him to avert 
his actions. 

His trigger finger instantly left its home and he reached for his 
head with his right hand, trying to soothe the sudden hurt in his 
mind. The last time something like that had happened was when Lucy 
and Cinder had persuaded him to take off his armour, after his own 
thoughts had essentially tortured him into submission. 

And the moment that his finger left the trigger, two shapes 
teleported in the area between the house and his current position. 

One of them was quickly identified as Lucy a€"what with the 
teleportation being her usual green flare- but the other one was new. 
If he had to describe the Pokemon a€"for it was definitely a Pokemon- 
he would have to guess that it was a male version of the Gardevoir 
line . 

It had white legs and green bladed arms. Where Lucy's head could be 
seen as a masquerade mask, this one's head could be described as a 
gladiator mask. Curious; he had never seen anything like that before. 
Why hadn't his psychic friend mentioned the fact that there were male 
counterparts to her species? 

a€ | Lucy actually NEVER mentioned anything about her species except 
for the incidental trivial fact about their abilities and traits. And 
since she had mentioned her lost parents, she had not spoken about 
her family again either. 

Back to business: what was this? 

' **Master ! Stay your hand! **_His second-in-command told him. No, 

not told him. She ordered him to. That was not the first time she had 
commanded hima€|but this was something else. He made sure that he 
remembered that he would have to talk to her about that and then 
initiated contact with her. 


"Lucy?" He asked and swiftly stepped forwards to close the distance 



and join her. 


"Who's your friend?" 


'_**This is Gallade. He is the partner of our only ally in this 
city 

Come again? Ally? Since when did he have allies? What had Lucy done? 
"Report. What did you find?" 

'_**Plea Se hurry master. There is not much time and there is 
something that you must hear! ' **_ 

It wouldn't make sense for him to not trust the very first person he 
had ever cared about since becoming a Spartan. Lucy was the very 
first living being he held positive feelings for and even though the 
girl was going through someaC i troubling timesaCihe knew that her 
presence was a good thing. 

She wasaC i important to him. 

The Gallade kept looking at him with narrowed eyes and tensed 
muscles. Something about that creature was unnerving and the way it 
kept a close eye on himaC j almost like a warrior preparing to go unto 
battle . 

He returned the gesture albeit more subtle and completely lowered his 
rifle . 

YesaCithe moment that Lucy betrayed him was the moment that he could 
lie down and dieaC i or have sex with female elites, because that would 
never EVER happen to him. 

"Stay frosty." He ordered her and moved towards the house at a 
brusque pace, making sure that he would still be fully able to fire 
off his weapon at the very moment that ANYONE proved to bear hostile 
intentions towards his friend. 

CuriousaC i since when he start to think of Lucy as a friend? Since 
when did Spartans even have friends? Friends were an unnecessary 
luxury that would only serve to help pass spare time that also be 
filled with training or pract iceaC i or so he would have thought had he 
not met this Pokemon. 

So he HAD thought before crash-landing on this world. He was 
changingaC i but it was surely for the worse. "Cinder, Phoenix, 
rendezvous with Fenrir and Fluffy and wait for my call. Do not 
proceed with hostilities until I order you to." 

'_**If you think that I am going to leave you alone with 
THEM- ' **_ 

"Then you will be correct. I gave you an order soldier now pull 
out ! " 


He had not meant to raise his volume like that, but Cinder always 
seemed to have his back and her latest questioning of his duty had 
put him off his balance. She was confusing himaG | as was Lucy. He 
could not handle both females at once and emerge victorious right 
now. He needed her to fall back now and leave him to operate with his 
thoughts . 



'_**D 0n 't come crying with me when your action bites you in the 
assa€ '**_ The canine snapped at him with viable aggression and anger 
in her voice, before she turned around and gestured for the Eevee to 
follow her. 

He sighed and continued walking, trying to forget about the odd look 
that had been lying dormant in her eyes. Something was not quite 
right therea€|but he could not afford to dwell on it. He had to keep 
moving . 

He reached the yellow building and opened the door, not bothering to 
check if it was locked or barricadeda€ | which it was. He snapped a 
piece of wood off of the door as soon as he opened it, making him 
realize that the door had been locked with an iron chain a€"which did 
not seem to help very much in blocking the way. Then again; those 
things could not have been made with the power of a Spartan in mind. 
It would only make sense for such a small chain to snap off of the 
wooden frame. 

He barged into the building with his rifle at the ready, ignoring the 
annoyed growl that Gallade gave at his actions. 

It would have to get in line for that. 

'_**Mast er , be gentle please. Gallade's master is sick.'**_ 

The trainer that owned thea€ | GalladeaC | was sick? That explained why 
he was unable to counter the presence of team Rocket with his team. A 
sick soldier could only hold an entrenched position with success. 

It seemed like it was his purpose to enter this house. Lucy and 
Gallade had appeared just in time to prevent him from shooting the 
figure in the legs. So that person was important. And judging by her 
words, the Gardevoir wanted him to have a little talk with said 
person. Who was he to ignore her orders? 

Her commanding officer, for one. 

"Anyone home?" He called and quickly cleared the rooms before he 
entered one final quarter. There was a kid sitting there; barely 
older than sixteen. A white blanket was draped over his shoulders and 
his skin had a sickly looking paleness to it; not much unlike 
his . 

So this was the sick trainer that Lucy had been talking about? 

Curious . 

"Hello." The boy said and got to his feet, extending a hand to him as 
if he wanted to introduce himself. "Mya€ | name is Alexander." 

He looked at the extended hand with disapproval and walked right past 
him, taking in his surroundings instead. The room had an excellent 
view over the outer layers of the city from where he had come. Why 
was this boy sitting here all alone? And more importantly; where was 
the rest? 

And just what had Lucy done when he had ordered her to gather 
information? 


"RightaC | " The kid said and coughed awkwardly, dropping his hand. "I 



take it that you are her trainer?" 

"Affirmative." He replied, having made sure that there were no 
immediate threats around. Time to get busy with gathering 
information. Lucy was still talking with the male counterpart of her 
species and therefore, not paying attention to him. 'Alexander' was 
also looking at the two, but his expression was one of happiness and 
caringa€ | or so he thought. 

While identifying the feelings of his team was becoming slightly 
easier to do, he still had no idea what human emotions were supposed 
to look like. 

"What's the situation?" He asked the boy. 

He didn't have to wait long for a reply, as the sick owner of the 
Gallade immediately started talking. It had been such a while since 
he had encountered a serious or calm person like that that it 
actually felt relieving to be able to speak with 
him . 

"Yesa€ | situation . " He coughed a few times in an uncontrollable fit 
and that immediately drew the attention of his Pokemon partner, who 
looked up and then joined his trainer in the living room. The 
Gardevoir followed him and with the two humanoids sitting next to 
their individual trainers, the boy continued talking. "Team Rocket 
took over this city weeks ago, before I arrived here. I'm not from 
Kanto . " 

Like that mattered. "Continue." 

"I came here with the plan of challenging the Elite four and winning 
the Kanto league buta€|but I fell ill. As you can see." 

Yes he could. 

"I've been doing my best to prevent them from harassing the 
inhabitants too much, but I can't do more." 

"What has been going on then? What are they doing?" 

"Team Rocket seems to want to gather all the people in one place, 
hence those walls. I managed to save quiet a lot of them, but at the 
same time mya€ | situation got worse." 

As if the kid called it out, another coughing fit hit him and he was 
unable to speak for another thirty seconds. It occurred to him the 
Gallade seemed particularly worried about his trainera€|to such a 
degree that he was actually able to identify the emotions that 
plagued its features. 

He waited for him to finish choking on his own lungs before he 
cautiously asked a question himself. "What does Rocket want with the 
civilians ? " 

"N-noa€ | ideaa€ | " Alexander managed to say throughout his attempts to 
get enough fresh air. Then his fit was over and he was able to speak 
again. "The warehouse you were about to approach is filled with 
rescued peoplea€ i men, women and children. There are still dozens of 
prisoners in the Silph buildinga€ | and that is the center." 



"And Sabrina?" 


"I fought her in the pasta€|but she has changed. Became 
strongeraC i and meaner. I didn't encounter her here anda€ i to be 
honest, I don't want to now. The citizens of Saffron are the top 
priority buta€ | " 

He had heard enough. "I understand." 

'_**Comfort him.'**_ 

Not now Lucya€ | please not now. 

He threw her a questioning glance a€"or something that was supposed 
to be a questioning glance- and was rewarded for his troubles by an 
explanation . 

'_**He blames himself for not doing more; he is angry with himself 
that he had to fall sick in such a critical period and he knows that 
those people are likely suf f ering . ' * *_ 

He sighed and remembered the last time he had tried to comfort 
someone. It hada€ i actually worked somewhat. Hmma€ | "Continue 
protecting the civilians. As soon as I take the fight to Rocket, 
things will get hot. I need you here to help them with your Pokemon. 
Keep them safeaC i I will do the rest." 

"I'm sorry? The rest?" 

"Yes. I will take care of things." 


"How?" 


"All that needs to be done is stop the Rocket occupation in Saffron. 
In order for that goal to be reachedaC ! "He paused and checked the 
remaining clips for his assault rifle. "a€|I will need to kill them 
all." 

"Kill them?" Alexander said with a shocked voice. "Isn't there any 
other way?" 

There probably wasa€|but this was the headquarters of a hostile 
terrorist organization. If he held back even for a second, innocent 
people would die. He couldn't afford to mess around and try to catch 
the enemy instead of killing them. 

"Not today. I have spared too many enemiesaC | remember kid, they hold 
the weapons. They hold the civilians. You make sure that everyone 
keeps safe and I will do the rest." 

Alexander nodded, perhaps understanding the moral dilemma. "One more 
thingaC | are you from Hoenn?" 

"Lucy find Cinder." He was just about to issue another order to her 
when he heard the boy say that last, strange word. 

"Gesuntheit . " 

"Eha€ i thank you? I take it that you are not from Hoenn then?" 



"No. Why?" 


"Wella€|you have a Gardevoir." 

"So?" 

"Ralts only live in HoennaC | another country, not too far from here, 
but still a long way to walk. Where did you catch her?" 

"Nearby Pallet town." 

"Pallet town? You found a Ralts there? In the wild?" 

"Yes . " 

"That isa€|very strange. Unless it already belonged to another 
trainer, in which case you would have stolen ita€ | does she have a 
PokA© ball?"" 

"Yes." He showed the curious boy the red ball that so obviously 
defied the normal technology in Kanto. "This one." 

"That is strangea€ | you are certain that it was 
there? " 

"Positive . " 

"I have no idea what is going herea€ | perhaps someone carried a 
community with them to KantoaC | " 

That was not the point . 

"I found just the one, but focus. Keep your head down and protect the 
civvies . " 

Alexander nodded in agreement. "You be careful as wella€|and good 
luck . " 

Why did everyone wish him good luck? He didn't need luck; he 
hada€ | not much ammo. He nodded to the boy and gestured with his head 
for Lucy to follow him, which she did. Now that he had a way to keep 
the civilian population safe, he could start his next operation. 
Clearing the Silph building was his top priority, but if he wasn't 
careful his team would get sniped by hidden hostiles in the 
skyscrapers . 

"What did you do?" he asked his partner as the two of them made their 
way back to the rendezvous point, where his team was busy creating a 
gap in the wall . 

'_**I found young Alexander in the house, keeping a close eye on the 
warehouse with the people. His partner was keeping him company and I 
realized that they had to be guarding them. When you arrived and were 
about to shoot him, I stopped you.'**_ 

"You stopped me?" He replied as he quickly covered a few meters 
across open terrain when nobody was looking. "That was 
you? " 

'__**Yes. There was no other way to stop you than to seize control 



over your body, if only for a moment. '**_ 

"Youa€ | seized control? How did you do that?" 

'_**I utilized our special bond to traverse to your mind, temporarily 
controlling it. The experience wasa€ | unpleasanta€ | for both of 
us . ' **_ 

"You do that in a combat-situation and we're dead. You do that in 
_any other _situation and you will be spending the rest of this 
journey in your ball. Understood?" 

i_**you misjudge my actions, master. You would have shot the only one 
capable of helping us. '**_ 

He knew that. That was the sole reason that she was still moving 
freely around. "Next time, warn me." 

there is time.'**_ 

He ignored the fact that she didn't seem remotely guilty about 
causing him pain and kept on moving, already seeing the rest of his 
team waiting for him by the remains of a ruined wall. 

At least they seemed to follow his orders without a doubt. He was 
curious though; if a Ralts did not live in the country where he had 
landed with his pelican, how had Lucy been there? Why did he find a 
creature in his way when by all rights that creature should not have 
_been_ in his way? 

Wella€iit did not matter now. Lucy was there with him and he had to 
make the best out of the situation. 

"Listen up!" He commanded his team when he got there, taking notice 
of how Cinder angrily averted her head. "The large building called 
Silph Scope is our target." 

There was only one possible strategy that he could use in his attempt 
to clear the coming building. The large corporate skyscraper was 
roughly one-hundred meters away from his current position: a 
one-hundred meter charge over an open road that was flanked by tall 
buildings all the way to the target building. If he were to cross 
that, sniper fire would destroy his team. But he also needed them to 
cover him, so he couldn't just leave them behind and clear the 
building himself. As much as he hated to admit it, he was vulnerable 
without his armour. His Pokemon would have to help him deal with the 
enormous amount of hostiles in that building and they could not do 
that from within the civilian sector of Saffron. So if the way was 
clear during his initial assault, they had to join him. If the was 
NOT clear after the initial assaulta€|he would have to come up with a 
different strategy. 

He scanned the surrounding buildings again and frowned when he did 
not directly see whether there were hostile snipers or not. Even 
worse; there had to be many dozens of civilians trapped in that 
building. His first plan would not work that waya€| unless he did 
something completely different. 

"We need to enter that building and save the trapped civilians." He 
concluded and racked his mind to come up with an idea to execute. He 



had no idea what the opposition was like and if he messed up, 
innocent people would die. There would be no telling what the enemy 
had in mind for their arrival. For all he knew they could have rigged 
the surrounding area and if he were to run into Sabrina, he wanted to 
have Lucy at his side. "I-" 

What was he going to say? That he had no other plan than a wild run 
that was based on an assumption? That he was empty and devoid of 
ideas? That he required them to come up with something? 

"-have one idea." Now it would come. They would not like this. "I 
need you all with me during the assault. But I cannot risk you all 
moving across open ground, in case there are enemy snipers operating 
there. The solution?" 

He rose from his kneeling stance and made his way to the gaping hole 
that Fenrir had so lovingly created for him. There was nothing else 
to say or do except execute the first part of his plan. The one thing 
that could perhaps be done was talking with his team about the course 
of action that would be taken after the first strike. 

"I will cover the distance on my own, revealing the traps and 
hostiles. That way, you can eliminate them and join me at Silph 
Scope . " 

Just as he had foreseen. His team did not agree with that. Fenrir and 
Phoenix immediately started yelling at him in their own native 
languages and the telepathic segment of his squad did not let him 
live his decision down either. 

'_**Have you lost your mind? You cannot do that master! '**_ 

i_**You promised me! You promised me that you would not get 
hurt ! ' * *_ 

There was no other waya€ | no magical solution. He was a soldier and 
there was only one thing that had to be done. 

"Don't argue!" He yelled, shutting them up, "I don't plan on dying so 
just listen to me ! I will need your help. All of you. When I expose 
the hostiles, you terminate them before they hit me. " 

'_**This is completely insane! '**_ Cinder cried in distress. 

'_**There has to be another way to do this! '**_ 

'_**She is right. I will not allow you to do thisa€|I won't let you 
go ! ' * *_ 

He turned to Lucy and faced her, straightening his back and standing 
tall. "Then stop me." He told her and turned to the hole. "Or do what 
it is that your species does. Protection." 

'_**This isn't faira€ | '**_ She whispered, her voice but a faint echo 
in his combat-tailored mind. Right now, his entire hormone system was 
going nuts. Adrenaline flew through his veins and he could feel the 
faint tingling in the back of his spine that indicated a suicide 
move. He was about to risk it all and stare death in the face. But he 
had better plans than dying: duty. 


"I forfeited fair when I became a Spartan. 



'_**You had better get there alive. Nobody's life is worth yours, 
master . ' * *_ 

Too late. He had already laid his life down in service of the UNSC: 
he could never return to the old, before the arrival of the Covenant. 
"Cover me." 

1 _* *d 0 you promise?' **_ Cinder asked him. 

"What?" 

'_**That you will win this thing and return to us?'**_ 

"Don't be so dramatic. I have survived much worse at the hands of 
much more powerful enemies. I will be fine." 

He sighed and stepped over the rubble. "Spartans never die." 

And then he moved. 

~ 0 ~ 

She watched her trainer move and felt her own body tense up with 
anticipation. His movements were as fluid as water and his speed went 
unrivaled; there was no living thing alive that was faster than him. 
He exploded out of his cover and was already a good twelve meters 
underway before she had even realized just what he had 
said . 

"Spartans never die." 

That sounded way too ominousaC | was there a double meaning behind 
those words? WellaC | whatever he meant, it was irrelevant now. She had 
been unable to stop hima€ | and she had not even tried to do so. Of 
course he would pull something like thisa€|it had been like this 
since the very first day. His life was unimportant and he risked it 
every single time he went into combat. 

She knew deep down that she should have stopped him. There was no way 
that he would live to tell the tale if he did thisa€|and still she 
had let him go. She had let him go and run off towards his doom when 
she should have really captured his mid and incapacitated him. That 
would be the true means of protecting him, as a Gardevoir really 
should. She was a failure to her kind a€"if he died, that is. But he 
would not die. She was there to make sure that nothing would go 
wrong . 

He was already one-third of the way and only then did the enemy start 
firing at him. At least a dozen windows exploded into little 
fragments when the hiding humans suddenly opened fire, sending many 
more dozens of projectiles his way. 

Her heart skipped a beat when she witnessed that and her mind was 
taken over by a tranquil state of fury, causing the psychic layers of 
her mind to go nuts. She frowned and made her way to the opening, 
utilizing her powers to send the multiple pieces of scattered glass 
straight back into the window a€"bloodily killing at least four 
gunners and wounding two others. She watched with satisfaction as 
splatters of blood fell onto the pavement below, followed by the 



mangled bodies of those who had attempted to murder her master in 
such a sneaky manner. 


Math executed several strange and complicated zigzag-patters in his 
movement and actually dodged all the bullets that were send his way. 
He jumped and rolled and dodged faster than her eyes could initially 
follow and by the time the bodies had hit the ground, he was already 
halfway . 

Then, multiple explosions went off on the road. It appeared that the 
Bad Humans had burrowed explosives, rigged to blow when her trainer 
was going to cross them. Before her emotions tightened their grip on 
her heart, something else tightened a grip on her mind. 

It was a strange experience. It was as if her vision had lost most of 
its bright colours, turning to a dull grey spectrum. The falling 
drops of blood and shards of glass slowed down deeply and refused to 
fall down at their normal rate. At the same time, tranquility spread 
throughout her mind and caused her thoughts to travel at a much 
faster pace than her already superior mind normally caused. It was a 
frightening to experience such alien sensations, but it also granted 
her with the ability to interfere with the world like a demon might 
do . 

She executed a complicated pattern herself, utilizing her right arm. 
In doing so, she manipulated the energy flows throughout her body to 
such a degree that they gave form to her will. 

A reflective barrier appeared at a point fifty centimeters in front 
of him and stayed there; coinciding with his body and traveling with 
him. Using that reflection, she rebounded the incoming forces that 
threatened to engulf her trainer- 

-who managed to keep running without slowing down. His degree of 
trust wasa€ i heartwarming . He was unfazed by her sudden interference 
and kept on charging towards the Bad Human Headquarters. Total time 
elapsed between his sudden movement and him surviving those 
explosions: four seconds. 

"**What was that!"** Cinder cried and joined her beyond the opening 
in the wall. "**What did you do?"** 

But the mighty figure of Math appeared from the other side of the 
column of smoke and she felt relief emanating from the 
Ninetales . 

"**I saved him. I think it is time for us to support him now. Fenrir? 
Fluffy? Time to move."** She ordered the tough Pokemon. Fluffy looked 
down at Phoenix, who then nodded in approval at him. Fenrir did not 
need such a confirmation and immediately jumped to action. 

With those two strong Pokemon assisting her trainer, she was free to 
take Cinder and Phoenix and clear the few scattered yellow buildings 
around the Silph building. 

"**What is your plan?"** Cinder said as she beckoned her. 

" * * As a second-in-command, I now advance this mission. The guys will 
take down the building from the front and we will make sure that 
there is a place to fall back to when necessary."** 



"**I am impressed." **The Fire-type said as she started running to 
the side, avoiding the brutal combat that was sure to continue once 
Math had reached the doors. "**I thought that you hated thinking like 
a soldier."** 

"**It serves its needs now and thena€ i " **She replied and made her 
way past the thin buildings. Gunshots followed and she winced when 
her ears hurt from those sudden explosions of noise. She was just 
about to continue talking and explain to Cinder what she had just 
experienced, when a dull sense of blunt pain spread itself through 
her body. It wasn't that painful; merely because it wasn't HER pain. 
It was her master's body that just experienced a wave of bludgeoning 
all across his body. It didn't feel like it was lethal, but it still 
hurt him a lot. What had he done? 

Wella€|he was still alive, so that was a thing. 

"**So what is going to happen now?"** 

"**Master will save the civilians and we will provide them with a 
means to escape. To do that, we should clear those houses around the 
tall building."** 

"**I got that much. I mean in this city. Will he contact his people 
after this is over?"** 

That was not important right now. "**First we need to win this fight, 
make sure that nothing happens to our trainer. After we have beaten 
every single Bad Human in this city we will see what shall happen 
next . " * * 

"**Yesa€ | fine, if that is what is necessary. But you have to agree 
with me on one thing: something is very wrong."** 

She nodded in agreement. "**Yesa€|the air here feels wrong. 

Corrupted. The Bad Humans could not have caused something like 
thata€ i I suspect that it is the Human Psychic that has tainted the 
air. But worry not; we shall cleanse it." ** 

"**Cleanse it? You mean the air, right?"** 

"**Yesa€ | sure, the air."** 

"**How will you do that?"** 

She smiled and flexed her arms, preparing to search and destroy the 
scattered groups of Bad Humans. 

"**I think I am going to employ violence."** 


~ 0 ~ 

Not many materials that he knew of could stop a Spartan in full 
MJOLNIR armour when said Spartan had reached velocity. Amongst those 
materials were the hulls of a Covenant Wraith tank. Starship-graded 
armour plating and the shield of a hunter. He knew from experience 
that those things were capable of stopping a sprinting Spartan with 
moderate success. 



More materials were capable of stopping a Spartan without his MJOLNIR 
armour. Amongst those materials were the metal plating of a lot 
different vehicles, the swinging head of a gravity hammer and as of 
now, he could officially add the glass doors of the Silph Scope 
building to that list. 

As soon as he had attempted to smash through those doors like he had 
done half a dozen times in his time in Kanto, his body had crashed to 
a jarring halt and then collapsed in front of them. It was NOT a 
pleasant sensation and it reminded him of getting whacked over the 
head by the shield of a huntera€ i with two gravity hammers attached to 
it. Needless to say, his head was hurting pretty intensely and his 
body hurt all over the place. He was VERY glad that his bones could 
not break because quite frankly; every single rib that was present in 
his ribcage would have probably shattered by now. 

He heard a faint rumbling approaching him from the rear and guessed 
the rest. Two Rocket Grunts stepped closer to the glass doors and 
started pointing and laughing at him, making stupid faces and 
generally being dicks. 

The thumping sounds got closer. 

He half a mind in shattering the door on his own and then beating 
those two men to death with their own skulls, but his 
physics-breaking spree had to end one day. 

So he merely rolled to the side and allowed the charging Fenrir to 
smash right through the doors, sending pieces of glass/plastic flying 
everywhere and flattening the two grunts with the remaining frame of 
the blue Spartan-blockers. 

He made a mental note to allow the Nidoking to take point more often 
and put in in the same directory as his idea to place an HE-spewing 
piece of tank on the creature's back. 

The sheer look of shock on the faces of those two criminals before 
they got splattered by the flying door was just purely satisfaction. 
He didn't usually enjoy seeing people die, but this had to be the 
exception to that rule. 

But he shouldn't be wasting time. He had a mission to complete and he 
could ill afford to stand around gawking at violence when there were 
civilians who needed rescue. 

With his assault rifle at the ready, he advanced through the room he 
had barged into. It was a large atrium with two large fountains in 
the middle and a reception-desk in the back. This used to be a 
commercial building until those terrorists took over alright. The 
next two places where he could go were the stairs that lead to the 
upper floors and the stairs that led to the basement. Rocket couldn't 
be so stupid as to trap all their hostages in one placea€ | right ? 

He charged down the stairs and kicked the next door he encountered to 
pieces. Barging into the dark room he quickly adjusted to the lack of 
lights and identified the targets that he stumbled upon. There were 
three guards standing in a long hallway, two of them slacking off and 
the last one busy training with his Raticate. 


His rifle barked twice as he ran up to the trio and caught them by 



surprise. The bullets caught their targets square in their heads and 
as the two black-clad individuals collapsed to the floor, blood 
trailing the normally clean wall, the third one looked up- 

-and caught the butt of an assault weapon to his face for his 
troubles. Before the man could even flinch from that attack, he 
grabbed a handful of his uniform and then slammed his head against 
the steel wall, killing him with one hit. The Raticate was about to 
attack him and receive a knife for lunch, when a grey blur sped past 
him and latched itself to the brown rodent. 

He watched the Aerodactyl go for the throat of his foe and turned 
around when the process got bloody. It seemed that Fluffy was always 
hungry, even during such brutal fights. But he had no desire to watch 
the apex predator tear the rat apart; he had a fight to finish. 

He reached the end of the hallway and shot the heavy lock on the 
door, allowing it to open. His gunshots would have most likely gotten 
the attention of everyone in the building and if the captured civvies 
were to go anywhere at all, he needed to move soon. 

With that in mind, he doubled his pace and increased the speed of his 
movements. The door opened, light poured on the multiple dozens of 
sitting hostages and he was back in Vermillion city, saving the 
hostages after having just lost Lucy and Cinder. But this time, he 
was without his armour and just as human as the captured people 
were . 

"Move it!" He yelled and gestured for the exit with his arms, making 
sure that everyone could see him. "I'll lead the way, there is help 
out there ! " 

These people didn't need much encouragement at all, it seemed. From 
the moment he had opened the door, at least three people stood ready 
to jump and overpower him. His appearance and sudden shouts shook 
them awake though and they realized that he was there to safe 
them . 

"The man is right. Follow him!" A voice from out of the crowd said. 

He needed no more encouragement and immediately turned around to 
leave the basement . 

Back in the atrium he came to realize that the people would most 
likely be attacked from above by the many gunmen that had ambushed 
him, even after Lucy had eliminated them. So he stopped at the door 
and ordered Fluffy to head out there and take care of the possible 
threats . 

"Fenrir, you took. Clear a path!" He told the two bulletproof 
creatures and watched as they immediately followed his orders. Their 
loyalty was splendid and they had so many uses. 

"Hold up." He told the mob of civilians and concentrated on the 
violence that went on outside. A few shots were fired, but the 
high-pitched screeches and violent rumbling of raging Pokemon drowned 
those out with ease. And a minute or two later, the only audible 
noises were those that were made by Fluffy. Fenrir patiently waited 
by the door to see if his trainer would follow him or not. 


And that would be not . 



"Fenrir, lead these people back to the entrance where we came from. 
There is an isolated warehouse there, with a yellow house that is 
inhabited by a boy named Alexander. Bring them there and he will take 
care of them. Then head back and rendezvous with Lucy and 
Cinder . " 

He paused for a few seconds and added: "I have to deal with Rocket 
now. Don't wait for me." 

With that, he turned around and headed up the stairs, preparing to 
finish the fight with Rocket for once and for all. 

~ 0 ~ 

"**Did you hear that?" **She asked her ally. 

"**Yesa€|it was weapons fire. Not Math's, but Rocket's. Did they 
catch him?" **Lucy replied. 

"**They can't catch him!"** The Eevee happily yelped. "**He has 
Fluffy!"** 

"**And right you area€| "** She comforted Phoenix. 'Catch' had only 
been a figure of speech. If those weapons 'caught' her trainer, he 
would be dead. There was no way that Rocket would want to take him 
alive after everything that he had done. But there was also no way 
that they WOULD get him alive. He was just too skilledaC | too 
powerful. Nobody would beat him, psychic or not. 

She sighed and let the building, heading for the next one to clear. 
Lucy and her had been very efficient in their fight against 
RocketaC | almost too efficient. 

But that only meant that the operation was going fine, right? They 
were winning! 

And yeta€ | yet there was a hint of finality in the words of her 
Spartan. Like he did not expect the fight to go as he had imagined it 
to go. It spoke volumes about the stress of his life: home-world 
gone, no friends, forced to live as a weapon not ever finding peace 
and then finally getting confronted with his true nature. No organic 
being could live through thataC | and Lucy's link with him was only 
prove of that. Math was falling apart slowly; she could feel it. His 
mind didn't feel like the iron fortress it used to be a€"it was more 
of a swamp now. And Lucy was spiraling with him to the ground, 
judging by her escalating persona. 

She had been a lovely yet childish girl before she evolved: pure, 
innocent and naA've. Prone to emotional outbursts, yes. But she had 
been so kindaC | so caring and sweet. And even when she had evolved 
into her new form those traits had been carried over. A new maturity 
had fallen like a veil over her gracious personality, brought on by 
new responsibilities and powers. Her trainer had been turned into the 
number one important person in her head and yet she would do anything 
for all of her friends. 

But that intense increase of power and bond with Math had been too 
much. Almost immediately after Lucy had gained increased entry to her 
trainer's mind, she had begun to change. Her kind and sweet attitude 



had taken a sour route with uncontrollable anger and fury, but that 
was still okay. She aimed it at their enemies and she had been too 
much of a stoic before that. Emotions were good. 

But it had not stayed at that. Lucy had developed her anger into hate 
and her fury into wrath. Soon, her empathic tendencies turned 
sadistic as she started to revel in the misery of others. The pain 
that she caused others a€"pain that usually crippled her with the 
emotional backslash- was now riling her up. That was when the warning 
lights had started flaring in her own mind, but even then it had not 
stopped. The Psychic had them started to demonstrate how she felt for 
her trainer by aiming her wratha€ | well , at him. 

And it made sense to her a€"of course she could understand her 
troubles, she was walking around with the same ones. Math was a 
broken demon. Bane to the enemy and hero to alliesa€|at first. But 
when one took a deeper look at his life and stripped away all things 
that time itself stripped away, the only thing that was left was a 
disturbed and fragmented soul that was so tormented by its 
surroundings that it had locked all sensations of humanity 
away . 

That was who Math was: a teenager forced into the role of a demon. 

And still she loved him. And not only did she love him, but Lucy also 
loved him. But because of his damage, he only saw them as weapons. 
Assets that could be turned into the advantage to win a fight and 
even though he had dumped the attitude of wanting to dump then, he 
could still not see past their tactical use and see them as 
persons . 

Living beings that needed love and attention; persons who were dying 
to receive a loving caress or a caring hug. Math was unable to give 
them the love that they needed and that hurt so badly. It hurt more 
than anything the world could throw at them could ever do. 

But he did not know that. And while she ignored that emotional 
neglect and abuse, Lucy did not. 

She took all her anger and frustration and used it as fuel to further 
enlighten her desires, making her even more eager to prove herself as 
a living creature to her trainer. Lucy took all that anger and 
frustration and directed it at her trainera€ | only she did not realize 
that . 

She was much like the human in that regard; the Psychic did not 
understand her own feelings. Kind of ironic, seeing as she was always 
aware of what people around her felt. She was so closely linked to 
her surroundings that hard to discern things like thoughts and 
intentions simply bled into her mind and got absorbed by her 
consciousness- 

She stopped in her movements when an ice-cold realization came into 
being. Lucy had been subjected to her trainer's mind for far longer 
than any of them had ever beena€ | the Spartans messed up and corrupted 
head might be fine to simpler psychics and himself, but such a gifted 
person like Lucy would be heavily influenced by ita€ ! and that was 
even at first glance. 


She slowly felt a rising sense of dread fall into her stomach and her 
senses instantly sprang to active. It all made sense now! Lucy was so 



deeply integrated in her trainer's mind that all of his blackness and 
corruption was seeping into her mind! 


But she was stronga€ | stronger than he was. She resisted him with all 
that she had, judging by the way she had broken down when faced with 
the consequences of her actions. She had sobbed and told her that she 
was sorrya€ | that she didn't know what was wrong with her. 

That had been one of those unique moments that the true, untainted 
Lucy had emerged. That meant that the psychic had effectively 
developeda€ | a split-personality. 

One personality that was desperately reaching out for help, trapped 
in the dark prison hat was her mind, and one personality that took a 
twisted pleasure in hurting the beings around her, reveling in misery 
and dominating those that were her friends. 

But now the question wasa€| which one of these personalities was 
currently holding her company? 

" * *Cinder ? " * * A sweet voice asked, almost challenging her to turn 
around . 

Which she did. "**Yes?"** 

"**Something troubling you?"** 

And which one of these personalities actively read her 
mind? 

~ 0 ~ 

Multiple rounds impacted on the wall behind him as he rolled over the 
floor, firing short, controlled bursts with his own weapon in return. 
He was now on the third floor a€"three of the eleven- and the enemy 
presence was officially confirmed. He had fought his way past crazy 
scientists with their floating magnets, he had kicked at least three 
PokA© ball resembling hostiles out of the windows after having seen 
one of them explode violently and he could have sworn that there was 
a humanoid creature somewhere in the fight that had wielded a 
pendulum. Strange critter that wasa€ | it had looked a bit like an 
elephant. But grey. And bipedal. And dead by bullet to the face. 

But that was of no concern to him as he was eager to return their 
kind invitations to a party. His bullets were 150% more accurate than 
theirs were and in the brief moment between five Rocket grunts with 
assault weapons turning up to shoot him and him shooting back, he 
only wasted ten rounds . 

Five of which resulted in headshots and five resulted in body shots. 
He was getting sloppy. 

He charged past the falling bodies and thundered up the stairs, 
taking care to avoid incoming attacks from Pokemon. It was a bad 
thing that he had left his team behind, but he had done so for a 
reason. He could not allow any of them to get hurt and he needed them 
together if they were to defend themselves against a counter-attack 
a€"which would most definitely come. Because he had yet to encounter 
severe resistance from the Rockets, despite their best attempts to 
murder him. That could only mean that the rest of the more capable 



resistance was either concentrated on floors below hima€ | or floors 
above him. 


He shook those thoughts out of his mind and continued his rampage. 
Arriving on floor four now, local hostiles: four Rocket grunts and 
two scientists. Hmma€itime for Intel. 

Four simple pulls of the trigger caused four simple heads to receive 
new 7,62x51 mm sized holes and two not-so-simple scientists to cry 
out in alarm and distress. Why were these people slacking? The 
intruder-alarm had been sent three minutes ago, when he had first 
started his run upwards on floor one. By all rights these people 
should be standing in cover with their weapons drawn and Pokemon at 
the ready. Or didn't they even know the rules of engagement 
concerning these situations? 

It didn't matter to him. Engagements won with ease were engagements 
he liked. With that in mind he stepped closer to the scientists and 
ordered them down with his rifle. They didn't need much encouragement 
either . 

"You'll pay for this! Team Rocket has more influence than you have 
ammo!" One of them said. 

He was right; he did not have enough ammo for everyone. That was 
exactly the reason why he couldn't just shoot the man in his kneecaps 
to get him to talk. Melee would have to sufficea€|in both 
situations . 

He kicked the man in his chest a€"gently as not to break all of his 
ribs- and then asked his own question. "Why take over this 
building? " 

Apart from the logical tactical advance form having a centralized 
position with good cover, civilian hostages and enough scientists to 
boot. And the high-ground, that was always good. 

"Giovanni ordered us to work here on our experiment sa€ | we don't know 
anything else!" One man said. 

"Except for the Master ball!" The other one smartly pointed out. 

"Oh yes, forgot about that." 

"Seems to be a commonly arising trait with you nowadays!" 

What was wrong with these people? "I just need to know where to find 
this Giovanni." 

"Oh, the boss! Top floor, you will need a key-card. Go to floor five 
and ask for Larry. Tell him that Bob send you." 

"Thanks." He said and left the two alone. Their stupidity was 
unmatcheda€ i and served to save their lives. With no Lucy or Cinder 
around to stop him he was free to shoot anyone that even remotely 
resembled an enemy. If only he had more ammunit iona€ | 

He made his way to the fifth floor and shot three grunts that were 
waiting for him. "Larry?" He yelled and sought cover when two more 
criminals appeared to take potshots at him. 



"Over here!" A muffled voice came from outside an office room. 

"Busy ! " 

"Bob send me!" He replied and jumped out from cover and threw his 
combat knife at one hostile- 

-who went down without problems . 

"Who excels at throwing knifes in a gunfight?" His partner yelled and 
stopped firing to check on him. 

"Spartans." He softly spoke to himself and delivered a roundhouse 
kick to his head, sending him crashing into the nearest wall where he 
stayed . 

"Larry?" He said again and searched a few rooms. All of them had 
cages in them with various kinds of locked up Pokemon. " 

"Over here!" 

He made his way to the office next to that one and opened the door. A 
bald man with a lab coat was standing with his back turned to him, 
busy with something that he could not see. 

But the four cages with obviously terrified and hurt pokemon spoke 
volume bout his activities. Rocket had been experimenting with 
Pokemon beforea€ | Phoenix was the living breathing example of 
that . 

"What are you doing here?" He said. 

"Busy with the Pheromone pro jecta€ | why , a lowly grunt has never shown 
interest in my work before." 

Gunshots didn't seem obvious enough and he felt like murdering the 
man with his recently reacquired combat knife. And Pheromones? The 
things that insects used to communicate? Chemical signalsa€ | using 
Pokemon as experiments? 

"Got a key-card?" He asked the man. 

"Yeaha€|" Scientist man replied and showed him the card. "Why?" 

He knew that he shouldn't be wasting ammunition on such lowlife 
thugs, but he really needed to know just what the hell was going on. 
So he shot the man in his right knee and downed him, ignoring the 
futile attempts at screaming. 

"What are you doing to these things?" He asked him and took notice of 
a few documents lying on the table. Sketches of a canine-resembling 
creaturea€ | with incision-marks all over the lower 
body . 

"PleaseaC | don ' t kill mea€ i " 

"Tell me and I will think it through." 


"I was ordered to experiment on thesea€ | P-Pokemon to see if we 
couldn ' ta€ | replicatea€ | calming p-pheromones that certain d-drugs 



utilize. M-makes them easier to catch." 


"What was the result?" 

"I-I don't know! The f-first creature was shipped o-off by our 
boss . " 

He had heard enough. He grabbed the man's neck with one hand while he 
reached for the documents with the other. By the time his left hand 
had finally re ached the paperwork, his right hand had tightened its 
grip to such a degree that he shattered the cervical vertebra, 
killing him instantly. 

He shook the dead man away and stuffed the documents in his duffel 
bag; now effectively filled with six PokA© balls, five of which were 
empty. His entire team was out there somewhere and Havoc was still 
with him. So basically, his bag was now filled with Pokemon-related 
items, including those health potions. How the mighty have 
f allena€ i 

He plucked the key-card off of the dead guy and continued his 
clearing operation throughout the building, increasing his speed and 
ferocity. He freed multiple other hostages and most Pokemon that he 
encountered, but his ultimate goal was the death of everyone 
Rocket-related. So as he was charging through the hallways filled 
with bodies that had died from too accurate fire, he briefly wondered 
whether he would have enough munition to deal with the situation. He 
only had three clips left for the assault rifle, eleven slugs for the 
shotgun and a total of ninety percent charge in the Plasma pistol. He 
would improvise. 

Traversing the chairs to floor eight, he decided to finally mix 
things up a little. The Rocket Grunts were becoming moderately 
well-armed to extremely well-armed to the point that the suppressing 
fire of seven machineguns was enough to make him seek cover. 

He waited three second until the fire went down and then burst from 
his cover to take a few shots at the hostiles. 

Three weapons clattered to the ground as his bullets hit their marks 
and smeared the wall with red blood and bits of brain matter. Now 
that the suppressing fire had ceased a€"if only for a second- he was 
free to move. 

Which he did. He dove from his cover, unleashed two plasma bolts 
towards the enemy and then sought his cover again a€"in an office 
approximately three meters closer to the target. He didn't need to 
confirm the hits of his shots; the screams of anguish and pain 
coupled with the stench of burning flesh was enough to indicate their 
casualties . 

Covenant weaponry. Ever so effective. 

The screams faded away as the grunts sought cover and he was free to 
move again. He sprinted down the hallway, punched a terrorist in the 
face when he failed to get the hell out of his way and send him 
flying out the window, shattering it to pieces. 

Up the stairs, towards floor nine. Why were these people suddenly 
falling back? Had they some sort of central line that required the 



help of everyone to keep it protected? Noa€ i there was something else. 
Something that would compromise his mission if kept uncheckeda€ i but 
he couldn't get his mind to focus. It was like an eye that refused to 
align with the barrel of a rifle; frustrating and impossible to fix 
in the raging fires of war. Keep moving. 

Then he heard what was wrong. He had not paid much attention to it 
because of the violence and noises that had been storming around him, 
but now that the only sound of warfare was the distanced yelling of 
Rocket members, he had finally noticed it. 

It was the sound of roaring engines and spinning rotors of a 
helicopter. Giovanni was in Saf f rona€ | and he was about to get away. 
That was unacceptable. 

He increased his speed and cleared floor nine without any other 
resistance safe for two Weezings, who died easily when he applied 
bullets . 

But when he came to floor ten, it became obvious what he had been 
missing. That one missing link in his mind suddenly fell into place 
and he felt like hitting himself against his head with a gravity 
hammer. For a mind that could process half a dozen different 
scenarios in the span of seconds, it was a colossal failure to simply 
'forget' about the possibility of enemies regrouping to work with the 
assistance of reinforcements. 

He was now running alongside the many windows that he had seen back 
during his charge across the open terrain. They were nonref lective, 
meaning that he could see the helicopter suddenly popping up next to 
him, a dozen meters distanced from his current hallway. 

And those two miniguns attached to the sides did NOT look pretty. 
Those rounds would outright kill him if they hit hima€|but he could 
not simply dodge them in the confined space he found himself in. At 
the very end of the walkway was an office where he could get some 
temporary cover, but that was only after a run of two dozen meters 
across open windows without ANY form of cover 
whatsoever . 

Conclusion? He was very boned. 

Why was he still hearing the noises of two helicopters when there was 
only one there to attack him? 

He cursed underneath his breath and started running, time already 
experiencing a severe distortion as his body flooded with chemicals 
and hormones. 

Because there were two choppers; one sounded heavier than this one, 
most likely because it would be a troop transport while this one was 
an attack chopper. Giovanni had him boxed in between a window and two 
heavy minigunsa€ | metaphorically and literarily. 

So what would he do to change the odds in this fight? He could not 
simply dive out of the windows to smash himself into that chopper, 
the risks were too great. All he could do now was continue moving and 
hope that he got close enough to the head-man himself to get in the 
borders of a danger-close run, effectively securing himself 
concerning air support. 



Yesa€|that was a good idea. If he could outrun the spinning guns of 
an agile and well-armed attack helicopter, that was. 

He kept on running, placing one leg in front of another and forcing 
his form to move as fast as it could. His muscles burned as his legs 
pumped his body down the hallway, quickly reaching at least forty 
kilometers per hour. 

The guns discharged- 

-and shattered all the windows behind him, causing a sudden gale of 
wind whipped up by blades of the chopper to sweep through the 
building. Hundreds of shards of glass, metal and even plastic were 
sent in and out of the building as the entire floor exploded into 
bits. The waves of bullets annihilated everything they came into 
contact with and the deafening roar of those spinning machineguns all 
but drowned everything else in his mind. The one thing that mattered 
now as the empty office ahead, with sturdier walls and secured beams 
of metal. He couldn't afford to take the left bend around the corner, 
because the chopper would then catch hum in a straight line where he 
could not possibly dodge the lethal rounds. 

He kept on moving and the rounds kept on going, sending the waves of 
destruction closer and closer to him as the pilot nearly aligned his 
fire to his body. 

Ten meters to go in front of him and two meters to go behind 
him. 

His body was a synchronized machine, moving with pinpoint perfection 
with limbs that did not burn more energy than they needed to. He was 
the pinnacle of warfare, perfectly shaped to kill and destroy and 
even as he was being forced into a situation where he could only be 
put on the defensive, never attacking and always retreating, he still 
managed to squeeze a tiny hole into the tight schedule of events. 

He forced his legs to propel his body forwards, dodging the many 
waves of shrapnel that came towards his head, felt the gush of wind 
nearly miss his legs as the deadly rounds of the chopper tore through 
the building, pulled out his sidearm and released a single shot. 

The bolt of plasma flew straight and true and impacted on the 
windscreen of the chopper, melting through the window with ease and 
narrowly missing the head of the pilot. That would most likely mess 
with his machinery enough that he would be forced to circle around 
and try again. In the meantime, he had a brief window of opportunity 
to reach his target: Giovanni. 

He jumped out of the office, checked if the situation was clear and 
then started running again. The staircase to floor eleven was dead 
ahead and he could just make it in time. 

A loud swooping behind him answered his attempts with a big fat 
'NOPE' and he doubled his efforts to get to the staircase in time. 

The attack chopper was back and already preparing to skewer him with 
hundreds of rounds. But that would not happen; he was too fast and 
too agile. He would reach the eleventh floor sooner than that bird 
could take him down. 



Just a few more meters to goa€ | almost there, keep moving. 


His breath was supposed to be even and calm, but his heart beat like 
crazy and the adrenaline levels in his blood were making his head 
spin. But his limbs were stronger than his mind and his focus was 
clear . 

The helicopter opened fire and decimated the hallway; hundreds of 
projectiles sped towards him and destroyed the offices, doors and 
even floor around him. The high-penetrating ammunitions that were 
fired off with him as a target were enough to absolutely level the 
tenth floor. There was no way that he could possibly make it to his 
target through that hail of death. 

And yet he did. His chest caught multiple pieces of shrapnel and one 
of his legs went numb for a few seconds before a white-hot cleaver 
cut through it, but he still managed to cross the staircase and take 
cover at the eleventh floor. 

The dust and smoke that had been whipped up by the repeated hits on 

his life were making it hard to get a clear vision on his next 

target. Where was Giovanni? This was his office right? 

Suddenly, the metallic click of a revolver being primed. A lifetime 
of training took control over his mind and he instinctively jumped 
out of the way, reaching for his shotgun on the process. Only two 
clips of his assault rifle remained and the plasma pistol needed to 

be saved for armoured targets that would otherwise be impossible to 

take down. 

His body came to a halt against something solid and dove underneath 
it, not caring what it was supposed to be. 

"Stay there!" a familiar voice yelled. Who was there? What was 
happening? 

He blinked rapidly to shake off the pain and lack of vision to 
concentrate on what was transpiring right then and there in the room. 
He could make out more than half a dozen shapes, a few of which were 
larger than the average human shape. 

Eventually, he reached a minimal level of visibility and the 
battlefield became clearer to him. He could see three grunts coughing 
and holding their hands for their mouths, a large bulky Pokemon that 
looked a bit like Fenrir, but then less armoured and with a different 
tint and smaller horns. And one man stood in the middle of the chaos, 
wielding a suit and also holding his arms in front of him in an 
attempt to get a grip on the fight. 

That had to be his target: Giovanni. He needed that man alive for his 
operations: the source of everything that had been going on in 
Kantoa€|the blame was his. 

There was another shape standing there. A very familiar shape, one 
that he could almost place in his mind. 

"Nidoqueen, blow the windows!" A charismatic voice said. Giovanni was 
practically oozing control and command, even though his entire 
occupation had just been stopped stone dead. 



A loud, feminine scream confirmed his order and a second later, an 
explosion of energy toe through the room. Most of the destructive 
power was aimed at the back of the ten by ten office, so he didn't 
suffer much from the blast. He was lucky though; the three grunts 
that were standing by their boss were pelted by the shockwaves of the 
blast and nearly swept off their feet. The familiar shape a€"still 
obscured by the columns of smoke- had to grab the nearest object to 
stay on its feet: which was the Nidoking. 

a€ | no fair, Fenrir was WAY more aggressive than that thing was. 
Nothing happened yet, but he was planning to change that. 

He jumped over his cover and sighted in on the three targets that 
would post the biggest trouble: the foot-soldiers, commonly referred 
to as grunts. 

He shot all three in the head and only then did the time-distortion 
that had been dominating and ravaging his mind cease. All colour 
returned to his vision and he could almost make out what was going on 
in front of him. Giovanni, the familiar figure and the Nidoking that 
had taken her place in front of the two to protect them from further 
harm. Clever girl. 

"Hold it right there!" The commanding voice said. "Before anything 
happens, I believe that you should listen to me. I do not know what 
compelled you to go against the most powerful organization in the 
world, but I can still guarantee your safety. If you would just out 
your weapon down, we can discuss this like gentlemen." 

In return to the man's statements, he began searching for an opening. 
A middle-aged, dark-haired man with clear eyes and a now female 
figure with a military shaped green-black suit. She had short, black 
hair and aa€ subtle but long scar running down her cheek. She had a 
revolver on one hand and a knife in the other. How very stupid of 
hima€ | of course it was her. He should have seen it coming. Rumors 
being spread about him and Rocket organizations always knowing where 
he was? 

Yeah, a leak alright. 

"I think that you have already met Operative S, by the way?" 

Hello Lieutenant commander Arckson. 

He didn't respond in any way, but he also couldn't get a clear shot. 
And that chopper hovering outside the ruined building was also not 
very attractive to him. If he didn't act now, his target would run 
and he wouldn't be able to find him again. How would he resolve that 
problem then? 

He needed that man alivea€|but he had no intention of letting Arckson 
slip either. Frankly, he wanted both of them alive. 

"I don't think so." He said and took a step forwards, probably 
initiating aggressions in the eyes of the large Pokemon as she 
started to snarl at him. He aimed his rifle at the Nidoqueen and 
prepared to fire. "You shut up." 

"I don't think that this is the right time to talk then." Giovanni 
sighed and slowly walked backwards together with his Operative S. "No 



matter. We will see each other againa€ i " 

What was that supposed to mean? 

The large helicopter made its way to the opening and dropped the 
hangar door, revealing at least three grunts with pistols ready to 
f ire . 

After a split-second of hesitation he realized what he needed to do. 
For now, he would trust the situation to resolve itself after he had 
taken cover from the hail of bullets that now suddenly came his 
way . 

"See you later soldier-boy!" S yelled and jumped backwards into the 
aircraft, firing her pistol all the way. 

He cursed and backed up, firing short controlled bursts as he fell 
back to a manageable position. The combined weapons fire was enough 
to drive him back and he could only shoot two of the three gunners 
before both Arckson and Giovanni had taken refuge in their ship. The 
Nidoqueen resembled Fenrir with her bulletproof body and she blocked 
most of his shots. 

"Come back Nidoqueen!" The head criminal yelled and recalled his 
Pokemon, officially ending the conflict there. 

It was of no use; his weapons couldn't bring that thing down and he 
couldn't risk a boarding attempt. No, he would fall back and regroup 
and then- 

The ground shook suddenly and a wave of energy washed over him and 
forcing him to take a step backwards. New hostiles had somehow 
managed to arrive at the scene, but he couldn't for the life of him 
understand what the hell was going on. 

Three of the hostiles had teleported into the room, using the same 
psychic patterns as Psychic-types used. They were roughly humanoid, 
having two arms, two legs and a head all attached in the same way 
that a human's limbs were. But their skin had a metallic glean to it, 
being light-grey and blue in appearance. It almost looked like the 
shimmering armour used by the Drones. Blue light patterns ran across 
their chests and limbs gave them the appearance of Forerunner tech, 
only blue instead of orange. 

They really did have a human shape, now that he could concentrate on 
them with the full prowess of his brain. Except for their 
headsa€ | which had two electric spikes sticking out of their heads in 
a horizontal fashion, attached to the place where their ears were 
supposed to be. Their eyes were cylinder-shaped 

light-bluea€ | light sa€ | and a vertical slot where their mouths were 
supposed to be. 

Were these robots or part organic? 

He didn't have more time to ponder their appearances as they 
immediately engaged him. For three minutes straight he engaged the 
trio in close-combat, soon learning that the impact of their fists 
was all but deadly. Everytime he avoided their attack, the limbs 
would continue their movement and smash into a wall or piece of 
furniture, heavily damaging it. 



In the end he delivered a roundhouse kick to the first one, took a 
step towards the second one to slam him with a powerful uppercut and 
then kicked the third on in its head. Then he grabbed his combat 
knife and whirled around the second one to slash at its neck. He felt 
a pang of relief when the sharp blade embedded itself deeply into the 
hostile's neck-region, only stopping when the hilt of the knife 
slammed against the tough metallic skin. 

He withdrew the knife and let the lifeless body fall to the ground, 
shaking silvery blood off of the weapon in the process. The first 
creature had closed in on him and was preparing to deliver a lethal 
punch to his throat-region, but he was still faster. He reached for 
the third one and spun underneath its extended arm, before twisting 
it around and pushing it at its ally. 

The first hostile punched the third one in the chest and completely 
ruined its frame, sending it crashing to the ground with its silver 
fluids splattered all over the place. 

He grabbed his shotgun and shot the last one in his face, but by then 
seven more hostiles had teleported into the room and he was forced to 
retreat down the hallway. 

But his luck did not end there. The enemy attack-chopper chose that 
exact moment to reappear and its high-explosive rounds tore through 
the walls, nearly catching him in his legs. He was forced to jump in 
the air and slam his knife into the ceiling to dodge the incoming 
rounds. Behind him, the robotic enemies followed him. 

This was getting hairy. 

Then, all of a sudden, one of the metal supports keeping the upper 
floors suspended gave away and the entire eleventh floor collapsed, 
sending him gliding down the hallway as it tilted down. He was able 
to grab a hold of a nearby metal frame and hold himself there, but 
one PokA© ball fell out of his pocket and continued the road. 

He swore as he released the one thing that prevented him from falling 
to go after Havoc's ball. Tha lady had the worst timing. 

His fingers closed around the capturing device and he threw it in the 
air, hoping that it would stay safe at a rock until he could come and 
get it . 

His luck had something else in mind. The ball bounced off of a wall 
and released the Magikarp withina© i in the middle of the hallway, 
where gravity could also engage them and pull the golden fish down 
again . 

"You always bring me in troubled© | " He sighed as the fish was swept 
into his arms. 

"_Karp karp Magikarp!" _It flopped around. Great. 

The attack chopper reappeared and maneuvered itself into an optimal 
position to grind him into little pieces with a lot of bullets. 


He didn't know what to doa© i he had no idea on how to get out. He was 
stuck with his back against a steel brace, roughly inches away from 



falling to his death while alien monsters that resembled humans came 
to murder him with fists and an attack heli was ready to shoot him to 
little pieces. There was no way out; why was there no way out? What 
did he do now? How would he get out of this? 

The Magikarp was flopping like crazy and if it didn't stop, it would 
fall. 

Why was it becoming so warm? 

He looked down at the golden shape and was surprised to see that it 
was now, in fact, white. Havoc wasa€ | evolving . Seriously, now? He 
couldn't hold her anymore if she evolved and if she kept that up, he 
would lose his grab and fall either way. 

With one hand he grabbed his plasma pistol and began firing at the 
incoming humanoids and with the other one he threw Havoc in the air, 
hoping that she could get enough space to evolve and possibly save 
his ass. 

The chopper was now in an optimal position and the silvery hostiles 
were still converging on him. They all ignored the useless Magikarp 
that was trashing around with its evolving body and for good reason. 
The flopping fish was truly pathetic and if he had to choose between 
shooting an Elite shipmaster and a choking grunt without legs he knew 
which target he would take. 

And all attack chopper paid for that mistake. 

While he was preoccupied with the incoming helicopter. Havoc chose to 
evolve into an exploding building. All the rooms and braces and 
windows exploded outwards as a monstrous roar nearly deafened 
him. 

"What?" He muttered and was nearly swept out of the window by the 
explosive forces. Something was going ona€ | and that something was 
also destroying Silph Co. 

The metal bar he had been holding on to for dear life snapped in half 
and he plummeted out of the window that was now positioned below him. 
His body smashed through the glass and he was about to engage in his 
second free-fall in two days, when something wrapped itself around 
him and completely covered his body. It felt hard, scaly and very, 
very tough. 

He felt his body being dragged to the inside of the building even as 
something else crashed out of it. He got dumped onto the collapsed 
hallway and he quickly managed to grab another steel bar, this time 
assuring that it would support his weight. 

A giant, red snake was curled around the building, latched with its 
head onto the attack chopper and dragging it into the building. The 
head of this monster alone was ten feet tall, with a gaping black 
mouth that was capable of swallowing an Elite whole. The rest of its 
body was so _immensely _large that he could not even estimate its 
full size. It seemed like the rippling red scales would be as 
bullet-resistant as Fenrir was and the yellow underbelly looked just 
as well-armoured. 


"H-Havoc?" He asked, having never ever seen such an escalating 



evolution before. The creature had to be larger than sixty feet, 
ranging longer than a Pelican dropship. Thisa€|this was a creature of 
wara€ | and it was Havoc? Seriously? He had NOT expected thataC i he 
didn't expect this. 

And as the draconic head slammed the helicopter into the walls of the 
building, another thundering tremor shook the building. The tenth 
floor that had made way for half of the eleventh collapsed and then 
completely disappeared. 

And before he knew it, the entirety of Silph CO came crashing 
downa€ | with him standing at the top. 

~ 0 ~ 

**This is me being a bastard. Every single series I have done till 
now topped it off at Parts 1, 2 and finally 3. This one? Prepare for 

4 * * 

**What is going to happen next? Will Math be able to survive the 
collapsing building together with the newly evolved Havoc? Will 
Cinder and Lucy work it out? Will Fenrir and Fluffy be able to 
withstand the new forces that are coming their way?** 

a€|**will Phoenix finally realize that her Fluffy is in fact not 
really fluffy? ** 

**Stay tuned to find out!** 


30. Pyrrhic Victory pt 4 

AnywayaC | when I saved this word file and named it 'chapter 30' I felt 
an overwhelming sense of overwhelmat ion . Thirty chaptersaC | thirty 
chapters! By the time this is uploaded, this story will have more 
than 300K words and officially 30 chapters. And 6 reviews per 
chapter. I think that this is a milestone! 

Also: the mysterious new host ilesaC | are NOT promethean knights. They 
are something I cooked up myself a€ | using my own little imagination 

: ) 

**Jcraft: **I already thought that you weren't pressuring me, do not 
worry. I am glad that you like this story so much, given that this is 
my first real story. Now that we are talking about worrying: unless I 
have already displayed signals of cockiness, I want to state that I 
do not get cocky. If anything, my current education is showing me 
that 

**Primordial Soul: **Time is becoming scares for me lately, I have to 
admit. But inspiration is a whole different thing: your story is 
practically built with layers of brilliant inspiration; I believe it 
should be me saying that to you, in all honesty. 

* *Noblenoisii : **Thank you. 

* *Wildpikachu9 : **One of these days perhapsaC ! one of these 
days . 

**Solar Jarl the Cannon King 44K **: You caught me pants-down: I 



worked through the last fight faster than normally. I am glad to read 
that it still maintained a level of professionalism and that I 
managed to cause such reactions in you. 

a€ | that being said, keep an additional medkit at your side for this 
chapter then. You never knowa€ | coma and all. 

**CodelyokoFan23 : **Yes, it most certainly is :) and thank you, nice 
to hear that . 

**SierrallO: **Was that review what you had in 
mind? 

**ZombieSlayers : **still thanks for the heads-up :) I hope that I 
didn't come over as whiny or somethingaC | in that case you will have 
to hit me with a whip. 

* *SickleTheFurry : **I know, the pre ' s are the best. I for one think 
that getting a reader to believe that they ARE the person they read 
about is one of the top-achievements. Did I deserve a cookie for 
that? :D 

Yes, other matters. That price sounds generous to me. Just a few 
things: how large do the chapters need to be? Did you have additional 
writers in mind? And might I ask why you want to go to such an extent 
to revive that story? 

* *ShatteredMirage : * *damna€ | that is a lot of praise. I can only smile 
brightly with approval and thank you for thinking so highly of my 
story, hoping that I will not disappoint in the future. 

**Lay Down Hunter: ** You know, I almost thought that you weren't 
going to review this one :0 

But now that you did, I feel relieved again. Who else would point to 
me the implications of Rule 34 of the internet? And while I am 
feeling grateful for you telling me how good the recent chapters are 
getting, I cannot help but wonder about the scenario's that you 
offer . 

You deserve a spoiler for such lengthy reviews though, all of you: 
the female Elite will return in a later Fanfiction of mine, the 
crossover still being a surprise.. 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 


0 



Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 44 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 42 significant moves: peck, poison sting, 
double kick and horn attack. Poison jab. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 41- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 26 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 24 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 20 a€" significant moves: tackle, splash, bite, 
dragon rage 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Go little one! There is very little time and they need help! Go 
forth and prevent the reclamation from 
falling ! 

_~ 0 ~_ 


" * * Cinder ? " * * 


n**Y05?"** 


"**Something troubling you?"** 

The Ninetales turned to look at her, a concerned expression on her 
face and her mind betraying a great many things about her string of 
thoughts. Things that were troublingaCi concerns regarding her and 
the current missiona€ | lines of the mind that would most certainly 
prove to be troubling if kept unchecked. 

Who was she to think that she could judge HER mind? Cinder was 
nothingaC | NOTHING compared to her. She was the very pinnacle of 
mental warfare; the most potent psychic in all of Kanto, with the 
only plausible exception being the male psychic whose identity was 
still unknown. And his ability was only contested back when she was 
still incompetent and immature. Now, nothing could stop her. Soa€ | in 
all rights and purposesaC i who did Cinder think she was to question 
her state of mind? 

She couldn't forbid her friend from thinking whatever it was that she 
seemed so alerted about buta€|if would be a good thing to keep a 
close eye on her anyhow. She couldn't have the Fire-type getting 
strange ideas, could she now? 

" * *Noa€ | well , apart from Math trying to take on virtually all of this 
city all on his own. Does that count?"** 

"**It doesaC | for now."** 

They had been clearing the houses around the large building for at 
least ten minutes now and the violence coming from the Bad Humans ' 
lair was increasing with a severely distressing amount. Gunshots, 



explosions and sometimes even Pokemon all exited the building at an 
alarming rate and she was starting to believe that things were 
getting out of hand. 

She was just about to start questioning the Ninetales about 
her ... troublesa€ i when an increasingly familiar sense in her head 
distracted her. It was the sensation of her master being in danger; 
as a Gardevoir, her intimate link with a human allowed her to feel 
when an outside source was causing damage to said human. It was a 
mental change in the mind of her partner that signaled distress; 
meaning that her human would feel that he was in danger. That mental 
change in Math's mind would allow her to feel that he was feeling the 
danger, in turn causing her to feel that he was in danger as 
well . 

And that sense of danger a€"as brief and unimportant in his mind- was 
still present, regardless of the extent of the danger. And that 
presence was what she felt. It always had the main priority in her 
mind, no matter how she felt about her master. If he was in trouble, 
she should teleport to him and assist him to the full extent of her 
powers. The two of them were an unstoppable force; a storm to rage 
through the country and swipe away all who opposed them. 

But this raging storm had her orders. She had to clear the 
surrounding buildings and allow her master to escape with his life. 
And now, together with Phoenix and Cinder, she had done so with most 
of the potential enemies. Fenrir and Fluffy were still actively 
taking the fight to the enemy on their own accord and Havoc was with 
her human, probably not doing anything useful at all. 

"**So what do we do now?" **Cinder asked. 

"**Now we wait for any sign that things are going well enough for us 

to regroup. There is still enough prey walking 

around-"** 

"**-targets-"** 

"**-and we cannot just let them keep walking around unopposed, can we 
now?" **She finished her statement, choosing to ignore the blatant 
interruption. She shouldn't take that from anyone, but Cinder was 
confused. Disorganized. 

Troubled . 

"**I suppose nota€ | "** The fair creature replied and shook her 
beautiful fur, trying to relax the tension that had grown into her 
shoulders following her poor, fickly state of mind. "**But you can 
justa€ | you knowa€|take it easy? You don't have to be so 
brutal . ' * * 

"**Don't i?"** she replied and used her psychic abilities to snap the 
neck of an approaching human, preventing him from even pulling out 
his Pokemon. His limp body hit the floor and the Ninetales gave it a 
disgusted and disturbed look, not feeling particularly happy with the 
kill. "**Why not? It is so satisfying."** 

What was wrong with the recent kill? It was clean, painless and 
quick. Unless the previous human she had killedaC | sharpened sticks 
really did lack the punch to cut through bone when not applied with 



enough force. The body had spread blood everywhere and the man had 
been screaming so loudly that she had to cover her ears to prevent 
the discomfort. 

And blood was so difficult to groom out of her skin, too. The next 
time their team stopped at a river, she would have to properly clean 
herself. But that did not take much priority; it added a hint of fear 
to the already weak state of minds of her enemies, seeing her covered 
in the blood of her victims. 

Cinder did not like it as much thoughaC i so she chose to make her 
kills a bit cleaner than that; hence the neck-snapping. 

Math would be proud of her ef f iciencyaC | oh yes. 

" * *Ki 1 ling is never satisfying Lucy! Seriously, what is wrong with 
you lately?"** 

She used her telepathic gift to fling the body out of the way, 
actually amusing herself a bit before deciding that playing with a 
body would not be an effective way of killing time. 

And the Ninetales would not approve. 

"**Nothing is wrong with me,"** She said as she made her way outside 
and prepared to breach the next room with people. **"0n the contrary! 
I feel better than ever."** 

"**That is obvious in a really messed-up way."** 

Cinder had asked Phoenix to stay behind in the last house and let the 
two 'adult' Pokemon take care of the Bad humans. As such, the Eevee 
had not experienced her kills. Too bad; the kid had to learn one day. 
"**Why don't you gather your little pet and ask her to actually join 
us in a fight?"** 

"**She is our friend! A child nonetheless, how can you expect her to 
fight like we do, like you do!"** 

"**Math does. So can we."** 

"**You cannot possibly expect a child to fight!"** 

"**Can't I? We saw fit to take her with us, even though our fights 
would be to the death."** 

"**What happened to you not being able to bear the thought of hurting 
someone ! " * * 

"**I opened my eyes. I saw the world as it really wasa€ | it is 
wonderful, you should try it too."** 

Cinder's mind was growing hotter and brighter as her emotions almost 
raged out of control, barely brushing against the outermost layer of 
control that the Fire-type had. Then she somehow pushed all those 
feelings back again and she turned around, her nine erotically-tinted 
tails waving through the air as she contemplated her next move. 

"**I am going to fetch Phoenix. You just make sure that you don't 
make a bigger mess!"** 



"**I am going to follow orders and clear the next house. I don't care 
what you do . " * * 

And with that she turned around and let the Ninetales sort her own 
problems out. She didn't need anyone to help her win the fight, she 
didn't need help to beat her enemies and she sure as hell didn't need 
help with handling her own trainer. 

The next house was home two to lonely Rocket grunts, both of whom 
were at full alert because of the heavy violence that stained the 
area. Gunshots and explosions were not very common in the human world 
unless there was a conflict going ona€ | and what a conflict this was. 

A building packed with enemies and her trainer, scares on ammunition 
but driven desperate by the circumstances? If only she could see the 
carnage. Perhaps she would review one of his memoriesa€ | see what she 
could get out of that. 

One of the humans saw her entering the room and instantly pulled out 
two of his PokA© Balls. "We got hostiles!" He yelled, but that was as 
far as he got. She intercepted his limbs with a psychic field and 
smiled when the man was probably entangled in her grasp. There were 
so many ways she could utilize to finish him off: she could snap his 
neck, pinch off his major bloodvessels to cause a stroke like her 
master had taught her to, she could rip him limb for limba€|but that 
would be so messy. Then there were the mental possibilities: she 
could tear his mind apart, send him in a deep coma or simply kill him 
with an ill-intended flick of her mind. 

In the end she chose to compensate. She sent a mental probe into the 
mind of her victim and found that there was barely any resistance 
there. Just the plain ol ' resisting nature of man. And that so easy 
to circumventa€ | or completely annihilate. 

She crushed the meager defensive wall around the mind that consisted 
of the default wall and overwhelmed the delicate inner collection of 
thoughts and processes; the core of the mind. That which made all the 
decisions but was so easily damaged. There were many billions of 
connective threads in a mind, each and every experience and memory 
and new realization created new ones. By disrupting the core threads, 
she could stop all the important processes in the body of any living 
being . 

As she did with this man; it cost her but milliseconds to she sever 
the connection between mind and heart and killed him stone-dead. The 
total time that had elapsed between her attacking and then killing 
the man was approximately one second. 

Not too shabby. But what was that noise, coming from outside? Math 
didn't have that much ammo. 

The second man was almost as fast as his partner and managed to call 
out a Golbat to attack her, but a simple Confusion-attack was 
sufficient to knock that thing out of the air. Then she snapped the 
neck of the person that had dared to oppose her; not even bothering 
to destroy his mind or kill his body. 

Next time she might concentrate a psychic pulse in a narrow beam to 
pierce skin, muscle and eventually bone alike. Made for less mess and 
more fun. 



"**Lucy!"** Her ally yelled, succeeding in getting her 
attention . 

"**What?"** She replied, feeling annoyed that Cinder was interrupting 
her like that. She had better have a good reason for doing so. 

The noise she had been hearing for a while grew louder and then, all 
of a sudden, something exploded with enough force to cause the 
windows of the building she was in to fracture explode inwards, 
showering her with pieces of shrapnel. She threw up a reflective 
barrier to shield herself from the lethal wave of projectiles and 
then tried to contact her master, as another fit surged through her 
mind and identified the new trouble that he found himself in. 

The danger that Math was in at that very moment was more pronounced 
than ever. What had he done? What was going on? 

"**Come quick!"** 

She understood that Cinder was very serious right now and that she 
needed to join her ASAP. So she left the building again in the hopes 
of encountering her fellow Pokemon. But before she could spot either 
Cinder or Phoenix, she saw something completely different. It was a 
mechanical monster flying in the air, shooting the living daylights 
out of the building that her master was raiding. And judging by the 
sheer force that went accompanied by the attacks, it had to be used 
to prevent her trainer from getting closer to his target. 

Another such mechanical bird was also circling around the building, 
but this one looked different. It was bigger and heavier built, but 
also lacked all other combat equipment for as far as she could 
see . 

" * *Cinder ? " * * She cried, hoping to find her friend. 

"**Over here!"** The Ninetales replied from an improvised piece of 
cover. "**Don't be so loud!"** 

She was about to join her friend when an explosion tore through the 
air and nearly send her sprawling to the ground. She slammed into 
nearby barrel and gasped as the wood dug painfully into her ribs, 
which weren't built to withstand such blows. 

Damn that hurt. She angrily recovered her posture and glared at the 
building, trying to determine what it was this time that caused the 
world to turn upside-down like that. It was the same building that 
was being raided by her master, much to her sudden rising sense of 
panic. The entire upper floor had shifted and collapsed; half it was 
falling down as debris and the other half was now tilted into the 
floor below it like a big slide. She prayed that Math was not among 
the pieces of spinning metal and rock that inadvertently crashed into 
the ground. 

"**What happened!"** She asked the creature. 

"**Those flying things suddenly showed up and attacked the building. 
Math is in there!"** 


She narrowed her eyes and observed the large building again. It was 



not just her master that was inside of that den; a giant, red thing 
had appeared and was curling around the building's upper levels, 
smashing through dozens of windows and rooms like they were made out 
of carton. 

" * * That is a Gyarados ! Havoc evolved!"** Cinder cried. "**What 
happened for her to suddenly evolve like that?"** 

She had no idea what had compelled the old Magikarp to suddenly 
evolve, but the consequences of said evolution were plainly visible. 
A giant head shot out of the building and latched onto the nearest 
Metal Monster, taking it with it into the side of the building and 
smashing it to pieces 

Both the air-support and the building itself, that is. Where were 
Fenrir and Fluffy? If they didn't watch out the whole building would 
collapse on top of them! 

And her trainer was still insidea€|she had to do something, she had 
to save him from his danger! 

"**It is going to collapse!"** She cried out and expanded her 
consciousness to spread itself around the intermediate area, 
searching for forms of life that were still allied to their 
group . 

Fenrir was still out there somewhere, taking the fight to some 
fight ing-Pokemon inside of a building he had breached, while Fluffy 
was busy tearing the roof apart from said building. 

Those two were safe for the moment, but the same could not be said 
for her master. As she felt the shining beacons of life all around 
her, she could also feel dozens of lives vacating the building via 
the large mechanical birds. At the same time, several new ones 
simplya€ | appeared . The building was suddenly swarming with new forms 
of life and they were impossible to ground. They felta€|off. Weird 
and messed upa€|like they didn't belong in the world. 

"**Can't we do something?"** Cinder replied, doing her best not to 
panic . 

There was nothing they could do. As the Gyarados twisted and trashed 
around at the top of the building, its lower foundations cracked and 
then gave away. 

Cinder, Phoenix and her were powerless as they watched the building 
completely collapse. 

~ 0 ~ 

Time never really was on his side. It had not been during the 
slipspace event, it had not been during his journey towards Saffron 
and the resurrection of Fluffy and now, time was again not on his 
side as Havoc evolved. It had come as a pleasant surprise to him for 
surea€ | initially. 

Because who could have thought that a useless little creature like 
Havoc a€"the pathetic fish- could possibly evolve into Havoc a€"the 
not-so pathetic not-so fish.- in such a dramatic fashion. The golden 
Pokemon had turned into the single largest living thing he had ever 



seen in his entire life. She had to range sixty feet at this point 
and her tough, armoured scales gave her new red colour a menacing 
look. He could see that she was extremely resilient, as the hundreds 
of shrapnel-pieces that their current environment were bringing to 
them with glee weren't doing as much as bouncing off of 
hera€ | 

a€ i which brought him to his newest problem. Because his fish had 
turned into a dragon at precisely the wrong moment: when the two of 
them were at the top of the largest building of the country, after 
said building had been shot to pieces by at least two helicopters. 

Her timing of evolution had come as a saving grace to him as he had 
been about to enter a nasty situation. But her sheer weight and force 
was enough to cause the entirety of Silph Co. to come crashing down; 
with his team still on the ground. If they couldn't get out of the 
area in time, they would most certainly die. 

And his situation wasn't any better than theirs. As the sudden lurch 
of gravity, he felt his stomach being controlled by the sudden forces 
of nature that dominated his position. He reached for his PokA© ball 
and recalled the enormous monster, reducing her to data and magnetic 
particles before they were all processed in the spherical device. In 
doing so, he should be able to seize control back of the situation 
and perhaps stabilize the building before it could completely crash 
into- 


-nope . As Havoc disappeared into the ball, he felt the tremors 
increase violently to a degree that he actually lost control of his 
balance. Gravity increased its violent control over his organs and he 
felt the brief moment of weightlessness, before time slowed down and 
he witnessed just how screwed he was. There was nothing to hold on 
to, nothing to do in order to survive. The whole eleven-story tall 
building was collapsing and the complete chunks of ceiling and floor 
that were threatening to pulverize him by dropping on him made it 
obvious that he was in deep trouble. 

So he ran for it. Sprinting down the collapsing and falling halls, he 
attempted to find a place that was still standing strong, something 
that wouldn't collapse. But there wasn't anything to hold on to and 
before he knew it, he was in free fall. 

Timing was a peculiar thing indeed. And as his senses charged into 
overtime, he was able to process it all perfectly. The tons of stone 
that fell down next to him, the complete and utter mess that all 
glass was causing inside of the had-been rooms and the dozens of iron 
bars that snapped under the sheer stress of the event. He couldn't 
die like thisa€|not by smashing a crater in the middle of a crashing 
building. There had to be something else he could do, anything to 
seize control back over his life. 

He forced his horizontal body to assume a new position and dove 
forwards, reaching for the closest falling rock that he could 
find . 

His hands touched the piece of debris and he brought his weightless 
body closer. From that new position on the rock, he pushed his body 
off and jumped into the air, reaching for a slab of metal that he 
could use next. His hands managed to clamp around the edges and in 
doing so, his legs swept underneath the piece. Utilizing that extreme 
momentum he once again pushed himself off, this time to a whole new 



direction. His body was flung at another falling stone and he 
actually had to duck and cover his face with his arms as hundreds of 
shards of glass were send crashing his way, swirling around him like 
a great storm and obscuring his vision. 

That rock was unsafe too, time for a new one. On he went, jumping 
from one piece of debris to the next, always avoiding the falling 
knifes and blades that were once a perfectly working building. The 
stone and plastic that had formed the shell functioned as a 
staircase, while the glass and metal served as an opposing army to 
prevent him from saving himself. Except that this army could not be 
shot or otherwise dealt with: they were too numerous and fast and the 
only thing that he could do was dodging them. 

As slow as time was running right now, it was not slow enough to 
prevent the building from crashing into the ground. The intensely 
thick cloud of dust that obscured his vision was perhaps preventing 
him from looking down, but he could feel it in his gut. Eleven floors 
of three meter high, with an additional ten meters total to top it 
off. Roughly forty-five meters to fall from and he had no idea how 
long he had been in that state of climbing and dodging. It could have 
been half a minute, it could have been seconds. 

One of his hands slipped as the other one grabbed an iron rod that 
was deeply embedded into a stone wall. The piece of rubble was large 
enough to accommodate at least three warthogs, but that also meant 
that the driving force behind it was enormous. He felt his arm nearly 
tear out of its socket as he became a part of the chaotic spinning of 
the wreckage, not far away from a moon orbiting a planet. 

The ground had to be close now and he still had too much force behind 
him. Even the curious time-delay that his nerves were causing could 
not prevent his world from truly shattering reality and even though 
his perception was different, the world still went on outside of it. 
The building had crashed and he could not trust on anything to safe 
him but his own body. He had gained at least a dozen meters by 
traversing the falling pieces of debris and if anything could 
withstand such a high-velocity impact on a surface made out of sharp 
rubble and metal rods, it would be a Spartan. 

A Spartan in full MJOLRNIR at least. His body would be shredded and 
destroyed by the impact; it wasn't as if he was landing in a tree or 
in watera€ | or even on a ground for that matter. He was going to land 
on the destroyed remains of thousands of tons worthy of 
buildinga€ | not exactly the best landing he had ever had. 

Just as he tried to determine where to go next, the metal rod that 
had been so deeply embedded into his own particular of real estate 
was wrenched free. He felt his body break free out of the slab's 
orbit and physics never failed to explain why his body behaved like 
it did. There was such enormous power behind his cover that it had 
nearly went off with his arm- 

-and for something powerful enough to tear a Spartan apart, letting 
said Spartan GO was even worse. It was slightly reminiscent of a 
fully-armoured Maine grabbing a Grunt by his feet and swinging him 
around before letting go, sending it sailing off into the distance. 
But then the grunt weighed two kilograms and Spartan-zero-zero-seven 
was wearing a Wraith tank for armour, then the odds would be the 
same . 



He hated comparing things in his head at the wrong moment. He was 
send spinning off away from the building, but not far away enough for 
him to survive the landing like that. The crashing building was 
unwilling to let him escape the tremendous cloud of dust and he was 
still unable to see just where he was going to land- 

-a distortion in the air got his attention and for a split-second, 
time dragged into an eternity. The very space around him was being 
torn to pieces of something tried to make its way through the 
spinning tons of debris to him. 

A green flash blinded him and then the one person he had not expected 
to see was there, floating in front of him and reaching out with her 
arms to grab his own arm. Lucy's slender arms felt warm through his 
black suit and he could see how the influence of his adrenaline-hyped 
mind actually hit the world around him. Shards of metal and needles 
of glass were slowed down to such a degree that his sensitive eyes 
could count all of them had he possessed the time. 

Her features contorted in what had to be a human smile and her large, 
red eyes focused on his. The two of them were caught in a fluke, a 
spawn of nature. Time was slow enough to allow both of them to float 
there, untouched by the gravity of the situation. But that could not 
last for long; Lucy had picked the perfect timing to reach for him 
but if she delayed too long, he would be wrenched free and her own 
levitation would not hold up long enough to allow them to 
rejoin . 

But the Gardevoir did not need silly things like time or space to 
stop her. She pulled him closer and he felt his organs twist in pain, 
making realize just what she was doing. 

And before he could say or do anything, the world around him 
disappeared inside of a green flash. There was nu up and no down in 
the mysterious workings of teleportation, but this time it wasn't as 
bothering to him. He had just escaped one world of physics and he 
would be damned if another one would get to him. It also didn't take 
very long for the sensation of weightlessness to disappear, as his 
stomach lurched once again and his body was being reassembled 
again . 

The pain was bearable, but he was still not safe. Lucy had teleported 
him out of the middle of the crashing building, only to replace that 
environment with ground-zero of the collapse. He felt something warm 
and furry wrap around his body and he realized that Cinder was also 
there a€"as Phoenix had to be. All four of them were stuck inside of 
a small building that stood next to the falling Silph CO. 

Lucy had delayed their deaths for only a while; the sheer violence 
that went coupled with something like a crashing building was 
something the likes of them had never experienced before. They could 
not possibly understand what implications that held for them, but he 
did. They were not safe now: their own cover would be washed away in 
tidal waves of rubble and destruction as much as they would, leading 
to death once again. Unacceptable! 

They could still escape the destruction that awaited them, if they 
ran now. If they were smart and quick they could make a run for it 
and survive what was about to come. He, for one, was perfectly able 



to move fast enough to escape the coming storm a€"even if it was 
about to happen in one second, as soon as everything had collapsed 
onto that big pile. 

But there would be no running for his team. If he were to move, he 
would be moving alone. Leaving the creatures that were depending on 
him for their lives all alone. No, he wouldn't do that. He would not 
abandon them to a hopeless situation, even though he had to survive 
in order for mankind to survive. There should have been something 
that he could do; something that would turn the odds. But the only 
thing that he COULD do was taking cover behind something and wish for 
the best. 

Before he could even do anything at all, something else happened. He 
felt Cinder's tails tighten around his waist and he himself reached 
out and pulled Phoenix closer to him by her tail, making sure that 
the wayward creature would not get brained by flying debris. Both of 
the two mammals were soft and squishy and had to be protected by him; 
his unbreakable bones would withstand most blows that would otherwise 
incapacitate his team. Lucy however was hovering a meter in front of 
him, holding a position that could be judged as strong and tall had 
she not looked like she was having trouble with keeping upright in 
the first place. 

It was ironic how he was attempting to protect Cinder and Phoenix and 
succeeding, while Lucy a€"who was his second-in-command- was doing 
the same thing yet obviously failing. He did not know what she tried 
to do in such a short notice, but it would never work. She might be 
able to reflect most damage that aimed at her, but she needed time to 
do so. Time which she did not have at this moment: his own nerves had 
been replaced by superconduct ing wires, allowing the action potential 
of the axons in his brain to send electric signals many times faster 
than normally possible. That, combined with an overstimulation of his 
adrenal glands, enabled him to see the world around him to a much 
greater and detailed degree. Time essentially slowed when human 
stress got to him. He and he alone was able to act with the speed 
that was needed in this situation: a Spartan was the only person that 
could do this. 

Lucy surrounded herself with her green aura and time resumed its 
normal pace, falling back into the usual flux of action and event. He 
witnessed as the storm of rubble and dust raced towards then with a 
ferocious pace, swallowing all in its short-lived life. The only 
things that would get consumed in the aftermath of Silph CO ' s 
destruction were the two yellow houses next to it, but the problem 
was that the four of them currently WERE inside such a house. So 
basicallyaC i FUBAR. 

The shockwave of rubble reached their little house of wood and 
smashed into it with a force not very much unlike the effect that a 
landing frigate in-atmosphere had on local buildings and flora. The 
only difference between this event and a landing frigate were the 
many pieces of debris that were brought with it. And as Lucy's glow 
reached a climax, the very first bits of rubble arrived; a slab of 
metal the size of two large men standing was the immediate threat 
that they had to face right now. 

He was about to warn the psychic that there was no way that she would 
be able to stop such a large and fast-flying projectile, when a 
bright but mostly invisible field appeared and completely blocked the 



oncoming shard of metal. It didn't even reflect or remove it, it 
completely stopped it dead still. 


Once again he attempted to open his mouth to talk, but then the rest 
of the storm impacted. Lucy's reflective barrier proofed tougher than 
anything of her creation ever, as evidenced by the sheer amount of 
crap that got repulsed by it: not even giant slabs of wall or metal 
grids were capable of piercing her tremendous psychic powers. The 
devastating results of the completely collapsed building lasted only 
for a collective seven seconds, but at their position those seven 
seconds might as well have been an eternity. They were at the 
complete ground zero, where the damage was the worst. 

But Lucy endured the complete event, without ever faltering. Because 
if she faltered for even a split-second they would all get swept away 
in the tidal waves of rubble and destruction. It was the first time 
that the Gardevoir had been able to perform a teleportation with him 
that did not result in a messed up situation and he was glad for her 
interference; he would have most likely not survived that landing. 
After the violence had ended, he would thank her in a proper 
way . 

She had said that her species had an intensely close bond with their 
trainers, so the extent that they would unleash their complete and 
total powers to protect them. He had never truly believed that 
something that was telepathic could be stronger than something that 
was bulletproof or could spew fire, but he was eager to change his 
mind after witnessing Lucy's enormous capability. Only MJOLNIR armour 
was capable of withstanding such hits and yet here the Pokemon was, 
not even breaking a sweat as the tidal waves of rubble washed over 
them. Her concentration was strong and even when he felt Cinder 
hugging him tighter and Phoenix pressing herself against his hunched 
form, he wondered just how fart she would go to protect that which 
was dear to her: him. 

He had never had someone that cared about him to such a degree and it 
felta€ | surprisingly nice to know that there was someone out there 
that would willingly guard his back in an engagement. 

What kind of a Spartan would she make? 

And then the violence stopped. The house around them had been 
completely washed away by shockwave; there was absolutely nothing 
left that could have functioned as cover to them and even though the 
intermediate area was relatively undamaged, the surrounding six or so 
meters around the original Silph CO building had been 
devastated . 

Lucy's initial decision to teleport him to the base of the building 
now made that much more sense to him: she had known that Phoenix and 
Cinder were still there and she had also known that her psychic 
powers would have been enough to protect them all. He should really 
scold chastise her taking such a risk when their lives were at stake 
like that, but he should NOT really be the one to talk. His entire 
life was about taking risks for the necessary goal. So basically, 

Lucy should have done pretty well in his eyes. 

And she did. She had done better than anyone could have done at that 
point: she had saved them all from an almost certain death. Just like 
she had saved her friends when the Forerunner ship had taken off. 



sending that overwhelming shockwave to level the entirety of Fuchsia 
city . 


It seemed that they truly could not catch a break. Everytime that 
they were safe and well, something else would appear to put them in 
even greater danger. And it was escalating too: from wildlife to 
motor gangs. From organized crime to psychic Pokemon in Forerunner 
armour. Eventually it had escalated from laser-drones to weapons of 
mass destruction and now this? Chopper gun-runs in an urban city just 
to kill him when he was about to catch their leader? 

The destruction of the building was basically his faulta€|but he 
hadn't truly hurt anyone with it. The Pokemon that he had encountered 
had all been set free by him and those that he had missedaC i would 
have most likely not lived to see another day either way. So he would 
take this as a victory: something had actually gone well this time. 

No civilian casualties, no emotions or traumas and most importantly: 
the way was clear to search for the communications disk, because that 
thing had NOT been attached to Silph CO. Question number one: where 
was it? 

'_**Ma S tera€ | are you alright?'**_ A lovely voice in his mind asked 
him, further increasing the sense of victory. If Lucy's number one 
priority was his safety, he could not doubt the situation. 

Even though her priority was ALWAYS him. Outsiders might see that as 
little bit creepyaC | he did not mind though. "Affirmative." He 
verified her question and then tried to reach for his assault rifle, 
which he would need to confirm Saffron's security. 

But much to his dismay, there was nothing to grab. His duffel bags, 
PokA© balls and even grenades were still there, but his weapons were 
gone. All that was left was his plasma pistol; his assault rifle and 
shotgun were both gone. They must have gotten torn off during his 
light scaffolding with the building collapsing with him on top of 
it . 

Why? Why did he think that things were alright when they were very 
obviously NOT alright? He should really stay away from some 
sentences . 

"We got trouble." He said as he pulled out his plasma 
pistol . 

'_**Why? Lucy JUST saved us, what could possibly want to hurt us 
now? ' **_ 


"Bigger trouble than enemies." 

'_**What, is another DAMN building going to drop on our 
head? ' **_ 


"No . " 

'_**Indulge me then. What could possibly be worse than enemies 
wanting to murder us or buildings wanting to murder us? Cities 
wanting to murder us?'**_ 

"Wrong. I lost my weapons." 



Cinder stayed quiet after that initial snarky attitude, not going 
deeper into the topic. Didn't she see that this could be the worst 
possible thing to happen to him? The plasma pistol did not even look 
like a weapon in the eyes of people he could threaten with it. How 
was he supposed to communicate with people now? 

Also he could no longer simply shoot any and all trouble before it 
came to attempt murder, so there was that too. 

'_**Ma S tera€ | is this a human concept I do not understand? Your 
weaponless being is worse than creatures wanting to kill us?'**_ 

She actually got that completely right. "It is a Spartan concept 


'_**I think I see what you mean. '**_ 

But without his weapons they were powerless! It meant that he would 
have to trust completely on his team, it meant that he would be 
forced to act likeaC | likeaC i like a _normal_ person! What the hell was 
up with that ! 

"Where are Fenrir and Fluffy?" He absentmindedly said as he pondered 
the consequences of his non-lethal presence. The alien weapon that he 
had with him should be sufficient enough for the job; roughly 
four-hundred shots left, so four-hundred kills. 

'_**Fluffy is covering our backs, according to Phoenix.' **_ Cinder 
told him. 

'_**Fe nr ir is approaching our position from the south. '**_ Lucy added 
to that. Other than his missing weapons, his team had actually 
performed sublimely. He wasa€ | actually satisfied with their work. 

They had cleaned and cleared the houses around his own area of 
operation without any trouble and there were zero friendly 
casualties. Job well done. 

"Mission debriefing." He said and briefly wondered whether he should 
call Havoc in for the debriefing or not. He decided that even though 
she could easily life on the land, she would be best of in the water. 
So he would wait until they had contacted the UNSC and then they had 
all the time in the world for Havoc. Hell, if he got contact with the 
UNSC he would even brush her teeth, clean her scales and play catch 
with her. Cinder and Lucy would get all the attention they could ever 
want and he could even set Phoenix up for unlimited games with 
whoever she wanted to play with. 

And if Fenrir wanted to spar with him, that would be ok. The only 
thing that he wanted was the communication array and the largest 
amount of trouble was over; they had done it. They had actually won 
the battle for Saffron. 

'_**Might I ask what happened up there, master? '**_ Lucy asked him, 
causing him to remember that the operation had not quite been a 
success. Giovanni had gotten away, most of his command structure had 
disappeared with him and Arckson had been an undercover operative 
-that little wench. And to top it all off: a completely new and 
obviously alien enemy had appeared using teleportation. Whether the 
word 'technology' would fit behind teleportation or not remained to 
be seen. They were obviously not Pokemon; they looked too 



computer-like for that. UnlessaC i well , it COULD be a psychic electric 
combinat iona€ | or a psychic steel one. This world was messed up enough 
for something like that to happen. 

"The operation was a failure." He said, feeling frustrated that his 
team had been successful in their mission to grant him a safe and 
clear path, only for him to mess it up. A Spartan failing an 
operation would completely undermine the moral of the Marine 
CorpsaC | and probably attract the necessary fuss by ONI. How were 
these emotional little creatures going to live that down? 

Cinder cocked her head curiously. '_**How come? ' **_ 

Lucy stared at him with her strange eyes, yet did not comment at 
all. 

"Giovanni got away. I failed to gather the necessary Intel and got 
ambushed by probable non-Pokemon creatures. And guess who chose to 
stick to the wrong side?" 

i_**Th e soldier, Arckson. ' **_ 


HowaC | ? 

He turned to face her, thinking that Lucy had been withholding 
information from him. "When did you know?" 

'_**Just now. '**_ She said. '_**Your mind can betray a great many 
things . ' * *_ 

Had she been reading his mind? It was defended, how did she-? 

'_**I mean seriously. You don't know that many people out there and 
if there were two distinct sides in your eyes, it would be your own 
and Rocket's. It is obvious that you see Rocket as wrong, so someone 
surprised you today by appearing on the enemy's side. You had only 
one ally in this fight besides us and that was her. ' **_ 

WellaCi apart from the excellent reasoning behind that deduction, he 
still felt a bit violated. Was he so blatantly obvious or had the 
psychic simply cracked her way into his mind? Between all the pain 
and confusion that was already pelting his head, a mental attack 
would be hard to notice. 

It was also curious that his team did not react at all to the fact 
that he had failed, yet jumped at the mention of non-Pokemon 
creatures. They started talking amongst each other, completely 
oblivious to the fact that he could not understand them. In the two 
minutes that he ceased to exist, Fenrir approached their position 
from the south as Lucy had told him. Or had it been Cinder? He 
couldn't remember. Eventually the two psychic ladies noticed him 
again . 

'_**It is alright master. The Bad Human will return and when he does, 
we will be waiting for him.'**_ 

Curious how the Gardevoir no longer tried to tell him that it was 
acceptable to make mistakes, but instead started to talk more like he 
wanted to hear. Was she already accepting his military presence or 
was it her peeking into his mind again? 



'_**Until then, we need to stick close. With our entire team. ' **_ 
Cinder added that strange little remark. What was so important about 
the group sticking close together? That way they would be easy to 
pick off by snipers or grenadiers. 

Now that everyone was there except for Fluffy, who was still 
'covering their backs' or whatever he was doing, he would make his 
final move. It was time to finish the fight and activate the 
communications arrayaC i wherever that thing actually was. 

"We should move." He said and got to his feet, the plasma pistol 
strapped to his thigh. "Only one more enemy to face." After all the 
things that Rocket had thrown at himaCiall the violence and chaos 
that had been going on, to be determined by the best shooter or best 
fighter, there was one enemy that he did not desire to 
meet . 

Therefor he wanted to meet that enemy ASAP. 

Sabrina the psychic. 

'_**Mastera€ | there is something you should know. ' **_ Said his 
Gardevoir as she got to hera€ i got upright. 

"What?" 

Cinder also jumped to attention, keeping a VERY close eye on her 
psychic friend. 

'_**Sabrin a has a PokemonaC | his name is Alakazam . ' * *_ 

And his pre-evolution would be abracadabra, right? 

'_**Lucy! Now is not the time!'**_ Cinder called out in distress, 
sounding a little bit too desperate to his tastes. Because if he 
could determine that she was desperate, that particular emotion would 
be so extremely prominent that the cause almost HAD to be planetary 
annihilation from above. So what could possibly cause her to despair 
like that? 

' * *Cinder please. We are stronger than we had been at that moment. 

We can do this.'**_ 

'_**How can you say that! We don't even know what that thing is 
capable of!'**_ 

What were they talking about? 

'_**That AlakazamaC | contacted us once, ' **_ Lucy then continued. 
Phoenix alternated between gawking surprised at Cinder and gawking 
surprised at the Psychic-type. The two were obviously talking to the 
entire group with their minds, seeing as even Fenrir reacted to that 
particular statement. '_**When he dida€ ! he left a message before 
disappearing. He saida€|he told us that if when we faced Sabrina, our 
trainer would p-perish . ' * *_ 

She sounded so nonchalantly when she said thataC i yet the momentary 
falter at the end of her sentence betrayed her actual feelings. She 
was stressedaC | or at least uncertain of the future. But why hadn't 



she told him this sooner? It meant many things and he could have 
altered his battle plan! It meant that the creature she talked about 
had been capable of seeking contact with his own Pokemon at any time. 
He should have known about that in order to repel such a surprise 
attack ! 

"You should have told me." He said sternly and stepped closer to the 
Gardevoir, making sure that his close proximity would intimidate the 
creature. She was roughly human-sized: standing somewhere around five 
to six feet high. By all rights, she SHOULD be intimidated by his 
closeness and size a€"yet she did not show that she was intimidated 
in any way. There were too many unknowns to determine why that 
was . 

In contrast to what he wanted her to do, she smiled and stared at him 
with her large eyes. There wasn't any kindness in there, just a 
certain playfulness anda€|well, something else too. '_**0h 
mastera€ | do you honestly think that such a message would be listened 
to by you? He brought it like a prophecya€ | you ignore those. '**_ 

He frowned at grabbed her arm to shake her out of that gloating 
attitude of hers. "I don't care for his predictions. He could have 
jumped in-between the team, murdered two of you and disappeared 
before I would even know that he was there. You endangered us 
all." 

Her eyes grew wide and her pupils shrank in shock as he grabbed her 
so roughly, obviously being taken aback by his actions. '_**That is 
not true! He would not do that! '**_ 

"And why not?" 

'_**Som eone like him wants to be there when the enemy comes. He is 
patient and will wait for us to come to him.'**_ 

A psychic with a killing-intent being too arrogant to approach the 
enemy in direct combat? Lucy was starting to reminiscent that 
tooa€| "Have we gotten a bit too close to the enemy?" 

Then she frowned in anger and a sudden shock jolted his arm, forcing 
him to let go and step back. Perhaps angering an emot ionally-unstable 
creature that could and would kill with her mind had been a bad 
idea . 

'_**Don't patronize me, human! You leave discerning the unknown to me 
and stick to what you know instead of what you don't. '**_ 

He frowned, not particularly fond of the girl's sudden attitude and 
sharpness. He didn't like being called 'human' like that by a 
companion that literally saw him as her master. Lucy was getting more 
compromised by the seconda€ | or had he overstepped a line? It was 
always so hard to work with her. 

"Your actions could have cost lives, Lucy. Start thinking. In the 
meantime, stick close." 

With those words he turned around and headed northwards, where the 
rest of the town lay waiting for him. He had spotted a building 
reminiscent of a Gym when he had been running gleefully down the 
hallways of Silph CO. 



He didn't want Lucy to get to him like that, but she already had. She 
was starting to fall out of his control and if he didn't watch out, 
he would soon be forced to face TWO world-breaking psychics instead 
of one. And it was partially his fault, too. He had forced the 
members of his team to kill and maima€ | and while both Cinder and 
Fenrir had adopted those actions without it getting to their minds, 
Lucy had not been as lucky. Perhaps it was the mental bond that she 
shared with him? That she was feeling so much for him that it was 
hurting her own rationality? There was no way of knowing with 
emotional peopleaC i 

He stopped dead in his tracks and felt Cinder bump into him. '_**what 
the-'**_ She started, but he raised his fist and ordered his team to 
shut up and get down in doing so. There was something there, standing 
in the dust waiting for him. It had a rough humanoid shape, but he 
had thought as much plenty of times before and it would always be a 
freak of nature that came to face him instead. Unless humans were the 
freaks of nature hereaC | anyway , hostile movement ahead. 

He could see that there was more than one silhouette now that he 
could focus. There were actually five of them; of which there were 
four humanoid and one to fat to be human. What did this mean? Was 
Sabrina going to fight him using Pokemon? Her mistake. He would 
simply shoot her in her face and keep moving; he didn't have time to 
play around with psychics. 

He was already playing around too much with Lucy. 

The lead figure waved an arm through the air; a gesture reminiscent 
of his own psychic's. Then the heavy dust clouds seemingly split 
apart and disappeared, as if the individual particles that kept them 
together were torn from the sky. 

And he could see what who were standing in front of him, facing him 
as if they were eager to achieve their own passing. 

His hand unconsciously traveled to his side-arm as he stared directly 
into the eyes of the woman that was standing in front of him, her 
cold and calculating eyes reminding him of his own. He had never seen 
a psychic human before, neither had he fought such enemies in 
general. This fight would not just be determined by sheer brute force 
alone, that much was certain. You didn't beat a brute in strength, or 
grunts with numbers. The sole reason of her being here, all on her 
own to stop _him_ was a testimony to how skilled the Rockets thought 
her to be. 

He was eager to put that to the test alright, but that line of 
thinking could be dangerous. In this fight, whoever struck first 
would be victorious. 

There were four Pokemon standing behind her: one looked like an 
unintelligent shaved bear, with purple skin and round eyes. A very 
large, blue shell was attached to its taila€ ! probably for smashing 
enemies. The three other creatures were yellow-brownish, with vague 
humanoid features and mean-looking faces. Two of them had moustaches, 
the other one had a pendulum. 

There was no doubt about it: these were psychic Pokemon. Would Lucy 
be strong enough to withstand the combined effort of five psychics in 



an all-out battle? He was about to find out. But first he had a few 
things to testa€ i know your enemy and such. 


"Sabrina." He stated. It was not a question to her. 

Silence. The woman did not respond to him calling her out, but her 
team stirred alright. His voice seemed to cause two of the humanoids 
to shiver with discomfort. The pendulum-wearer and the one with the 
thick, fluffy tail and a spoon in his hand both frowned after he 
spoke, while the shaved bear simply continued to gawk at him. 

The largest one with his two spoons narrowed his eyes and stayed 
still a€"and he could swear that the nasty-looking thing had a smile 
on its angular face. 

Curious what the voice of a Spartan could do; that one part of him 
that was underdeveloped and rarely used. Wella€| apart from social 
interaction, manners and apparently humanity. But those could not be 
used against Sabrina safe for asking the woman on a datea€ | and he 
would sooner date Cinder and Lucy simultaneously than date any human 
female . 

Sabrina's eyes ran up and down his body, scanning every single detail 
with professional expertise. Eventually her eyes rested on the weapon 
on his leg before gliding upwards to his chest, taking in the damages 
in his undersuit before she eventually looked him in his eyes 
againaC i 

a€ | and the corners of her mouth curled upwards slightly. The rest of 
her face went unchanged, making it look more like she was trying to 
show him that her mouth could change. It was cold humor, the 
satisfaction that a creature could take when it was about to maim or 
hurt another creature. A very cold and minor smile compared to 
Brutes, when a latter one realized that it could eat his head. 

Too bad MJOLNIR tended to break their teeth. Perhaps he could break 
her smile instead? A punch to the jaw should do that. 

The woman did not do anything else; no gesture, sound or even change 
in her body. Yet a stab of pain entered the front of his mind and at 
the same time, her Pokemon attacked. 

~ 0 ~ 

The air was thick with latent psychic energy and the Alakazam was not 
even the main cause of that. The four psychic Pokemon were a huge 
threat to her and her friends and if Math didn't take action soon, a 
conflict would be inevitable. 

And then it happened. Without an explanation of any sort, Sabrina 
extended her mind by using her own rudimentary and crude powers to 
keep them stable and by doing so, attacked her trainer. The attack 
was vicious and brutal; aimed to inflect pain by overstimulating the 
brain rather than attacking the mind directly. Sabrina could not kill 
her master without breaching his defenses and then killing his mind 
a€"and by extent, his brain- but she could batter his mind with all 
of her might with the intention of harming him. That alone was 
incentive for the human mind to think that it was under attack and 
take measures, resulting in stimulation of certain sectors of the 
brain which in turn added to the pain. 



Crude but effective. She liked it a€"had it not been aimed at her 
loved one. The only possible way that could be forgotten was by 
tearing the offender limb from limb. 

And she would do so gladly: she was already extending her own mind in 
return to incapacitate the human while she was busy with relentlessly 
attacking Math, but before her own superior mind could inflect any 
damage on that puny humanA's, the Alakazam joined thoughts with his 
trainer and blocked her out. Nasty little bastard. 

In the span of a second, Sabrina had attempted to torture the 
soldier, whereupon she had attempted to force her to her 
kneesaC | before Alakazam had supported the Gym Leader with his own 
mind. Then the Psychic Pokemon had retaliated with another 
particularly piece of work: he send a multitude of mixed sensations 
and emotions, knowing that those could be picked up and even 
intensified by her own powers. 

The mental images that were send into her head unhindered by her 
awesome defenses were a collection of disgusting crimes and brutal 
murders, feelings of being raped and tortured and even the 
manipulation of senses. Seeing as she dealt with emotions at a daily 
basis as a Gardevoir, they were not blocked out by the powerful 
attributes of her mind. As such, the Alakazam was able to directly 
incapacitate her with her own strong-suite. Clever little 
bastardaC | had she truly been unprepared, she would have been defeated 
by him that instant. 

But her bond was her master ran deeper than any other Psychic could 
ever comprehend. His mind had helped hera€ | nurtured her in a way. The 
brutal atrocities that he had committed and the sheer violence that 
she had seen were enough to prepare her for the implications of a 
tight bond with Math. And such a tight bond she had gotten: the dark 
seeping shadows and corruption that permeated his head were way more 
intense and exhilarating than that filthy Alakazam could ever cook up 
with his own incompetent mind. 

The feelings of rapeaC | the consequences of murder and tortureaC | they 
were nothing compared to the feelings that her master harbored and 
hid so carefully from his world. Math exhilarated and shocked her 
time and time again and in that, had strengthened her to a point that 
no other psychic could do. 

She smiled at Sabrina's most powerful partner and cloaked herself 
with her own aura, knowing for sure that she wanted to end this 
battle with the most gruesome and violent manners. Sabrina could be 
taken by her masteraC | she wanted to tear Alakazam apart instead. His 
mind would not do; she wanted him to experience the pain of bodily 
trauma to the point that he will regret ever threatening her master 
like that. 

The little voice in the back of her mind that screamed for her to 
stop could not bother her now. She had work to do. Behind her, both 
Fenrir and Cinder charged forwards and the screaming sounds of Fluffy 
the beautiful child echoed between the remaining buildings, his cries 
of violence sounding like music to her ears. Little Phoenix stuck 
close to her trainer, guarding him from any mean actions that the 
psychics could cook up. 



As Cinder smashed into the fat Water-type called Slowbro and Fenrir 
engaged the nasty feeling Hypno, she focused on her own prey. That 
Alakazam would fall to her hands. 

"**Sabrina will enjoy breaking the mind of your trainer apart!"** The 
old Pokemon laughed and send a dozen of rocks torn straight from the 
ruins of the Bad Human's Den towards her, increasing their speed many 
times that of a projectile tossed by a Rock-type. 

She threw up a reflective barrier that was a mere twenty inches wide, 
while at the same time turning sideways to present the smallest 
possible target to that despicable creature. Four rocks smashed into 
her shield and were pulverized to pieces by the sudden stop and the 
remainder missed her. "**And I will enjoy breaking into youa€ | " **He 
then grinned with a perverted smile before gesturing at the Hypno, 
which was currently busy with fending Fluffy off. "**And I do not 
think I am the only one who wishes to do so."** 

She did not blush at that remark, neither did she feel shame or 
embarrassment. The only thing she felt was the cold sensation of 
hatred and the bitter taste of disgust. The intentions of both of the 
Male psychics had been very clear the moment that Alakazam had send 
her those f eelingsaC | they came from somewhere. 

But she could do the same thing as that; while the pesky little 
Kadabra attempted to breach her mind with his own inferior mind, she 
cooked up the same message that had been send to her and added her 
own mix to it. All of the feelings she had felt the past days would 
now finally serve their purpose as a weapon: keeping Alakazam' s mind 
busy with a collection of anger, sorrow and pure hatred as she 
blocked the many extended tendrils of Kadabra ' s attempted attack. 

As she thought: such a wise and intelligent thing as Alakazam could 
not help but ponder the meaning of her emotions and while he did, she 
had her opening. 

She pushed Kadabra back with a forceful push of her telekinetic 
powers, moving the air in front of him against him instead of wasting 
energy with battering his psychic defenses down. By the time her 
allies ha efficiently engaged the enemy. Math had also exploded into 
action. He had to be fighting the many attacks of Sabrina's 
well-developed mental prowess a€"for a human at least- with his own 
strange way of defending. He did not know how to attack or even block 
a mental attack; she had never taught him so. But his mind was so 
much sharpera€ | more advanced and way more fluid than any human mind 
could possibly be. This was a game between him and Sabrina, where he 
had three pieces and the woman had nine. But for every move that 
Sabrina could make, her own master could make two. 

As such they were evenly matched. But he could not slack off there; 
Kadabra had shifted his attention from her to him and was busy 
attacking him with a collection of rapidly-fire projectiles. It 
seemed that a€"while he lacked the necessary punch behind his psychic 
attacks- the Kadabra was still very capable of using his telekinetic 
powers to great effect. 

An odd but effective way to train a creature like that. 


But she could not assist her master; she had to fend off the most 
powerful psychic Pokemon that Sabrina had to offer. Slowbro was 



fighting Cinder, Hypno was fighting Fenrir and Fluffy and from behind 
all that chaos and violence, the doors of the gym opened and revealed 
two humans ready to assist their mistress. 

Hypno received reinforcements in the form of another Hypno and two 
Drowzee, while Slowbro got reinforced by another Kadabra. 

All of them were inferior to Sabrina's Pokemon, but competent enough 
to force them all on the defense. To top it all off, Alakazam was 
stronger than all of them combined. Wella€iall of Sabrina's Pokemon 
combined then. For that, he deserved a threat all for himself. 

"**It seems that you do not need your limbs in order to move. Let's 
amputate those useless appendages then, shall we? All five of 
them?"** 

Alakazam' s mind betrayed his feelings to her; even though he tried to 
hide them behind thick walls of mental defenses and pure 
concentration, she was still able to feel what he felt. 

And she liked what she felt. It seemed that the wise and eager 
creature was getting mad by her retort. Time to add another layer on 
top of the dirt on his grave. "**But do not worry about your 
mistressaC | my master has no interest in humans. He will just murder 
them and move on. How would you like her corpse? With additional 
holes or simply broken?"** 

Alakazam roared with outrage as he unleashed a powerful psychic 
attack on her, intent on destroying her body with the sheer power 
that went behind his special attack. She frowned with exertion as she 
used a majority of the energy in the air to form a shield to help 
resist the power, while at the same time using her own bodily created 
psychic energy to block the Alakazam' s attack. 

The two strikes collided in the middle of the battlefield with enough 
force to send both Fenrir and Cinder tumbling backwards. The bulky 
Nidoking was still capable of holding his own against overwhelming 
waves of the explosive Psychic collision, but the Ninetales was less 
lucky. She lost her footing on the ground and was about to be blown 
clear off the ground the a purple claw latched itself around one of 
her hindpaws, keeping her close to the ground and preventing her from 
going sailing off. 

She could not have anyone but herself playing games with her 
teammates and increased the power behind her attack, focusing on what 
would happen to Math and his friends when she lost. This was one 
battle she could NOT afford to lose. For herself and for her master, 
she would win this. 

The Alakazam launched two quick bolts of energy in quick succession, 
one of which she dodged. She other one got repulsed with a gesture of 
her hand, converted into usable energy an send back at the yellow 
psychic . 

He was forced to crash a nearby wall in-between them to absorb the 
damage, before he send the resulting pieces of shrapnel racing 
towards her. She saw those things coming and once again, her mind 
proved to be a peculiar thing. The world turned grey and tranquil 
again and the pieces of shrapnel slowed down dramatically. She 
spotted her master rolling over the ground before pulling out a 



knife, still moving at a normal pace despite the odd slow-motion 
effects of the world around her. That meant that he was moving at an 
impossibly fast pace himself... as evidenced by the seven large pieces 
of wood that were flung at him by Kadabra, all of which were sliced 
away or deflected by his knife. 

She took heart in the fact that her trainer was still up and fighting 
and ignored the insanity that was her new existence now. The slowing 
of her surroundings was actually pretty damn useful to her now, as 
she had the time to perfectly focus on the pieces of shrapnel and 
pluck them out of the air, as the Alakazam was no longer controlling 
them anymore. 

As soon as she had grasped all of them, she inverted her powers and 
send them back straight at their sender. 

The enemy psychic teleported away and offered her a brief opportunity 
to strike at the enemy. Math was still not using his weapon as three 
psychics and Sabrina were focusing on him, with the two Drowzees 
actively trying to harm him. 

Those disgusting figures infuriated her and she knew what to do. She 
formed a fist with her hand and waved it through the air, executing a 
complicated pattern that she had not done before during a conflict. 
With it, she placed a curse on one of them that would activate during 
the battle. 

The Alakazam appeared again and used both of his spoons to propel a 
mighty Psychic attack towards her, intent on completely destroying 
her defenses. She could not simply defend against such overwhelming 
force, so she would have to compromise. And as her master finally 
fired his weapon at Sabrina, she used that distraction on the enemy's 
part to yank one Drowzee away from its position and replace it with 
her own body, effectively switching the two of them. 

Alakazam' s attack struck that Drowzee and knocked it out, but at the 
same time Cinder received a painful slap to her face and then a 
tail-swipe to her chest as the Slowbro cheated and averted its name 
with a sudden burst of speed a€"all while keeping that same dumb 
expression on its stupid face. 

Fenrir was having major troubles in hitting the Hypno; for every hit 
he did not land, the pendulum-wearing monster scored two on him. A 
poison-type like him would not last longaC i and a fire-type like 
Cinder could not remain in the fight after receiving a major blast of 
water to the face. The odds needed to be changedaC i and very quickly 
too . 

But she could not help her team, as both the Alakazam and one Kadabra 
refocused their efforts on breaking into her mind. She could not help 
anyone but herself, lost in a raging sea of mental warfare. And the 
cursed Drowzee had noticed Phoenix! 

He was going after her and nobody could see that! Math was fighting a 
Hypno, a Kadabra and Sabrina all with his mind and all on his own. 
Cinder and Fenrir were facing superior-typed enemies and Fluffy had 
somehow managed to get jumped by two Ghost-type utilizing trainers, 
who had both send out a Haunter and two Ghastly, causing the rapid 
flyer to get attacked by a total of six Ghost Pokemon. Where did 
those guys even come from? Were they all working with Sabrina? 



She was helpless to watch in despair as the grinning Drowzee stepped 
closer to the helpless little Phoenix, who wasn't even seeing the 
threat as she was too busy with staring with her own horror at her 
beloved friend. Damnit ! How could this have happened, how could they 
have overseen the possibility of reinforcements? And what was Math 
doing! Why couldn't he help them, what was he- 

The ground suddenly trembled so violently that it nearly send her 
crashing into the ground. Again. Virtually all the Pokemon that 
utilized legs to stand fell on the floor, except for the Alakazam as 
he suspended his body in the air with his powers. What was going on? 
Had another building collapsed? 

A shadow unexpectedly loomed over her and the Hypno and Kadabra that 
had been harassing her master up to a few seconds ago abruptly 
stopped their actions and turned to gawk at something behind 
her. 

She did not need to turn around to understand what was standing 
behind her; the tranquil fury and disapproval that was basically 
attacking the minds of everyone was enough of a hint for her to get 
that she had gotten her own reinforcements. The intimidating shadow 
that covered half of Saffron spoke volumes over the identity of the 
newcomer and she wasted no time in using the new distraction to 
realize strike one of the attacking Ghost-types with two well-timed 
Confusion attacks, causing its mind to shrink away and 
collapse . 

"**What is this abomination?"** The Alakazam breathed and aimed his 
arms at the lovable shape of Havoc the Gyarados, but she did not let 
him. She jerked with her left arm and summoned dozens of razor-sharp 
blades, vaguely recalling the plantlike structure that she had once 
called forth. 

The magical leaves twirled around for a mere second before she send 
all of them at the Alakazam, forcing him to call a Light screen to 
protect himself. 

That action bought Havoc the time she needed to attack the 
battlefield, raging over it like a great storm. Her enormous body was 
tough and well-armoured and a€"for a change that served them well- 
perfectly suited to a life outside of the water, of only for a short 
while . 

Her enormous tail swept over the streets and most of the suddenly 
outgunned Psychics managed to get out of the way, except for one 
unfortunate Hypno that was nearly crushed to death as a result. It 
could consider itself VERY fortunate for Havoc's poorly divided 
attention; otherwise it would have been grinded to pulp between her 
heavy scales and the floor. 

Now it was only squirming around with many broken bones and internal 
damage . Funny . 

She didn't bother to finish it off and instead redoubled her effort 
to make Alakazam pay. "**Corpse, meet Havoc."** 

"**Your arrogance is foolish young one! You cannot win this!"** 



She crossed her arms in anger and a meager sideways tic of her head 
served as such a powerful conduit for her powers that she actually 
tore a huge slab of concrete of the ground, before she ground it up 
in four separate pieces that started to circle around her. At the 
same time. Math finished his dodging game of dodge the deadly knives 
and jumped off the top of a two/story building, landing and rolling 
behind her before he came to a crouching stop, one arm to the ground 
and the other one in the air to balance him. His body might have been 
positioned like in a crouch, but she knew that he was ready for 
action . 

And the timing couldn't be better. 

"**I alone not. But my master will win thisa€|he always wins."** She 
boasted, knowing that the psychic would be unnerved by her undying 
loyalty to her trainer. "**He has faced monsters and demons and 
destruction of untold magnitude. For him, this is just another 
day . " * * 

"**Death is always just another day."** 

His predictions were starting to get on her nerves. And as her master 
jumped up to finally take the fight to Sabrina, she decided that 
enough was enough. 

The Drowzee that had been stepping closer to Phoenix was frozen to 
the ground as he faced the full brunt of Havoc's wrath. 

And boy did that present her with a lack of show. The Gyarados merely 
bashed her head towards the ground, instantly slamming the Pokemon 
into a nearby piece of rubble that she could actually hear its bones 
break. Such a satisfying enda€ | but so little spectacle. Where was the 
rage and destruction that Havoc's name implied? 

And then the Alakazam attacked again and the battle was 
joined. 

~ 0 ~ 

His addition of Havoc to the fight was a very good one. Even though a 
Pelican was grounded, it did not neccesarily have to mean that it 
could not fire its main cannon at the approaching enemies. And even 
though the Warthog he was driving was flying through the air with the 
greatest of ease, the gunner could still fire at its enemies. 

The point was tha a giant sea-serpent like Havoc could still grant 
some impressive possibilities in a fight like that, even though she 
was a Water-type and the fight was on the land. 

Hell, she had proven effective in the air thus far. He might as well 

use her as best as he could. 

But the decision to call that particular Pokemon forth had not been 
made easy. His mind was under the relentless barrage of at least 
three psychicsa€"two actually, as one had nearly been turned to a red 

smear on the ground by the large tail. So that left a psychic Pokemon 

and a very mean-spirited psychic human, whose attacks were still less 
powerful than her animalistic counterpart. It wasn't that they were 
actually putting him to danger; hell. Cinder and Lucy had caused more 
pain and problems with their minds on accident than these people 



could do intentional. But the problem lay in his on incompetence: he 
had NO idea how to block a mental attack safe for the usual thing he 
did when blocking out pain: concentrate on something else and depend 
on sheer willpower and discipline to get through. 

And there was no shortage of discipline, that was for sure. But in 
the continues attacks on the walls around his mind, something else 
was causing a nasty side-effect. He could not concentrate as well on 
what was going on around him and that annoying presence in the base 
of his skull that consistently ordered him to destroy and kill was 
making it even harder to think. The results of whatever smart-assed 
evolutionary process of his body without drugs to assist to suppress 
it were all too apparent right now. His focus was continuously 
wavering and his concentration on the banishing of the attacks was 
getting harder and harder to actually pull off. 

It was like the presence of two annoying mosquitoes at a point where 
he critically needed sleep. Making a hard thing to do even 
harder . 

And as he landed behind Lucy to avoid the continuous fire that he was 
receiving from his enemies, he spotted an opening which he 
took . 

There were plenty of enemies out there: the large psychic that was 
being faced by Lucy, the pendulum-wearer that was engaged by Fenrir, 
the shaved bear that was engaged by Cinder and Sabrina herself. That 
left two smaller psychics to take care of, one of which was focusing 
on attacking Lucy. And that was where his opening lay: in the one 
careless Pokemon. 

He didn't want to waste his ammo on those creatures, but right now he 
had no choice. He had shot one of the reinforcing trainers in his 
face and his other shot had been blocked by some psychic field, 
preventing him from murdering Sabrina with some boiling plasma to the 
face . 

But he took this opening and he did so gladly. He fired the plasma 
pistol and then speeded after it, knowing what would happen. And as 
the pokemon created different fields in an attempt to stop the 
projectile of death, he came crashing through those psychic attempts 
to block him out and sent the Pokemon tumbling backwards with 
particularly beefed up punch. Because he hadn't aimed at a quick jab 
this time; he had delivered the classic movie punch where he held his 
fist back as far as he could during his movement, before slamming it 
into the face of his enemy with more energy than was technically 
needed. He felt the resistance shatter underneath his fist before it 
increased dramatically. Something was interfering with his attack, 
but it was far too late for that now. Even with that additional 
protection, his enemy was not safe. The not-so-gloved fist impacted 
with that resistance on the head of his foe and sent him flying. 

But that pokemon was not dead a€"yet . He couldn't control the need to 
kill any longer and raised his plasma pistol in an attempt to finish 
that fight. Someone had thrown up a rather strong field between him 
and the Pokemon, but that field would not block plasma if it had not 
blocked his fist. 

Just when he was about to squeeze the trigger, a red light appeared 
and recalled the Psychic-type. Sabrina was still standing there, her 



body completely calm and her facer as emotionless at possible a€"at 
least to him, he was sure that Lucy would be able to feel a great 
many things from her. The reason why she worked with team Rocket, for 
example. Because right now he seriously doubted whether she truly 
wanted to be a part in all of this or nota€ | it was a strange feeling, 
but he knew that there was something else going on here. 

And the nasty-looking thing that Gardevoir was fighting had to be the 
Alakazam, the bastard that had disturbed her with his so-called 
prophecy. That was a lame move and it would pay for that. Soa€ | it was 
time to switch things up. 

"Lucy, breach target Sierra." He said and jumped past the female 
Pokemon, hoping that she would understand his order without too much 
of a delay. He spotted Cinder narrowly avoiding a Water-type move and 
decided that she and Fenrir too needed to switch. "Fenrir, Cinder, 
shift targets. Gain the Type advantage!" 

Whereas the two that were fighting Sabrina's Pokemon followed his 
orders without hesitation, Lucy proved to be a little more difficult 
to listen to him. '_**Master, you can't seriously hope to match that 
disgraceful creature! Allow me to-' **_ 

But he did not allow her to finish. "I gave you an order!" He snapped 
and this time, the Gardevoir obeyed him. She nodded once with a sharp 
gesture and then disappeared, moving to engage Sabrina and leaving 
him to fend off the larger Pokemon. 

The spoon-wearing mongrel lashed out with his mind and at the same 
time, launched several large stones at him with its telekinetic 
abilities. But after having just fended off both Sabrina and her 
Pokemon, he was perfectly able to shrug that mental slug off and 
continue with his movements. Those launched rocks were too easy for 
him to dodge with his reflexes and even though the constant evasive 
maneuvers that he had been forced to undertake prevented him from 
actually dealing much damage, he still felt like he was doing 
something useful. Because between him and the rest of his team, he 
would be the one who could absorb the most damage both physically and 
mentally. His mind had proven not very susceptible to the enemy 
attacks, who in turn were very susceptible to physical attacks from 
his team. Fluffy was fighting and entire squad of Ghosts while Havoc 
was attracting as much attention as he was. 

Fenrir and Cinder had finally switched their targets and while the 
lean vixen was now jumping back and forth between the pendulum-wearer 
and Fenrir, the Nidoking was beating the living daylights out of the 
shaved bear. It was funny how a creature that could prove superior 
with two types a€"as both Water and Psychic beat Fenrir 's types- 
could still get its ass handed to it to such a degree. Fenrir 's 
brutal strength proved too much to handle for that dumb-looking pink 
bastard, as an especially powerful swipe with a clawed hand send it 
crashing to the ground with a few meters distance to spare. The 
Nidoking uttered a victorious scream and then turned to face the 
spoon duel-wielding hostile. 

That particular psychic focused on Fenrir for a few seconds and 
attacked it with a visible beam of light, appearing like a collection 
of rainbow-coloured rings that were fired with considerable 
speed . 



The Poison-type had no time to avoid those attacks and got blasted 
off his feet, the super-effective move probably taking a big chunk 
out of its health. 

It was as expected, but the Nidoking's defeat still put a large dent 
in his attack plan. He would have to improvise nowa€ | luckily the 
creature had managed to take out its enemy before he got defeated by 
that ridiculously powerful psychic Pokemon. Lucy was right; that guy 
was no pushover. 

Speaking of pushovers. Cinder doused her own enemy with a good 
collection of searing flames and put that one down as well. The 
pendulum seemed not powerful enough to withstand flames, it seemed. 
Good . 

That left Sabrina, two psychic pokemon with moustaches and spoons and 
that ghost division. Time to take action and save Fluffy's butt: even 
though the reptile's vicious bites spelled lots of pain for the 
attacking Pokemon a€"who seemed to be unable to actually dodge the 
teeth- their attacks were still draining the flyer's energy faster 
than he could attack them. 

He recalled the Nidoking back to his PokA© ball before the fallen 
monster could take any more damage and then turned to face Havoc, 
whom he had released a while back with the sole intention of leveling 
the playing field. "Havoc, go reinforce Fluffy! Now!" 

The large serpent didn't waste any time with his orders and 
immediately headed towards Aerodactyl a€"a hard thing to do, seeing 
as she was essentially a very large snake that could not maneuver on 
the land without breaking everything around her. 

Now he only had the large yellow bastard to take care of. Lucy was 
effectively engaging both Sabrina and her second Pokemon, while both 
Cinder and Phoenix were intent on joining Havoc with her journey to 
the hostile Ghost-types. 

His mind hurt and his body was sore from the amount of punishment he 
had received, but this battle was driving all fog and doubt from his 
mind and left him with a tranquility that spelled victory for a 
Spartan. He only had to defeat the powerful psychic in front of him 
and then he would be safe from any and all other attempts to break 
his mind. 

The two spoons in the hands of the creature bent forwards and he 
immediately felt another attack commence on his brain. The psychic 
waves that the Pokemon executed in order to harm him were impressive, 
but insufficient. His mind was too focuses and his discipline was too 
great; it was extremely hard to do but still probable. He pushed the 
discomfort of the relentless and painful barrage to the side as if 
the swept the arms of a physical attacker away and then retaliated 
with an attack of his own, trying to grasp the link between him and 
the creature he was trying to murder. 

Memories surged into his mind as the link fluctuated and revealed 
weaknesses in both of their minds; memories of Covenant Destroyers 
making quick work of UNSC ships, memories of Hunters tearing through 
marine squads and finally a memory of him tearing the head off of an 
Elite in a particularly aggressive mood. These were nothing new to 
him, but the violent memories seemed sufficient to destabilize the 



Pokemon. A distanced moan echoed through his mind and he was aware of 
the implications that the memories held for his foe. And these 
weren't even his most brutal memoriesa€ | but interesting weapons 
nonetheless . 

He pressed the assault and managed to push the PokAOmon's mind back 
to such an extent that he could maneuver his body properly, finally 
getting on the offensive again. 

And just when he was about to engage the creature in close combat, 
both Sabrina and Lucy teleported in the middle of their fighting 
grounds, accompanied by that smaller psychic. 

He didn't hesitate for a second and ordered Lucy to attack the most 
dangerous Psychic, choosing to attack Sabrina instead. 

He spotted his Gardevoir tackling her enemy to the ground after his 
order, completely ignoring the fact that she could kill with her 
mind . 

But on the other hand; Sabrina attacked his mind again and proved 
that he and Lucy might as well have swapped their individual tasks at 
the beginning of the conflict. He was growing tired of this silly 
game of cat-and-mouse however and chose to end it as quickly as 
possible. He threw his knife at the nearest hostile a€"which just 
happened to be the Psychic Pokemon with the thick tail- and gored it 
in its leg, sending it crashing to the ground. The rest of his team 
dispatched of the Ghost squad at the same time, and soon he found 
himself engaged in a staring contest with the raven-haired woman and 
her dead stare while his team surrounded him. 

Lucy was still fighting her own enemy, utilizing the techniques he 
had taught her days ago to gain an advantage over the physically 
frail opponent. They were equally matched in their psychic prowess, 
but he and Sabrina were also equally matcheda€ | that left them in a 
particularly awkward position. Oh wella€| 

He lowered the wall in his mind to allow Sabrina access to a small 
portion of his mind, which she gratefully took to force her way in. 
Once he had crammed the most powerful extension of her malicious and 
hateful mental probe inside his own mind, he shut the doors and 
trapped it in there. 

Lucy was gaining the upper hand in her fight, while the rest of her 
friends encouraged her to win. 

As soon as he had trapped what was essentially Sabrina's forceful 
personality and cold, calculating demeanor inside of his own head, he 
shut out all other signals and focused on the essence of his enemy's 
mind. Once there, he directed the tactical and overly-aggressive 
portions of his own mind to annihilate that. Now that he had 
separated the prowess of his eager foe, the entire battle could be 
described by a battle between Brutes and UNSC marines. 

The band of Brutes, six of them, was now essentially trapped in a 
jungle. That jungle was rigged with all kinds of traps that served 
their purpose in preventing them from falling back. Then, the Marine 
attacked a€"symbolizing the tactical portion of his mind. They waged 
guerilla warfare with the Covenant warriors and specialized in 
Hit-and-Run attacks, essentially distracting the brutes before the 



Secret-Spartans could strike. 


And that was where the troubled, drug-craving section of his mind 
came into view. Sabrina's power was tremendous for a human, sure. But 
once she was separated, she was unable to hurt him. Twelve brutes 
were a pain in the ass. Six were prey. And as the Spartans engaged 
the Covenant party with superior firepower and overwhelming tenacity, 
the psychic's malevolent mind was overwhelmed by his sheer aggression 
and hatred. 

Sabrina screamed with agony as half of her mind was destroyed and she 
fell to her knees, clutching her head as a single droplet of blood 
fell from her nose. Just in time too; Lucy was just about done with 
her little fight with the larger psychic, ending the fight by 
latching one arm onto his neck after having spent considerable time 
pounding his fields down. Her fingers duck painfully into his neck 
and probably either nerves or blood vessels. Whatever worked best for 
her . 

He had beaten the psychic warrior after all. After everything he had 
heard about hera€|all the problems she had put him throughaC | she had 
met her inevitable end at his hands. And as he gazed at her broken 
form, lying on the ground with her hands pressed against her head, he 
felt that it would be better to leave her be. She was no more threat 
now; he had effectively ended her. 

"Lucy. Stand down." He told his second-in-command, who was still 
torturing the psychic Pokemon with her hand in his neck. 

'_**Just let me finish this master. For good measure a€"he deserved 
it . ' **_ 

Did he now? He had no idea what that creature had done, but he 
himself had done plenty of gruesome and terrible thingsa€|all for the 
sake of mankind. He was the last person to judge a creature for 
acting on instincts and as such, he did not want that Pokemon to 
suffer a painful death. 

"I gave you an order." 

Lucy angrily stared at him with her large eyes, looking very 
dissatisfied with his order. '_**why should I listen to you? I 
thought we had established by now that I should call the shots around 
these situat ions . ' * *_ 

That was blatant insubordination. "Release that creature now or I 
will show you what a real stranglehold is." 

Gardevoir held her challenging gaze for almost ten seconds. Then, 
something in her eyes broke and she lowered her head, letting her 
victim slump to the ground and collapse there. 

'_**By your commanda€ | master a€ | 

Good. He didn't feel particularly happy about having to take care of 
another psychica€ | the remnants of Sabrina's unnatural hatred and 
malice were still swimming around in his head like a bad trauma. He 
would have to deal with that sooner or latera€|but right now, it was 
time to ignore extremely important pieces to the puzzle he was living 
in. The reason for his surprising competence and natural responses to 



a mental attack on his person would have to wait a€"he had a goal to 
achieve . 


Communications diska€ i finally . 

He took one last look at his team: Fluffy was breathing heavily and 
trying to retain a proper stance, while Phoenix was lying against his 
wounded tail in an attempt to cheer him up. Havoc had finally managed 
to curl up properly around the buildings in town, resting with her 
humongous head awfully close to Fluffy and Phoenix. Cinder was 
sitting with her behind on the ground, waving around with her nine 
tails and looking severely amused despite the gravity of their 
situation. Fenrir was in his ball and Lucya€|well, she was floating 
over there, still sulking over her attempted but interrupted 
murder . 

He sighed and took a step towards the last interesting building in 
Saffron, feeling glad that everything he had been put through in his 
voyage of getting out of this place was finally going to pay off. Now 
he just needed to find the large, round and metal thing that spelled 
victory and- 

'_**Finally I have found you.'**_ A male voice said in his 
mind . 

~ 0 ~ 

He had come out of nowhere, like a ghost appearing out of thin air to 
haunt the innocent. She knew who this was: Lucy had told her plenty 
of times before. This creatureaC | this extremely hateful creatureaC | it 
was a psychic Pokemon that possessed powers beyond nature's intended 
level. It was a monstrous hater that took obvious delight in 
torturing humans. 

And he was here. With his long, purple tail snaking out from 
underneath his golden-white armour that he wore and his humanoid 
shape just adding a final insult to injury. This was going to get 
bloody and that would cost them the fight. If they could just win a 
little timea€|talk down against the psychic so that Math could come 
up with an idea. 

Lucy instantly rose to her full size and glared at the newcomer, hate 
practically oozing out of her eyes. 

'_**Leave this place, psychic. '**_ The white-green Pokemon ordered 
him, speaking to all of the, so that the rest might listen to their 
conversation . 

i_**Your loyalty to this human isa€| noted. But you shall not be 
spared 

More time was not won as Math exploded into action, charging straight 
towards the enemy with a speed that was hard to follow. 

But the creature was not feared by even Lucy for a reason: his arm 
shot up and a field of energy blocked her trainer's approach, causing 
him to crash to a grinding halt a€"for only a second. The human kept 
going and flipped his legs over his body, somehow managing to get 
himself to jump over the field. The Pokemon was unable to account for 
that and was too slow to stop him, getting a vicious roundhouse kick 



from an airborne Math in the process. The kick caused a piece of the 
helmet he was wearing to break off, revealing a strange white horn to 
the left side of his body. 

And then her trainer's surprise attack ended, as the psychic 
detonated an invisible ring of energy outwards to knock him back. The 
soldier landed on three of his limbs as the fourth one tore the 
pistol from his hip, allowing him to fire off two shots of green 
sizzling energy. 

The Pokemon in turn teleported away and appeared on the top of a 
roof, choosing to tear apart a large block of stone to turn it into 
hundreds of pieces of sharp projectiles. Why were psychics so fond of 
sharp things? 

The male fired off the shards at her master, but by now she had 
gotten used to the lightning-quick first few seconds of her trainer's 
fights. So as the two jumped to motion, she did too. She joined Lucy 
in front of her trainer and calmed her breathing, allowing the 
internal fire to burn bright and true. As her red flames exited her 
mouth, Lucy glowed with green energy and threw up a reflective 
barrier to protect the human. The collection of attacks proved to be 
enough to safe Math and even as the smothering remains of rocks hit 
the ground, he charged forwards again and sought to engage the 
Psychic in a second attempt. 

Phoenix ran away from the violence, while both Havoc and Lucy joined 
the fray with eager battle-cries. It seemed that Fluffy's body was as 
unstable as his mind; one moment he was exhausted and the next he 
could start another roaring rampage of destruction. 

The Eevee was young and smalla€|but still she had hoped that the 
fluffy Pokemon would at least show some concern to her trainer. He 
had saved her life after all; he had earned some loyalty from her, as 
Havoc had showed when she had endangered her own life just to save 
his . 

But they outnumbered the bastard at least five to one now; what hopes 
did he have against them when even a full team of psychics could not 
beat them? 

The broken Sabrina was still lying on the ground, looking at the 
unraveling violence with large eyes. How the mighty had fallena€|for 
all her hateful actions and malevolent personality, she still seemed 
like an innocent child at that moment. Silly humans. 

Lucy laughed at the enemy psychic and attacked him with her own 
powers. '__**You are awfully sure of yourself even when you are all 
alone. What, did your friends abandon you?'**_ 

The psychic did not reply in any verbal way; instead choosing to 
surround himself with a blue Aura in order to prepare for another 
attack . 

'_**I replaced them. Your recent pathetic actions caused me to 
reconsider. ' **_ 

'_**Aww! Did the mean big super-soldier break your toys?'**_ Lucy 
mocked him. And at exactly that moment, the Pokemon chose to reveal 
his trump-card. The air grew thick with distortion as dozens of 



teleporting jumps were made and suddenly, their advantage in numbers 
was not that much of an advantage anymore. 

At least two dozen of humanoid creatures had appeared, together with 
another dozen of fully-evolved and armoured Pokemon. There were 
Nidoking and Nidoqueen among them, Rhydons and Golems and even one 
Charizard. They were all covered in strange brown makings though, as 
if someone had doodled in them with a human marker. 

'_**My clone Pokemon will prove stronger than you, as you will soon 
see.' **_ The psychic said and unleashed his team, causing a tidal 
wave of bodies to charge at them all at once. 

Clones? Had the Pokemon cloned his own Pokemon? How did that even 
work! And what were those blue-grey humans? They looked more like 
machine than men with those metal spikes sticking out of their head, 
but their body shape really gave them away as some sort of human. 
Some of them even had a feminine shape, being much slimmer and 
possessing the amusing bumps that human females had on their chests 
and behinds . Was this a new race? 

Wait! These had to be the aliens that her trainer had been talking 
about! Yes, that made sense. 

As nearly fifty bodies charged at the six of them a€"her, Lucy, 
Havoc, Fluffy together with Math and Lucy- the only emotion she felt 
was dread. How were they ever going to beat these overwhelming 
odds ? 

But Lucy did not share with her fears. '_**I seea€ | you are a 
failure.' **_ She taunted the creature and her green glow intensified 
to a point that she had never seen before. A piece of the world 
simply disappeared as the Psychic released all blockades she had in 
her mind; an area twenty centimeters in diameter turned black with 
distortion and the air got sucked in, signaling an ever-increasing 
power behind that small object. 

What was Lucy doing? 

'_**Expl a in your ridiculous statement !'* *_ The male 
demanded . 

'_**Did you honestly think that nobody could feel you? Your emotions 
are as clear as the day to mea€ | as clear as this day will remain, 
that is. You cannot protect your feelings from me: you hate all 
original life because you yourself are not of its spawns. '**_ 

What did she mean? 

'_**You merely feel what I allow you to feel.'**_ 

'_**I disagree .'* *_ Lucy's smile turned ark and creepy as the black 
sphere reached the apex point, dragging all attacking monsters 
backwards as if purely to buy her time to gloat. '_**You are one of 
thema€ | a vat-grown freak of nature. You are a clone yourself a€ | and a 
failed one at that. Oh how I pity you.'**_ 

That was mockery; Lucy did not pity anyone. She was hurting that 
Psychic Pokemon to a degree that it made sense for the poor thing to 
hate all original life. Because he could not have cloned himself. 



someone had to have cloned him in the past. Which meant that the 
pokemon too was just a pawn in a gamea€|but that game meant danger to 
her trainer, so it had to stop. 

Violently if necessary. 

'_**F 00 lish creature. Your words will haunt you.'**_ 

Cryptic remarks were cryptic. '_**Just stop this now; there is always 
a place for Pokemon like you! '**_ She told the male, hoping that she 
could still turn this fight into a victory. 

He turned his head to her. '_**I will not stop. I have a mission and 
I will see it through: I shall cleanse this world of humans, forging 
the way for my own kind to take over. '**_ 

'_**Very well.'**_ Lucy said and detonated her sphere, sending at 
least two dozen creatures flying into walls, rubble and other things. 
'_**Co me then, you disgusting mistake of nature. Face your 
doom. ' **__ 

With that, the horde attacked. The dozens of humanoid creatures were 
faster than the pokemon and reached their group the first. But they 
hadn't been training all this time for nothing: Math released Fenrir 
and then opened fire, cutting down four of the attacking creatures 
before they could even attack. Then Havoc struck as the lancer of the 
group, wiping out another three with a well-timed swipe of her tail. 
Lucy detached herself from their group to engage the enemy psychic on 
her own and both Fluffy and Fenrir then charged at the approaching 
Pokemon . 

"**Cinder! Here!"** A feminine voice yelled at her and her attention 
was diverted from the fight for a few seconds, enough to see Phoenix 
coming running at them with a large, black tube in her mouth. That 
was her trainer's weapon! Where had she found that? 

"**Lucy! Catch!'** She screamed at her fellow psychic, who would be 
the only one to get that thing to Math in the middle of all of this 
chaos. She responded immediately and send the weapon spinning towards 
the human, who was fighting back to back with Fenrir against multiple 
of the humanoid monsters while issuing orders to the large 
Poison-type . 

"Keep your head away from their limbs. Good. Maintain your balance 
and stay upright. Dodge right! Excellent. One moment." 

Then the human grabbed the rapidly approaching weapon without looking 
at it and begun a murder-spree that signaled the core reason of Lucy 
having called him a demon in the past. His ferocious actions and 
movements reached the pinnacle of badassery as he duel-wielded both 
of his weapons and begun to slaughter his way past the attacking 
army . 

He jumped in the air, fired his green weapon twice and his grey 
weapon, once, rolled over the ground and then shot four enemies in 
quick succession before spinning around in a circle and bashing the 
skull in of an attacking hostile. Then he jumped back, shot an enemy 
Golem in the face with the green weapon and slammed the butt of the 
grey thing into its face. The he rolled sideways, cocking the large 
tube and expending a round, before spinning around again and slamming 



the butt once again into the ace of another enemy. 


All in the span of four seconds. He was just a flurry of movements; 
killing half a dozen of humanoids before needing to reload, during 
which he would prevent the armoured pokemon from overwhelming her and 
Sabrina's trembling form simultaneously. 

"Cinder, cover Sabrina!" He barked and jumped backwards to dodge a 
vicious swipe from a Nidoqueen, proceeding to engage that one in 
close-combat at the same time as fending off a Rhydon and reloading 
his weapon again. 

But the numbers of the enemy were too great and one by one, her 
teammates started to falter because of their exhaustion. Phoenix was 
the first one to get recalled, in order to save her life from a 
rapidly approaching clone. 

The Eevee cried n despair as her last image of the brutal fight was 
Fluffy getting mauled by a Nidoking, before said Nidoking got blasted 
by a pure wave of energy courtesy of Havoc. 

But poor Havoc was too successful in her goal: she was attracted so 
much enemy attacks that her tough scales were eventually slick with 
her blood, making the already chaotic battlefield slippery with her 
red bodily fluids. In order to spare her the additional agony of 
getting whittled down by dozens of super-powered punches, poisoned 
bites and thrown rocks. Math called her back. 

At those points he took hits too. The enemies that were fighting him 
were extremely sufficient in damaging him when he was distracted 
a€"where distracted ALWAYS meant saving the hides of his team. 

Phoenix and Havoc had both caused a pretty major opening in the 
Spartan's bodily stance as he was forced to stand still for a least 
three seconds to call them back. 

One of his legs had gotten crippled as a result, but still he went 
going. His body moved as if his mind as locked in an iron shell: a 
machine built for death and destruction, only intent on slaughtering 
his way past his enemy. 

But then his large grey stick clicked empty in the middle of an 
attack that was dependent on an enemy getting killed by said weapon, 
causing yet another lapse in his otherwise perfectly executed 
attack . 

A super-powered punch to his abdomen, faster than any human or 
Pokemon could ever throw, was the only result of his sign of 
weakness/ 

And yet he kept going as if he was stuck on auto-pilot a€"even as he 
was forced to recall Fluffy back to his ball and catch an otherwise 
easily avoidable tail-swipe to his side as a result. He was bleeding 
from several spots and she could not even feel his mind at that 
point, so far gone was he in his trance of aggression and war. Was 
this the result of the mind of a Spartan? A merciless, nigh 
unstoppable killing machine that would stop only when there was 
absolutely nothing left to murder? 

And those things were not even taking Lucy's brutal fight into 
account; while she as a Fire-type had a particular weakness against 



the ground and rock Pokemon all around her, the Psychic type seemed 
to be faring even worse than her. 


The male psychic kept beating her with her own games, utilizing a 
combination of guile tactics and brutal force to break through her 
walls and hurt her just for the hurting. And the Psychic was boasting 
as he did so. '_**You think that you control your own destiny? That 
you can choose in your pitiful little life? Your weakness is only 
matched by your ignorance. You have no idea of what you are 
facing 

He was holding the Pokemon up with his psychic powers, looking like 
he was straining himself considerable to keep Lucy pinned in his 
grasp. He brought the struggling female closer to his face and his 
helmet drew back over his head, sliding away like a puzzle, revealing 
a feline face with actually humanlike eyes. '_**Look at me, Lucy. Oh 
yes, I know your name. Do you know why you met your master, so far 
away from your own home? ' **_ 

'_**Leavea€ | thema€ | alonea€ | The girl coughed. 

1 _* *No , I won't. Because this plan was set into motion days ago, when 
I placed your pathetic little body in the way of the human. I placed 
you near the human settlement, setting into motion a plan that is 
bearing its fruits right now. ' **_ 

Lucy's eyes widened at that, as did her own. This Pokemon had placed 
Lucy near Pallet Town when Math had landed there? 

Thata€ i thata€ i 

a€ | that explained certain events, unfortunately. Like why the Psychic 
could not remember her parentsa€ | or why she didn't know where she 
wasa€ | or why she didn't even encounter her own species in the region: 
the male Psychic had stolen her away from her family to take part in 
some sick plan. But why take her and send her there? Wouldn't Lucy 
teaming up with her master be his downfall? 

Unlessa€ | unless he had planned on Lucy's mind falling apart, knowing 
that it would damage her master because of the tight bonds. So all 
this time she had been wrong! Lucy was falling apart because of this 
Psychic, and Matt's mental damage was because of that! 

"Lucy!" The Spartan yelled and just like that, his mind was back on 
the radar: she could feel its presence again and it felt pissed off. 
"Hold on!" 

The psychic glared at the impossibly fast Super-soldier and then 
turned back to Lucy. 

He brought his lisp close to her head and whispered something in her 
ears- 

-and Lucy let loose an ear-piercing scream, chilling her to the bone. 
It was the scream of a creature in untold agony, a Pokemon that was 
being tortured by the likes never seen before. What was that bastard 
doing to her ! ?~ 

Whatever it was, it also seemed to affect Math. He crashed into the 
ground halfway the terrain, but got back to his feet pretty quickly. 
But before he could even rise halfway from his crouched position, a 



purple shape appeared out of nowhere and smashed into him. 


Noa€ | that Nidoking did not smash into him. It already had his head 
lowered for the goring shots; utilizing a Mega-Horn attack to murder 
her trainer. His giant horn sank deep into the body of her trainer 
and she felt a pang of despair, knowing just how lethal the Nidoran 
line's venom was. And who know what this twisted monster had done to 
this Pokemon? 

Math did what nobody alive in the universe could do after having just 
been crippled, mentally raped by a deep and perverse mental bond and 
eventually gored by a metal-piercing horn: he kicked the perpetrator 
in the chest, tore himself free and spun around to deliver a kick to 
the face of the Nidoking, spurting blood all over the ground. 

Then the soldier grabbed the PokAOmon's head, reached for the horn 
and actually tore it right off. 

She blinked with her eyes and the next moment, her trainer had driven 
the giant horn deep into the skull of the attacking clone, killing it 
stone dead. 

The wound on his abdomen was already growing a faint sickly colour 
and still the impossible creature kept going; displaying an intense 
amount in inhumanity with its iron-clad will. 

The psychic male threw the lifeless body of Lucy towards the 
monstrous soldier, not looking like he cared even remotely about the 
pledge of human and pokemon. 

'_**I have seen enough. Finish them.'**_ He said and turned away, as 
if victory was sure. 

But it was not. She jumped in-between the prone body of Lucy, cradled 
in Math's arms after he had caught her, and the remaining 
forces . 

Her trainer was right. Sometimes, you had to sacrifice something for 
the greater good of all. And just when she was about to face her own 
demise with as much dignity and peace as she could, another flash of 
light appeared. A new Pokemon was now floating in the air, right 
in-between her and the attacking enemy. 

'_**What- ' **_ the male Psychic cried in surprise, but the little pink 
Pokemon merely floated over to Math and touched won on his head, 
before beginning to shine in a brilliant pink light. 

The human did not hesitate and jumped forwards, grabbing her by two 
of her tails at once as he yanked her back, dragging Sabrina to him 
with one leg as his body crashed to the ground. 

She felt a mixture of emotions: a faint anger for a human so 
blatantly pulling at her second-most sacred body part like that. Then 
came the overwhelming sense of dread as she realized just how messed 
up the body of her loved one was. 

Then she felt a third, more balancing emotion: the strange sensation 
of relief as the effect of a charging teleportation jump became 
obvious to her mind, explaining why her trainer had moved so 
strangely at the last moment a€"and expense of his own body. 



'_**You won't scape! '**_ The male psychic cried out, but it was 
already too late. The floating, pink creature reached an apex in its 
energy-gathering and then they all disappeared in a flash of 
brilliant pink light, leaving that accursed place behind. 

~ 0 ~ 

Evil cliffhanger, I choose you! Use finality! 

I tried something different this chapter, to signal the new line of 
awesomeness that all of my reviewers/ followers/favers have helped me 
to achieve over the course of thirty chapters. 

This chapter was easily the most intense and dramatic I have ever 
written. I hope that it was as awesome to you, the readers, as it was 
to me, the writer. Because writing all these different kind of scenes 
while listening to music was a blast to do. 

AnyhowaC i slower updates, old news. 300K words and 30 chapters: send 
me cake. I will go to sleep now, as it is 2 o'clock in the night. 
Whoops baby, I did it again. 

See you all next time! 


31. Laughter Under the Coexisting Years 

Holy cow! So many reviews! The most reviews of any chapter, I would 
say. Perhaps I should make a TumblraC | oh well. Last chapter was 
nearly 19K words big! 

Where is the cake? Nobody sent me cake! 

* *Wildpikachu : **Because I am evil! 

**Kain Everguard: **Oh yes! 

**ZombieSlayers : ** that is truea€ | even female humanoids have their 
day of the month. Imagine that actually 
happeningaC | *shudders* 

**Jcraft: **Updates making you happy makes me happy. About the 
spellinga€|I guess it will be time for me to start reading my chapter 
before I post it. 

Now thena€ i feedback (and by extent, criticism) never offends me 
(wella€ | except ions might exist) because they all basically have 
ground; they are always based on something to form an opinion. What I 
mean is that I was more worried than offended about your statement, 
seeing as I thought that I had given ground for the cocky remark. But 
I think it is safe to say that neither I nor you should worry about 
it . 

And you are right; compliments are good for my ego and criticism is 
good for my development as a writer. Win win situation, I would say 

: ) 

**Primordial soul: **that is the greatest praise indeed, thank you 
for that ! 



a€ | and I saw what you did there ; ) 


* *SickleTheFurry : * * Yay! A pack of cookies! 

I think I am going to accept the offer, to be honest. I do have to 
(sorry) ask a few _more_ things: 

With the amount of internet scams in mind a€"just me being paranoid- 
could you perhaps split the pay per chapter? It is not that I don't 
trust you, but it is just that I don't want to write 5 chapters 
before finding out that the whole 'pay ' idea was just a con or 
somethinga€ | I have encountered a bit too much of those foul plays to 
not ask thisa€| sorry if I sound offensive or anything 
: ( 


* *TheFirstDubstepLovingUmbreon : * *Ehma€ | okay? A word processor what 
for? 

And no, it was NOT Giratina. I wanted to stick to Kanto 
PokemonaC | mostly . 

**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: **I am pleased to see that you 
liked it. It seems that blowing minds is one of my stronger suites 
recent lya€ | and me randomly yelling "I've got balls of steel" to 
friends and relatives might explain the risks I took with the 
story . 

Let us seea€ i while I cannot say much about point la€|and 3 being this 
chaptera€ | I do think that 2 can be granteda€ | I was planning on it, 
actually . 

* *Noblenoisii : **thanks! 

**Anon: **I love them. 

**John Vector Foxfire: **I am willing to bet that you are 
right . 

* *Dracologistmaster : **With everyone from the POV or specific 
actions ? 

* *Subsider34 : **Why thank you; such an improvement is precisely what 
I am aiming for. 

* *SPARTAN-2 62 : **Yay! You are back! Time to answer toa€|the list! 

1 and 2a€|and 4: Wella€ | Lucy ' s deteriorating attitude has been 
depicted for the pasta€|six to seven chapters? More? Less? I don't 
knowa€ | but I HAVE been leading up to it. 

3:1 knew what the word meanta€ | it was sort of an inside- joke for the 
character whose POV it was. Perhaps a wrong moment though. 

5: Havoc actually evolved in chapter 29, right at the end. 6: Yes 
Cardboard. "Karton" Is Dutch for cardboard and I made a silly mistake 
there XD 

22: In my head, recalling is nigh impossible when moving at a fast 
pace, for instance: a Spartan in movement. And in his head, it is 



still disintegrating something and converting it to energy. You don't 
want to mess that up, hence the standing still. 

23: That was supposed to be 'down' instead of 'won'a€|I think I was 
falling asleep there? 

I won't reply to all the points though a€"time and space and all- but 
you were right with the spelling, so thank you for that :D 

Let's seea€ | last chapter was action packed and dramat ica€ | how to 
balance it out? Ooh ! I know! With a good old reveal of plot 
points ! 

Keep on to your hats lest they shoot off of your head and make sure 
that you remember every single detail from the last chapters. You're 
gonna need them. 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Spee C h ' **_ telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech __to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 47 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight . 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 45 significant moves:, double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 44- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 31 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 27 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 23 a€" significant moves: tackle, splash, bite, 
dragon rage 

~ 0 ~ 

With a crack, her PokA© Ball opened and released her full form in all 
its glory yet again. The last thing she had seen before her trainer 
recalled her to that hated sphere was a battlefield with a dozen 
enemies, all bombarding her mind and body with their attacks. 

Her scales were tough and her pain-threshold was enormous. Even if 



they had breached her hide and spilled her blood, that would have 
only served to further infuriate her. They were prey! And she was the 
hunter! All of them were _hers_ to decide over. As a queen of the 
seas, she dominated all land-dwellers. Her evolutionary process had 
been violent and painful, yet more glorious than she could have ever 
imagined. For no Magikarp could hope to ever become a creature like 
her; the scales that she had once hated so much had shifted and 
changed, making her unique amongst her kind, but in a satisfying 
way . 

And her trainera€ | the pitiful small human at the top of the building, 
who had released her in his time of need. He had finally seen what 
she could do and what she WOULD do. Now he knew her power and 
majesty, he would never ever again dare to think of her as weak and 
useless. A Magikarp could only flop around on the land, without a 
hint of a threat to the enemy. But nowa€ | now that her true potential 
had been released, she could do so much more. 

So much more. And if her ridiculous trainer had but given her the 
chance to unleash her true rage, she would have smitten the enemy and 
proved that she was an asset to her team. But he had not allowed her 
to do so. In seeing her blood coating the streets, he thought that 
she had been too wounded to continue and prevented her from 
fighting . 

And in doing so, he had probably allowed harm to come to her friends. 
She would have her compensation from him for thata€|but for now, she 
needed to reevaluate her surroundings and come up with a plan on how 
to proceed. 

The ancient rage that boiled through her veins had much, but not 
unlimited potential. She could not allow her body to fall out of 
control when it was not neededa€ i she had to remain calm until the 
enemy was there. And if her sphere had opened, there could really be 
just one possible explanation: Math had reengaged the enemy and 
needed her help. 

Which he would receive, of course. She would grind their enemies into 
dust and prove just how powerful she was. And after that, she would 
force her trainer to admit that she was useful to the team. It wasn't 
much to aska€ | at first. 

After thata€ | she might for a bit more. Oh well, food for thought. In 
the meantime she would give her surroundings a proper 
looka€ | determine where she was. 

Her large, coiled body was currently resting inside some large 
rooma€ | with metal pillars and lots of other strange things that 
glowed with a golden shine. They were once again inside of a 
buildinga€ | but how had they gotten there? Had Math simply murdered 
his way through his enemies, saving the day once again? Or had they 
lost and were the trapped in there? Well if they were, the enemy had 
made a huge mistake in releasing her. For no structure in the world 
could stop her rage and she _would _break out of that accursed place, 
no matter what happened. 

She was about to start unleashing her wrath upon the world, when she 
noticed other creatures in her environment. 


One of them was the prone body of Fenrir, the violent Nidoking. His 



wounds were also severe but less so than hers; his damage came from 
the many psychic attacks in that battle, while most of her were 
physical. Rage was one hell of an anesthetic. 

Two other Pokemon were Fluffy and Phoenix: both were lying on the 
ground, conscious but damaged. The Aerodactyl seemed worse for the 
wear than the Eevee, as the fluffy little thing had done less 
fighting than most of them, but now that they were together again, 
the two of them looked like all would be well. 

Phoenix smelledaC i of f . Her smell was comforting in a way, like it 
reminded her of the seas where she was born. Of course, there was no 
way that that could be right. An Eevee smelled just like an Eevee and 
nothing moreaC i yet there was something else. Like her odour told her 
to calm downa€|like it called for her to protect the brown Pokemon 
instead of attacking her. 

It wasn't as if Phoenix wasn't safe without her scent, but it sure 
did seem to add a part icularaC i bonus to the need to protect her. A 
curious thing indeed. 

Lying three meters away from those three was Lucy, the humanlike 
female. The pretty psychic who had been so kind to hera€ | why was she 
also unconscious? Her intense mental skills should have been more 
than enough to blast all those enemy Pokemon into smithereens, 
shouldn't it? 

So what had transpired? What could have possibly influenced the 
battle to such a degree that even the mighty Lucy had lost? 

Sitting right next to the fallen girl was Cinder, the Ninetales. She 
a€"like Fluffy and Phoenix- was also still conscious, but her worries 
were not just limited to one fallen companion. She was supporting 
Lucy's tender frame with her body, while her tails were draped around 
her trainer. 

HeavensaC | the trainer! He looked by far the worstaC | out of all of 
them! It wasn't just the bruised area in his face or the nasty 
breaches in his black suitaC i they were actually the least of his 
problems right now: it was the ragged hole right underneath his chest 
that was sickening her to her very core. 

She was not one for whining about injuries or feeling ill when 
confronted with brutal sights, but that thingaC i that nauseating 
woundaC | it was too much for her to bear. She couldn't stand looking 
at the sick, purple flesh and bloody trails that ran down his 
body . 

There was a hole in her traineraC i Math had been mortally wounded; he 
had to be dying! 

Unacceptable. Unacceptable. Completely unacceptable. She would NOT 
allow that kid to simply die on her now, not after the things they 
had fought through, the bonding she had done with her new friends! 
Why? Why would someone as capable as him, who had been hailed as the 
greatest warrior that mankind ever had to offer, simply get maimed 
like that? What had done that to him; what had 
happened ! 


"**Havoc!"** Cinder desperately said. 


"**She has released you too 



you have to help us!"** 

She could not help. Her body was tailored perfectly to destruction; 
something simple like using innate abilities or energy to heal 
another living being was just not possible for her. And it hurta€ | she 
had not been successful in protecting her friends when she had joined 
the battle and now that the battle was over, she could still not 
protect her friends. 

So much for proving her worth. "**There is nothing I can do. Where 
are we? What happened? I got recalled?"** 

Cinder never wasted time when it came to explaining things unless she 
was playing around. And she did NOT play around with serious matters, 
as evidenced by previous problems. So with that in minda€ | why was she 
stalling now? 

" * * Ia€ | wea€ | what happenedaC i the psychic who showed up was too 
strongaC | " * * 

Then the mammal sighed and lowered her head, averting her gaze from 
everyone in the room toa€ | what exactly? Why did Cinder want to avoid 
everyone's gaze like that? Was she feeling guilty for 
something? 

"**What happenedaC | was that the person Math encountered before was 
too powerful for us all to beat."** 

Someone they met before? Who would that be then? UnlessaC j unless it 
was the male psychic that the rest of her team had been talking 
about... when had that been again? 

Movement to her left caught her attention and she immediately turned 
her head. What now? 

A wall disappeared inside another wall by sliding into it and then 
two small machines entered the room. They were floating, coloured in 
a faint grey colour and obviously non-Pokemon. 

Before she could even think of a way to act around those two new 
contacts, a third thing abruptly appeared. It was some sort of a 
weird, pink creature; seemingly completely devoid of hair, with a 
long tail floating behind it. Its eyes didn't hold any malicious 
intent, but she still couldn't risk it. 

That Pokemon had picked the wrong moment to disturb them- 

"**-don't attack! She is an ally!" **Cinder then cried from her 
position, unable to move, as she would have to let her friends slip 
to the ground in order to do so. "**She saved us from that 
psychic ! " * * 

So it had been the psychic after alla€|and this little creature had 
saved them? She had a hard time believing that. The two floating 
objects came closer and closer without ever halting in their 
movements. What was their intention? What did they want? 

Math slowly raised his head, proving that he was still conscious even 
with that nasty wound. No normal human should have been able to 
survive that, yet this one seemed to defy all rules of fighting that 



she knew. This was no ordinary human, that much had been certain from 
the beginning. But this was something else; for a human that was able 
to keep going after sustaining so much damage was not a true human. 
Math had to be something elseaC i something inhuman. 

The floating Pokemon stopped right next to him and stared at his face 
a€"the very first living creature to ever stare into the eyes of such 
an inhuman being and not flinch, for as far as she knew. 

But even this carefree, floating being could not do so without 
eventually faltering. After roughly five seconds of eye-contact, she 
flew away again a€"only to stop at the two gliding machines and touch 
them with her tail. Then, the apparently psychic Pokemon disappeared 
with a quick teleport. 

The two machines came close enough to her trainer to touch him. Their 
metal blooms expanded and their pink eyes glowed with a bright 
shining light. The light that seemed to radiate off of it was intense 
to such a degree that it almost appearedaC i solidaC i how curious. 

She lowered her mighty head again and watched as the pink light 
touched the ruined frame of her trainer's body. As soon as it did, 
the soldier jerked backwards and the two machines twitched with 
bewilderment . 

A loud growl escaped her throat as she watched those two mechanical 
flyers aggravate Math's wounds like that. She trusted Cinder's 
judgment, but if those two things even made her THINK that they would 
hurt the human, she would vaporize them in an instant. 

But that was not necessary. The two floating metal things seemed to 
be perfectly aware of what they were doing and soon, their pink light 
turned slightly purple. 

"**What happened to him?"** She asked the Fire-type. 

"**An enemy Nidoking gored him with his horna€ | charged at him with an 
impossible speed and speared him right through his abdomen."** 

Ouch. So that was why his wound looked like it was decomposing? The 
ragged edges around the gaping hole had a very dark, green tint to 
them a€"a tint that only turned more purple the deeper it seeped into 
the wound. 

Math had been poisonedaC i rather violently, tooa€ | to be penetrated by 
the horn of a Nidoking like that. She had seen how fearsome the 
appendage had looked on Fenrir's head and that Pokemon was not yet 
fully grown, too. 

Surviving something like that had to be impossibleaC | no living thing 
could survive being drilled by a Nidoking. She knew that. Cinder knew 
that . 

Math knew that. And yet he still stayed put in that strange sitting 
formation, with his knees folded underneath his body and his 
underside resting on his heels. His hands were positioned on his 
knees and he had his eyes closed, as if he was sleeping. All in all 
he looked rather peacefulaC | were it not for that gaping, bleeding 
hole in his stomach. The only things that gave his excruciating pain 
away were the clenching of his hands and the occasional pull in the 



muscles of his neck. 


Lucy and Fenrir were unconscious, although the latter was starting to 
show signs of life by occasionally snoring. The friendly Nidoking 
wasn't sleeping right nowa€ | was he? 

"**What is going to happen to us now?"** Havoc softly asked. 

"**I don't knowa€ | just watch what these things are doing to your 
trainer now, alright?"** Cinder replied with a trembling voice. Even 
though she was working the hardest she could to keep them all 
together, her stress was still getting to her. 

The floating pieces of technology were still shining their solid 
light into the deep wound of her trainer, to the point that their 
colours were almost matching its sickening tint. 

And as their eyes slowly became purple, the sickly looking wound on 
Math's torso gradually lost its purple-green colours. It was as if 
the machines were somehow absorbing the colour a€"no, not the colour. 
The duo was absorbing the poison that was flowing through his system 
and while they were doing so. Math's breathing slowly calmed 
itself . 

It was a testimony to the pure and awesome discipline of her trainer 
that he was able to keep on living after having nearly torn in two by 
a charging Nidoking. That poison was capable of knocking all but the 
most resilient creatures down in a matter of minutes. After 
everything that he had been put through, the human should be 
dead . 

Soa€ | why wasn't he? What was going on with his body that he was 
capable of staving off the shock and coma that usually came after the 
poison; why was he so different from the rest of his kind? Was this 
what Lucy had told her, that he had been made into the perfect 
soldier? Did his peopleaC ! had his people changed his body as well as 
his mind? 

After three more minutes of unbearable waiting and watching, the 
purple light reached its apex of intensity and then disappeared. 
Without doing anything else, the two machines turned around and 
floated away. 

And then Math opened his eyes. 

~ 0 ~ 

Paina€ | nauseating, paralyzing pain. 

It was becoming a routine nowadays. Between his mind having been 
doused in napalm and the various forms of physical punishments he had 
received, this occasion had not really come as a variation on his 
usual schedule. It was his fault; he should have seen that Nidoking 
coming . 

Not that he was looking for excusesa€ | but his mind HAD been attacked 
by several psychic creatures before that. And he had received 
extensive injuries already, soa€|he shouldn't be too embarrassed 
about the whole thing. 



What he was feeling embarrassed about was the fact that a bald cat 
had teleported him and his entire team into an unknown Forerunner 
structure, released his Pokemon without his command and then played 
stare-at-the-brick-wall with him. 

And Cinder having her tails draped over his body in an attempt to 
comfort him was also not very good for his ego. He could push the 
physical pain of both the wound and the poison away, but the effects 
were still there. Feeling the various chemicals in his body wage 
all-out war against each other was not something that was 
comfortable, even for a Spartan. 

With the appearance of the two new drones that had effectively began 
to heal his wound a€"for they were sure as hell not cauterizing it- 
he had shifted his sitting position into a Seiza position. From there 
he had started to maintain his breathing in an effort to calm his 
body down. Poison traveled slower when your heart rate was slower and 
that was what he needed now; for the Drones to heal him ASAP. He was 
currently inside of a Forerunner building, stuck with friendly 
Forerunner machines after a friendly Psychic had teleported him 
there. He needed answers. 

When the ever-darkening light in the eyes of those drones reached 
their apex, they stopped shining at him. Then, with that brief 
opening on their side, he stood up from his position. "Lucy. Wake 
up." He ordered his second-in-command and beckoned for the rest of 
join him. 

Unfortunately for both him and Cinder, who was serving as a pillow 
for the psychic, the Gardevoir did not wake up. She stayed fast 
asleep, much like the other sleeping Pokemon on his team, Fenrir. He 
knew that they had been effectively beaten into submission by the 
enemy a€"Fenrir had taken a lot of punishment- but they just had to 
hang on for a little while. Not much longer than that; just a few 
minutes. He would follow that pink Pokemon, find out why it had 
brought them there and perhaps have a nice conversation with the 
person in charge of all the Forerunner crap lying around. 

Looking around again to spot any indication of why they were in that 
particular room, he noticed several beds standing near the sides of 
the large room. It seemed that whoever had brought them there already 
had a vague idea in mind as to what status they would be in. Another 
person spying on them? He couldn't catch a breakaC | 

What he did notice, however, was the body of Sabrina. The woman had 
been teleported along with them as the pink Pokemon had transported 
them. While she was conscious, she didn't look like she was planning 
anything. She was simply sitting there, staring at the ground. 

He ought to shoot hera€|but she was of no danger to his team anymore. 
Besides; he could always interrogate her for information. He would 
leave her alone for now. 

"Havoc. Get Fenrir on one of those beds, but don't hurt yourself on 
his spikes . " 

The large serpent roared at him a€"either in agreement or in a 
difficult metaphorical statement. It was always a bit vague with 
those screaming, babbling animals. 



Wella€ ! persons . Teammates. Yes, teammates. 


He walked towards Lucy a€"ignoring how stupid he must be looking as 
his legs were barely responding, probably because of the recent 
poisoning- and grunted when the sudden strain that got put on his 
body managed to squirt another trickle of blood out of his wound. 

That bloody hole was more than three inches widea€ { and it hurt as 
hell. The blood-loss was making him kind of woozy, tooa€|why did 
those things always happen to him? He didn't hear about Maine or any 
of the other Secret-Spartans getting penetrated by a really large 
horn ! 

Oh wella€|just another thing to scrap off of the to-do-list in Kanto, 
Getting drilled by a Nidoking? Check. Now he only needed to get 
flash-fried by Cinder and squished by Havoc and he was completea€ | for 
the time being. 

He scooped Lucy's unconscious body off of the ground and carefully 
lifted her in the air. He needed his team to guard his six and 
recuperatea€ i he needed Lucy for a whole mess of other things too. 
Besides; if her damage truly came from that psychic Pokemon, the only 
thing that could fix it was another Psychic. And the one creature 
that had bought their ticket there just happened to be one. 

With that comforting thought in the back of his mind, tightly secured 
right next to the spot where he used to feel the faint tingling 
whenever he was around the still- juvenile Ralts, he set off towards 
the only possible exit: the opened door where the little feline had 
disappeared into. 

There were too many questions on his head for one particular to pop 

out of the mass. He knew that he was here for a reason. That reason 

was intimately linked to him being on this strange world with 
physics-defying technology and creatures. This world where humans 
seemed to live without any idea of raging wars. It did not make 
sense. It was as if someone or something had picked a handful of 
Humans and scattered them all across the planet. 

He found himself in a small hallway, where lights on both sides of 
the walls lighted his way. He walked like that for at least one 
minute, with Lucy in his arms as if she weighed no more than a light 

branch. He had not known what that armoured Pokemon had done to 

hera€|but it needed to be fixed. He needed Lucy back in the fight 
a€"no, not just that. Even though her actions had taken a huge leap 
for the worse, he still cared for her. Because underneath all that 
insubordination and bloodlust still laid that peaceful little Ralts 
he had saved from the clutches of the local wildlife. 

"Hello?" He yelled, no longer caring if anything found him. His team 
was covering his rear and he still had his plasma pistol strapped to 
his side. If anything went wrong, he would protect the unconscious 
female in his arms. "Anyone there?" 

As if it had heard him calling, a hole appeared in the nearby wall 
and one of the Hunter-Killer drones appeared. He instantly reached 
for his plasma pistol, but the machine ignored him and kept on going. 
What was wrong with it? Where had its trigger-happy laser-filled mind 
gone off to? 

He decided that he would not push his already meager luck too far and 



continue down the hallway, until he eventually reached another room. 
It was much larger than the previous one and the metal pillars 
extended up to ten meters into the air, where they hit an orange 
roof. There was a strange-looking pedestal up ahead, roughly six 
meters from his current position. It looked like some sort of 
generator: cylinder-formed and practically oozing with energy. It 
looked important, so he would refrain from shooting it. 

And that turned out to be an excellent choice. 

"_Greetings human." _A female voice rang out, not from inside of his 
head but from the outside. A person was talking to him? Without 
telepathy? That was a change for the better. 

"Hello?" He said and placed Lucy's frail body next to the nearest 
pillar. Then he grabbed his sidearm and scanned the room. All the 
lights he had seen in this structure thus far were all leading to the 
central pedestal. 

And just when he was about to turn around and retrieve his team, a 
figure appeared from the top of it. It looked vaguely humanoid, with 
two arms and two legs and a female shape. But the head looked like it 
was wearing a helmet; he couldn't make out its features. It was as if 
this figure was wearing a MJOLNIR helmeta€|how ominous. 

"_There is no need for alarm young one. Tell me; did you come from 
the first Earth or the second?"_ 

First or second earth? There was only one earth. What was this thing 
talking about? Its voice was obviously femalea€|but it could not 
possibly be human. It had to be something elsea€|and who was the 
young one? 

The pink Pokemon reappeared and went straight for Lucy's comatose 
body. He let it do whatever it wanted to; he could bear his injuries, 
but not those of his team. It had already proven to be friendly, so 
perhaps it could do what he could not . 

"Whata€|who are you?" He started, hoping that he was not being too 
rude. If this was truly the image of an alien civilization, he was 
not the best-suited man for the job of first-contact and 
diplomacy . 

"_I am one of the few remaining guardians of the light. 

She could talk all day longa€|her voice had the same soothing quality 
that Lucy had. It was as if it was a piece of music playing in his 
head, making all the pain go away- 

What the hell? What was with the childish comparison? What was he, a 
whining little Pokemon? Why did a voice such as that mess with his 
head like that? Answers. Pretty damn fast. "I have two teammates 
down, unknown hostiles bearing down on us and an impossible world. I 
really, really do not have time for nonsense." 

That speech should serve to steer the words of that female to the 
right direction. His wounds were throbbing and he was leaking all 
over the nice, clean ground. If this 'guardian' didn't answer him 
soon, he would start shooting. 



"_You are wounded. Do not worry, child of my makers. All shall be 
well soon . 

That sounded an awful lot like Lucy. 

"_I sense that your mind is damaged. I shall compensate: you ask me 
the questions and I shall answer. 

That went well with him. 

a€ | what did she mean 'damaged mind'? Whatever. "Who are you?" 

The figure straightened its back. It was fully nude, but that strange 
angular helmet on its body was unnerving. "_I am Laughter Under the 
Coexisting Years. One of the few guardians of the Energy Conversion 
Project . 

Laughter Under the Coexisting Yearsa€|what a long name. Probably a 
double meaning behind it, too. "What are you?" 

"_An artificial creation. Tasked with the safekeeping of our 
Conversion worlds, as a last hope for all who were to come 
afterwards . 

Every question he asked that thing -that Laughter-ended in three more 
questions. Who created her? What could she do as an artificial 
creation? Which Conversion was she talking about? 

He looked down at the unconscious Lucy and felt a rising sense of 
confusion. Here he was, about to get all the answers he wanted to. 
Something bigger HAD been going on all alongaC | and yet all that he 
seemed to care about was the welfare of his partner. The Gardevoir, 
so intimately linked to his mindaC | and so irreversibly corrupted. 

What had happened to the shy Ralts? The sweet Kirlia? What had that 
psychic done to her? 

"Is she going to be alright?" He asked the creation, who in turn 
aimed her words at the floating Pokemon. 

"_Mew? How is she?" _She asked the Pokemon. Said 'Mew' answered with 
a rapid string of high-pitched words that he could not understand. 
Some Pokemon said their names when they talked, while others simply 
growled or whined. 

Actually, it could be that the scientists that had discovered all 
those species had named them after the noises that each individual 
made. That made more sense, come to think of it. 

The nude woman turned to him again. "_The signal is putting her 
through great trauma. My partner is doing the best she can, but she 
alone cannot stop it . 

He would be quick then. "You are an AIa€|who created you?" 

"_My creators were known as the Forerunners to all humans . 

Now it all fit together. The alien presence, the strange things that 
had been happening in Kanto and why all these humans had technology 
beyond their scope of engineering. It also explained the various 
artefacts and structures that he had been finding all over the place. 



They were all Forerunnera€ | and the armoured psychic had somehow 
hijacked them. Or a part of them. So where did that leave him? Or any 
of his team? Were they all part of this world as he had initially 
thought of his Pokemon? 

"How do you know humans? The Covenant sees you as gods." 

"_We know of the humans, as we have shaped you and guided you. We 
reseeded you . "_ 

That sounded so wrong on so many levels. He could accept the whole 
god-alien thing where the dead religion of humanity's deadliest enemy 
was actually real. He could accept the presence of an entirely new 
alien faction in the galaxy that seemed to be familiar with mankind. 
He could even accept the idea that they had created all the 
technology on this world. But that nonsense about seeding them? Did 
that mean that the aliens wereaC i spreading their genes throughout 
mankind? It hadn't done them any good. 

"What did you do to humanity?" 

"_0h Reclaimer. Do you not know of the Halo-array ? "_ 

"Excuse me?" What was a Reclaimer? And a halo? 

"_I see. I shall explain then: we were at war with the Flood. A 
parasitic race that was bent on destroying all life in the entire 
galaxy. In order to stop them, the Halo Array was created. My 
creators made seven great artefacts capable of mass destruction and 
scattered them throughout the galaxy. Those were known as the Halo 
array . 

AlrightaC i Aliens made big weapons of mass destruction. He got that. 
Ancient godlike aliens fought ancient mass-consuming parasite-race. 

He got that. "Continue." 

The fact that this seemingly all-powerful AI was basically humoring 
him for his 'damaged mind' was just insulting, but he would play 
along . 

"_The Halos were capable of untold destruction; destruction that my 
creators did not want to use at first, as the firing of the Array 

meant the elimination of all life in the galaxy. The only way to 

truly stop the flood is by destroying all their biomassaC | theirs and 
their prey ' s . 

Like nuking a city to prevent the Covenant forces stationed there 
from murdering everyone on the planeta€|but then on a much larger, 
sacrificial scale. Destroying all life in the galaxy in order to stop 

one enemyaC | that was not something he was willing to do. What was the 

point of surviving if you destroyed everything else? "How long ago 
was this?" He asked her. 

Because this new information provided another problem: if mankind and 
the Covenant were still there, who had won? Flood or Forerunner? Both 
ideas of victory were mass-elimination of all living things, so 
neither could have actually won. 

"_One hundred thousand years ago . 



a€ | that was not correct. Life had evolved billions of years agoa€ | and 
obviously they were still all there. Evolution could not be 
jump-started in a hundred millennia, no way that was 

possiblea€ | unless someone interf ereda€ | but the Forerunners were gone, 
weren't they? The Covenant saw them as gods and took what they had 
left behind as their own. This didn't make any senseaC | and he was not 
willing to stand around her waiting for a proper answer while Lucy 
was in pain. The lessons in history would have to wait for now. The 
presence of this AI, this structure and even the pyramids were all 
less important than the life of his partner. He needed to know what 
had happened to her. 

"Who was that armoured psychic on top of that spire?" 

"_His name is Mewtwo-"_ 

Mewtwo? Like the hairless little creature but then the second one? A 
common evolutionary ancestor perhaps? Or more dif f icultaC | like 
brother and sister? The scientists hadn't been really creative with 
that name then. 

"_-he is the very first successful clone-Pokemon . 

Never mind. It was even weird than he had initially thought; a cloned 
Pokemon? Had these people successfully pulled cloning off? That was 
actually pretty impressiveaC | buta€ | this ' Mewtwo ' a€ | he did not 
remotely resemble his original source. Something had gone horribly 
wrong . 

So many questions. "What did it do to Lucy?" 

"_Lucy?"_ The female asked him and her hologram turned towards his 
partner. "_I seea€| she is already fully evolved thena€ | that is 
troublesome . 

"What do you mean?" 

"_Because of her newly evolved form, her own psychic abilities have 
untold potential. A creature like her could do anything she wanted to 
if she put her mind to ita€ | and there lies the problem. When she was 
the very first creature you discovered on your path, did you not find 
it strange? A Reclaimer, stopping to take care of a hopeless creature 
whose abilities you did not even know?"_ 

Actually, he did. Or had, in this case. He had taken the Pokemon with 
him becausea€ i becausea€ i well , because of a faint feeling that had 
told him to. An uncertaina€ | t inklinga€ | in the back of his mind, near 
the base of his skull. 

Oh no. Was this lady about to tell him that he had been manipulated 
by an outer source in taking the Ralts with him? "I did. What 
happened? " 

"_The Ralts-line is native to a whole different region and they 
should a€"by all rights- not appear here. But Mewtwo seems to have 
decided to not limit himself to that problem. He has to have 
kidnapped a young individual from her family. 


"So that is why she kept talking about her family." 



"_I am afraid that the problem lies deeper. Not only did he take her 
with hima€ | he also did something to her. ..he placed a signal in her 
mind. A link between him and her, which would embed itself within 
your mind."__ 

So this Mewtwo messed with Lucy? Messed with her mind in an attempt 
to get to him? That was unacceptable . The one time that he had 
actually found someone to care about was also the one time that an 
enemy had taken the time to sabotage him. It was like he could never 
find someone to care about without someone wanting to take it away 
from him. 

The core reason why he never bothered with living beings: there was 
ALWAYS someone that wanted to kill them off. 

But not this time. Not his new team. "And then?" 

"_I do not know this for certainaC i Mew told me it. Mewtwo placed that 
signal in Ralts' mind and then placed her in your path, knowing that 
the signal would compel you to take her with you . "_ 

So that explained the strange feeling in his head. "How do we fix 
it?" 


"_We donA't."_ 

"What?" 

"_The signal should have remained hidden, slowly sabotaging your mind 
as you progressed. But there was already something else there; 
something that was eating away at your mental health much faster than 
his own signal could. That, coupled with her own Conversion 
progresses, rendered it obsolete. At leastaC i obsolete in harming 
you . 

"And that signal hurts her?" 

"_It would appear that Mewtwo has increased its power, enabling him 
to focus his deadly intent on her and her alone. "_ 

"Wait. First you said evolut iona€ | now Conversion. What are these 
creatures ? " 

"_There is little time. You must concentrate. 

"Lucy is hurting, you won't help her and I am walking in the blind 
here. Make time." 

"_You do not understand. You cannot be Reclaimer unless you 
understand the gravity of your situation. "_ 

"What is a Reclaimer?" 

"_Listen to me human. I cannot keep wasting time here, so I will take 
control. I apologize for asserting command like this. There are three 
priority events that we MUST take action over. The first a€"and most 
important one- is stopping Mewtwo. In the meantime, we will get you 
combat ready. Then, when you are ready for your last voyage, I shall 
explain . "_ 



"No . " 


The hologram flickered once, as if to portray her confusion. "_I do 
not understand? 

"First we fix Lucy." 

"_The creature is of no importance right now. You do not understand 
what is going on! Things have been set in motion, events that have 
been prepared for over a hundred-thousand years ! "_ 

"It can wait another thousand. Get. Her. Better." 

"_I willa€| under one condition. "_ 

"Name it." He did not even need to know what condition this 
Forerunner creation was talking about. Lucy was his top-priority 
right now and helping her was more important than anything. He had 
sacrificed enough; pushed his own feelings away long enough. He 
couldn't keep going on like that a€"where would he end up if he did? 
Facing the same dilemma the Forerunners had in their battle against 
Flood? Destroying everything of importance so that the enemy might 
not? No, he would not face the same problem. He would get Lucy 
better, gather his team and listen to everything that this AI had to 
say. Then and only then would he do what she wanted to. 

"_My condition is thus: when your Combat Skin is donned, you will 
accept the upgrade that we have installed. Then you will take the 
fight to Mewtwo and his Master and save the Conversion project. You 
will go exactly where I tell you to go and do exactly what I tell you 
to do. I am so sorry for forcing you into this Reclaimer, but this is 
the only way . 

Waita€|this was her condition? That he followed her orders? He had 
been following orders his entire life; it was the only thing that he 
was actually good at when it came to people: obeying them! 

This was no enforcement of willa€|but a kindness. "Deal." 

The hologram nodded, understanding that their arrangement was 
official. "_Mew is doing what she can, but your friend cannot do this 
on her own. She needs helpa€|help that only her trainer can supply 
her . "_ 

"What do I need to do?" 

"_Any other psychic would have died because of the signal, but as a 
Gardevoir this one has a chance at life. Her tight bonds with a human 
are stronger than we could have envisioned and as such, she can be 
helped . "_ 

"a€|what do I need to do?" 

"_I wonder why Mewtwo, with such knowledge of living creatures and 
pokemon, chose her as the carrier. He should have known that she 
would not die from his enforced signala€ | what is he playing at?"_ 

He walked towards the large piece of technology that projected 
Laughter and kicked it, shaking the image and causing her to snap to 
attention . 



"_Hey ! This equipment is delicate, watch out Reclaimer !"_ 

He gestured at the unconscious body of his partner. 

"_Yesa€|her trainer will need to interfere in her mind directly, 
ensuring her health and welfare. 

"Something tells me that I am not going to like this." 

"_Nothing is telling you anything right now. Are you ready? "_ 

"Do I have a choice?" 

"_0f course you have a choice, what a silly question that is. The 
choice is yours to make . "_ 

a€ | so he really did not have a choice. Great. "How do I interfere 
with her mind?" 

"_That is something you will need to find out for yourself. Have you 
and her not interfaced already together?"_ 

"Excuse me?" Was that a euphemism fora€ | doing freaky things? He knew 
that she could be considered attractive for other humans and 
PokemonaC | she even looked humanlike. But she was not human and he did 
not feel those things. So what did that mean for his current 
situation? 

"_She is a psychic. She can exist in your mind and you can exist in 
her mind. The two of you can engage in each other's memories as well. 
Did you not try this Reclaimer?"_ 

She had done so with hima€ | she had looked upon his memories and it 
had been so vivid a€"so real- that it had felt like she was truly 
there with him in a whole different world. 

He shook his head and knelt next to Lucy, hoping that he knew of a 
way to enter her mind without popping a blood-vessel in his 
brain . 

Luckily, he didn't need to wait too long. Mew suddenly touched down 
between them and touched him between his eyes with its tail, while it 
touched Lucy's head with its nose. 

A flash of green light and then the world was dark. It did not stay 
that way, however, as a completely new world was built around 
him . 

And then he found himself in a strange place. It was as if he was 
floating in space, except he felt like there were walls around him. 
Invisible walls that were set as boundaries around areaa€ | whatever 
that was. Right in the center of the area was a large, blue light. It 
looked like a star with multiple appendages reaching through 
space . 

He stared at that light for a few seconds before he noticed that 
there was something solid at the core. Time for a quick situation 
scan: Mewtwo ' s manifestation of psychic powers was a blue light, 
Lucy's was green. So this light could not belong to the Gardevoir's 



mind as hers would be green. So this was the signal that Mewtwo had 
placeda€ | it looked like a tight cluster of neurons. Curious. 


There were multiple small islands and chunks of rocks scattered 
throughout the place. He could basically leap from one floating 
segment to the other one and travel across the place like that. But 
where was the owner of this miraculous mindscape? Where was his 
partner? 

"Lucy?" He asked, ignoring the faint echo effect that his voice had 
in this world. "Come in." 

He didn't see hera€|but it was like his body knew where she was. He 
felt an indescribable need to go to the east, where one of the 
largest islands was located. 

While he leaped through the air as if suspended in honey, because 
gravity and laws of nature had stopped working altogether, he tried 
to make sense of all the tons of information that had provided. He 
was stuck on a world that seemed to have been created by the 
Forerunners, the gods of the Covenant. The Forerunners had provided 
the humans in the world with the tech they needed to clone and said 
tech had been utilized to create Mewtwo. The Mewtwo a€"cloned version 
of Mew, also a psychic creature- had then begun his hateful 

murder-spree in order to get back at the humans for creating him, in 

a spastic fit of logic. But Mewtwo had also known about his arrival 
at the region of Kanto and had taken the necessary precautions in 
order to destroy his mind. 

Why his mind? Why not just kill him outright? The creature had proven 
capable enough of battering his shields downaC | so why was that? 

Either way, he had taken a Ralts a€"another psychic Pokemon- and 

placed a signal in her head that would sabotage his own head. 

His own head, however, had proven to be too messed up to mess up and 
the signal had backfired to hurt Lucy throughout her evolutions. When 
she had become a Gardevoir, her psychic powers had increased so 
dramatically that the mental signal had become unstable. That in turn 
had caused the girl to become slightly messed up herself. 

The Forerunner-created AI a€"the Janitor in this fairy tale- had then 
ordered him to fix everything that Mewtwo had messed up, together 
with his team. And there was something about deadly weapons to be 
used against the galaxy only they had not been used against the 
galaxy as the galaxy was still there. So either the Flood had 
consumed them all and mankind was Floodkind, or the Forerunners had 
used something else to beat them. 

Laughter had said something about a Conversion Pro jecta€ | maybe that 
was what had provided the Forerunners with victory? But where were 
they then? They had obviously disappeared, so what had happened after 
that ? 

He would get the Machine to reveal her secrets soon. For now he 
needed to save Lucy from her own minda€ | and he had come to the right 
place . 

"Lucya€|" He said as he spotted the body of his trusted teammate, 
curled up in a fetal position against a seemingly misplaced palm 
tree. Why was there a palm tree in outer space in the mind of his 



Pokemon? 


a€ | that line of thinking was strange. But hey; this was the mindscape 
of a psychic humanoid after all. Perhaps it only made sense for her 
to have a palm tree in her mind. 

"Are you alright?" 

She did not respond, so it was up to him to initiate contact. He 
moved towards her and then softly touched the red protrusion on her 
chest. "You copy?" 

Her eyes shot open and his body was instantly flung backwards as if 
it had been hit by a warthog on full speed. Managing to turn around 
midflight, he somehow got one of his hands attached to another 
floating island and his forcibly-induced flight was cut to a 
halt . 

Hey, gravity was back! 

And then his body was pulled downwards as an invisible force tore at 
his legs, trying get him off of that floating island. But he would 
not give in easily. He flexed his muscles and pulled himself up, 
breaking through the powers that were pulling at him. 

Damn, Mewtwo ' s signal was bright. It was as if it had just begun to 
shine even brighter than before. 

He did not like that, but he did not have a weapon with him as he was 
in the mind of someone else. So he would improvise. Gravity was back, 
meaning that physics also worked. 

Hefting a heavy-looking rock, he pulled his arm back and aimed at the 
light. In that instance, half of his island was suddenly grinded to 
pieces and converted into a stone wall. Then the wall positioned 
itself over Lucy, who placed her arms over her head as if she wanted 
to shield herself from an unseen torturer. 

He did not like to see his partner feeling like that, but it only 
drove him to act quicker and with more force. He swung his arm 
forward and threw the rock at the source of the light. 

The improvised projectile impacted dead-center on the middle of the 
light, but did not do anything except causing a brief lull in the 
shining patterns. So much for his attack plana€|back to Lucy. 

The Pokemon was obviously shielding itself from something, but he 
could not see what was tormenting her so much. He did feel it though: 
the moment he took a step towards her, his mind got barraged by all 
kinds of inputs and signals. It was as if all of his sensory organs 
were overloading: he saw, smelled and heard too much to process. Even 
his razor-sharp brain could not comprehend the pain that was 
assaulting his head; it felt a bit like the pains in his head back 
when he had first taken his MJOLNIR off, but then less painful. Less 
organized . 

He shook his head a few times in an attempt to clear the pounding and 
then banished the pain altogether. 

As if the attacks on his mind were learning from his defenses, they 



moved on to a less defendable position: his eyes. 


Perhaps Lucy's world was creating things, perhaps his mind was 
creating things, but he was in trouble either way. The constant green 
flashes and images in his head were growing very intense very quick 
and the closer he got to the prone form of Lucy, the more painful 
they became for his mind. 

He could not concentrate as well. His thoughts constantly jumped from 
one topic to the other and he had a very hard time getting his mind 
to return to what made sense. It was as if the word 'priority' had 
been kicked out of his head; he did not know what was important 
anymore . 

Contacting the UNSC? Stopping Mewtwo? Saving Lucy? Checking on his 
team? Gathering information? Processing the information? What did he 
need to do the first? 

Saving Lucy. 

Processing input. 

He grunted and felt his hands encountering resistance in the 
Gardevoir's wall of stone. It wasn't solid; it was more like water, 
where the resistance was many times higher than possible. Sharp 
pieces of stone and rubble dug deep into his skin, but the pain only 
made his muscles move faster. The burning in his body intensified and 
he was able to move even faster, as if his body was no longer using 
glucose but adrenaline as fuel. No other soldier but a Secret-Spartan 
was capable of doing that and right now, he needed it the most. 

He made his way through the rapidly circling field of projectiles and 
stopped right next to the lying form of his Pokemon. She was causing 
the storms around her mind, she was accidentally hurting him and she 
was the key to getting out again. 

He reached out for her, but his hands met resistance. The girl was 
throwing up all kinds of barriers around herself even as the blue 
light intensified even further. She truly did not want to be stopped 
right now, but if she remained unchecked she would tear everything 
apart in her own mind. Her mindscape was reminiscent of what her head 
had to be like: and this physics-defying, strange land had to 
resemble her own deteriorating mind. 

And he would not have that . He alone should carry the burdens and 
pain of the team, not her. He had messed her life up in so many ways, 
the least he could do was making sure that she was comfortable 
again . 

Another grunt escaped his lips when he smashed into that field 
protecting her, attempting to breach it so that he might touch his 
friend again. 

His fists impacted against the field exactly three times before it 
gave away. His right hand reached for Lucy's chest- 

-\the tips of his fingers brushed against the red protrusion on her 
chest- 

-and her eyes snapped towards his eyes, meeting his gaze for the very 



first time since he had arrived in her head. 


"_What a€"how? "_She asked him aloud, using actual words instead of 
telepathy . 

He was strange in her eyes? Try breaking into someone's mind in order 
to stop a signal that had been placed by the enemy but mutated your 
friend's bodily processes, before fighting through the combined 
efforts of a world trying to stop you. 

And then his mute partner had talked to him. Lucy, who had never ever 
before talked to him aloud in actual human words, had just talked to 
him . 

"Helloa€|" He said, suddenly aware of a dull ache spreading itself in 
his body. All wounds that he had received in the real world were not 
present here a€"a testimony to the remaining discipline stuck in his 
head, because a normal person would be greatly disturbed by such a 
violent wound- but his head was pounding like crazy. Perhaps all 
damage had manifested in his head? The principles of mental warfare 
were so complicated. 

He didn't find the words to talk to her, so he merely caressed her 
red horn with one hand while he supported her head with the 
other . 

She had always been the better talker off the two of them, even 
though she could not talk. What did that say about him? 

"_You came for mea€ | in my heada€ | " _She whispered and stared right 
into his eyes, not even blinking to lessen her unwavering stare. 

"I always come for my team." He said. 

"_After all this timea€|you found me instead of me 
you . 

Erra€|what? "How do you mean?" 

She closed her eyes once before opening them again, this time only 
slightly. "_Ia€ | I have been fighting myself for so long nowa€ | every 
waking second is spent trying to contain the corruption deep inside 
my mind. She has been out there more times than mea€|but then you 
found me instead?"_ 

"She?" 

"_Yesa€ | it shames me so deeply mastera€|but I was unable to contain 
her. I am so, so sorrya€ | for everything that I have caused. 

"You didn'ta€|it wasn ' ta€ | what ? " 

"_In order to protect itself, my head split my own mind and the 
seeing darkness in it apart. But there has been something else there 
too. Something that disturbed the both of us. . 

Hold on; had Lucy developed a split-personality disorder in order to 
prevent herself from going insane? 


Insane because of what? 



"What happened?" 


"_There are two of us nowa€ i me and her. She is everything that I have 
been shedding and pushing away ever since having evolved the first 
time. All the anger and hate and sorrow that I had felta€|all the 
dark emotions that have been pouring into my heart from day 
onea€ | they all manifested in her. "_ 

"What emotions?" 

"_I am so sorrya€ | mastera€ | but our bond went too deep."_ 

A cold lump formed in his stomach and for a second, his mind went 
numb. He could not possibly comprehend what she was saying; had their 
link actually forced Lucy to endure everything that he had been 
pushing away himself? 

Had all the bottled-up feelings and emotions been pouring straight 
into Lucy instead of into his brain? 

a€ | had he caused her split-personality disorder? Had he made her 
suffer like that? 

He stared at the pained face of his very first friend, not knowing 
what to do. If someone were to look at him, they would see a man with 
a steeled face. But Lucy was looking at hima€ ! and she could see the 
sadness that lay in his features. The guilt and sorrow that was 
making its way to the outside. 

"Ia€|did not knowa€ | " He whispered to her. 

"_I understands^ i it was never the fault of anyone. But as the 
ever-darkening pit of pain grew deeper and deeper, Mewtwo ' s influence 
itself changed. And as soon as I evolved the second time, it 
climaxed. The collection of pain, feelings and emotions that I had 
been carefully shedding away got influenced the most and grew into a 
new personalitya€ | a new me . 

Lucy had two persons in her head; the pure, pained version that was 
his actual partner and the one that was born out of anger and 
ignorance. The intellect created with the negatively charged emotions 
of a hurt, naA“ve girl and the bottled-up sensations of a 
Spartan . 

Lucy and Spartan-Lucy . 

Despite the pain of the situation, he couldn't help but smile. 

His partner picked up on that. "_I am glad to see that you can find 
comfort in a thought mastera€ | "_ 

"No, " he said, "it is just that I have thought a few times about what 
sort of Spartan you would have made. I got my answer." 

Lucy smiled weakly, her power was decreasing and he could feel her 
control over the world sipping away while he sat there and talked to 
her. But he wasn't powerless; he knew what to do. 

"And if we kill that signal?" He proposed, feeling his confidence 



return with the prospect of oncoming violence. 


"_It would release mea€ | and allow me to gain control over the other 


"Where is she now?" 

"_I have no idea. She has been twice as active as me latelyaC i craving 
for the experiences that she has been so deprived of all her life. I 
pity her in a way . 

What could Spartan/Lucy possibly want? The answer to that lay hidden 
in himself, he supposed. But as long as he did not know what HE 
wanted, he would not know what she wanted. 

And that was a weakness that she could exploit. 

"You have been with her, right?" 

"_Int imatelya€ i " _Lucy whispered and averted her gaze. He did not 
like the tone behind her words and for a split-second, he had an 
image in his head of Lucy shouting in misery while Spartan-Lucy 
pinned her to the ground with her own body, taking pleasure in the 
agony of her source. 

He pushed the thought of the two fighting Gardevoirs away and focused 
on the task that lay ahead. "So how do we get you out of here?" 

"_We don't, master. My life is less important than your own, you 
should-"_ 

He tapped her on her head, slightly rougher than he would do when he 
indicated that he was pleased with her words. "What did I tell you? 
About being a soldier?" 

"_Your own life is less important than the people you are trying to 
protect as a soldier. In this, it would make me the 
soldier . "_ 

"Wrong." He said as he rose from his crouching position, cradling 
Lucy in his arms. "We are a team now. I need you on the outside more 
than you could knowa€ | so tell me how to get out of here. Cinder and 
Phoenix are worried for you. Fenrir and Fluffy are already suffering 
under the lack of a proper second-in-command and Havoca€ | you know 
about Havoc, right?" 

"_Noa€ | did she evolve like she had always wanted to?"_ 

" You have no idea." He smirked and turned to face the swirling 
column of light, that was now extending multiple tentacle-like 
appendages as if it realized that it was in danger. And it was. It 
truly was. At this moment, the only thing in existence that was more 
screwed than this thing was, had to be Mewtwo . And he would get what 
was coming for him. 

"_I can assist you with manifesting your own thoughts, but no more. I 
am too weak to fight or even assist you; in here, you are alone. With 
your own mind."_ 

"Correct me if I'm wrong," he said, feeling a rising sense of 



euphoria . 


"I think it, you make it real?" 


"_Yes, but how does that damage that signa-"_ 

"I think it you make it real?" He stated again. 

"_Y-yesa€ | you think it and I make it real, master. Lucy repeated 
after him, probably understanding what he was getting at. "_What will 
you do?"_ 

He smiled and placed Lucy on the ground again, gathering up every 
single detail about warfare that he knew of. "I am going to employ 
violence . " 

~ 0 ~ 


" * * N o Fluffy, the lady is not real. You can't try to eat her." **She 
told her friend and twitched with her ears once. Ever since Fenrir 
had had the good idea to join their trainer in the next room despite 
of his orders, she had been having a really hard time with believing 
what to think of her world. 

First they had lost the battle against the psychic, as told by 
Cinder, and then her trainer had almost gotten murdered by an enemy 
Nidoking . 

Then they had been saved by the timely arrival of a new Pokemon, who 
had teleported them away from that battlefield together with Sabrina, 
who was still lying in one of those beds that they had first asked 
Fenrir to use. 

And when they had arrived there, something had compelled her trainer 
to release her and her friends from their round dens to keep him 
company. Two things had arrivedaC | done stuff to her traineraC | and 
disappeared again. After that. Math had taken Lucy and followed the 
psychic Pokemon who had disappeared into a dark, scary hallway. 

They had waited for a full two minutes before Fenrir had finally 
woken up; the creature had then proceeded to take all of them to 
follow their trainer. 

Cute to see that his very first concern was the young man who had 
caught him in the first place. The loyalty of a Nidoking was a 
powerful thing once earnedaC | she did not see many people who could 
say they had fought a Nidoking and lived. 

But yeah, they had followed Math into the hallway and that was where 
they had found him. Lying on the floor together with Lucy, like he 
had collapsed or something. In the middle of the large room stood 
another thing, where a human was standing on. But it wasn't a normal 
human: firstly, she had no clothes on and was fully revealing 
herself . 

That was not normal . 

Second: the human had a weird thing on her head, that obscured her 
face a€"if she even had one. 


That was not normal . 



And finally, third: she was only half the size of Math and seemed 
trapped on top of that thing. But she had been the only thing around 
there and by the rules of fighting that made her Math's 
attacker . 

Which was something that the rest of her team had also thought. Havoc 
had been about to attack the lady when she had spoken a€"and her 
magic voice had calmed them all down again. 

"_Worry not creatures of my making. Your human is still alive, he is 
just in a trance. 

Of course they had not believed hera€ { 

"**And why is that then? Why should we believe you?"** Fenrir had 
growled . 

a€ i initially at leasta€ | 

"_I am Laughter Under the Coexisting Years. I have sent you creatures 
the help you needed. Mew?"_ 

a€ | but when the pink creature that Cinder had spoken of had 
reappeared, all of them had calmed down. So while Math and Lucy were 
doing whatever in her head, the naked lady with her stupid, calming 
voice had started to talk again. 

"_I am an artificial creation tasked with the Energy Conversion 
project on this world. "_ 

Since then. Fluffy had made repeated attempts to touch the woman. She 
had not allowed her friend to do so. 

He looked at her in surprise and cocked his head, not sure of her 
reasoning . 

"**She said art if iciala€ | meaning fake. Right?"** She asked 
confirmation with Cinder. 

"_You can say the same thing about Mewtwo a€"yet he is very real, as 
evidenced by your fight against him."_ Miss Silly-names said. 

" * *Not talking to youa€ | "** She muttered and turned her ears so that 
they were lying flat on her head, showing that she was not 
amused . 

Havoc had finally succeeded in getting her body to fit through the 
hallway a€"it had somehow expanded its walls to allow her passage- 
and even though she had been able to hear their conversation, she was 
now finally capable of actually seeing Laughter with her own 
eyes . 

"**But who are you? What is this place?" **Cinder asked the 
person . 

"_I am one of the two great intellects chosen to control this planet, 
as created by the Forerunners specifically with that in mind. You are 
currently inside of my control chambers, something that only Mew has 
ever done . " 



"**Hold upa€ | Forerunner ? What are Forerunners? And how can you even 
speak with us, you're human!" **Havoc growled at the artificial 
person. It seems that she was not the only one who did not like the 
lady . 

"_I am not a human. I am an artificial creation. An intelligence 
designed with a purpose. I was created by the Forerunners, 
inhabitants of the Ecumene and wielders of the Mantle. They are the 
creatures that have made sure that YOU are alive today. We have 
existed for so very long and we have strived to guard all life in the 
galaxy. Something that we werea€ | successful at . 

" * * N o human?"** Fenrir asked. 

"_No human . "_ 

"**You said that you were created by thema€ i where are they now? They 
might help our trainer with his own war?" **Cinder softly asked the 
lady . 

"_They cannot, for they are no longer there. They disappeared many 
years ago . "_ 

"**Hold upa€|"** She asked her. "**They made youa€ | and 
disappeareda€ | many years ago. How old are you?"** 

"_I myself have lost count of the years, as awareness of time drives 
a construct to madness. But the records state that I was born 
ninety-eight-thousand years ago . "_ 

Wow. That was very long. She could not even count that high, let 
alone live that high. This lady was a very old ladya€ | yet she still 
looked normal. So she was artificial indeed; her body had to be 
fake . 

The rest of her team had grown silent by that statement, perhaps 
realizing just how ancient the creature in their surroundings was. A 
minute crept by and then, as if he had grown tired of the silence. 
Fluffy lashed out with his claws. It wasn't a hard hit; more of a 
playful attempt to touch the woman. 

But in spite of what the lady had told them, his claw landed on her 
body and she stumbled backwards, only able to maintain her balance at 
the edge of the mechanical thing. 

"_Please by cautious!" _She cried in distress. Fluffy quickly 
retreated a few meters backwards, not having expected to meet 
resistance in his swipe. 

"**Your body is real enough."** Cinder sneered. 

"_It is. It utilizes specialized photonic-particle clams to shape the 
light into a shape I desire. 

"**So how do we know that you are not lying?"** 

Laughter sighed and then disappeared. Her body was simply gone and 
there was nowhere that she could have gone. 

"**What?"** The Ninetales cried in surprise and her eyes widened. 



"**Where did she go?"** 

"_I am still here . The same voice said, but now from a different 
source. The body had disappeared, but the mind was still 
there . 

"**She can turn invisibleaC i " * * She whispered. 

"_**DonA't be silly my dear, nobody can turn invisible ."* *__ Cinder 
told her. 

"_Correct . My physical body has disappeared but I am still presence, 
for I do not require a corporeal presence to take actions. My life is 
in the system. 

"**Alright. Point taken."** Havoc said. 

Fluffy was already back at the metal thing where Laughter had been 
standing on, sniffing the metal device all around in an attempt to 
find the creature again. 

"**If you are so old, can you then tell me what is going on? Who is 
this Mewtwo and what does he want from us?"** 

The creature reappeared and her obscured head turned to face her 
again. "_Mewtwo is a cloned Pokemon a€"the original source is Mew. 

The people who cloned him had acquired DNA from the original, but 
they abused and betrayed him after Mewtwo proved to be too strong to 
handle. He destroyed their lab, their scientists and the entire 
island and has been on the run for humans ever since. But thenaC i he 
found a master. 

"**A trainer?"** Cinder asked. 

"_Were it so easy." _ The artificial person replied. "_I shall 
explain when your trainer returns to consciousness. 

"**About thataCi"** Havoc growled and managed to get even closer to 
Laughter. "**Why is he still down? He should be getting back up 
anytime now!"** 

"_This problem lies deeper than a simple fixing operation, young 
creatures. Your psychic ally has been hurt by Mewtwo in one of the 
worse ways possible. She had a mental signal placed in her brain at a 
very young age-"_ 

"-yes. Right before we killed." 

That last voice did not belong to the Forerunner creat iona€ | it 
belonged to Math! Her trainer was awake! 

She turned around and looked at the fully standing form of the 
soldier, looking as tall and mighty as he had looked when he had 
first saved her from the Bad Humans. He was the strongest and fastest 
trainer ever and not even a killing-blow could end him. 

She was proud to have him as her trainer. 

Lucy was floating at his side, with a different expression than usual 
on her face. It was as if she was unsureaC | and shy. What had happened 



in her head? What had the two of them even been doing when they had 
arrived at this place? 

"_Excuse me? You have ended the signal that was placed by a 
human-made, legendary Pokemon? A signal that was specifically 
tailored to its victim? In just under a few minutes? ThataC | that is 
impossible ! 

"**Short definition of a Spartan!" **Cinder said, practically beaming 
with happiness. And she was not the only one. The image of both Lucy 
and Math standing side-by-side even after all the pain and wounds 
that had been inflected on them was just so incredible that she could 
not help but feel excited. 

They were all together, the main warrior of the Bad Humans had been 
defeated and taken with them a€"for she was still lying in that bed- 
and even the enemy's best attempts at murdering them had been 
unsuccessful . 

Things could only go uphill from here on! 

"It was time that you start explaining. Now." Math then said and 
crossed his arms, not looking particularly amused. 

"_Yes. I agree. Before I send you on your first operation, you will 
need to know the true purpose of the creatures on this world. In 
order to understand the majesty of our operations here, you will need 
to learn the full complications of the Forerunner-Flood war and how 
it influenced your life to this point. "_ 

"You said that we had little time. Why is that?" 

"_We have little time, because your allies are making their way to 
your point of arrival even as we speak. And Mewtwo ' s master will not 
allow them to interfere with the Conversion Project. He would see 
them destroyed, rather than allowing them to set foot here . "_ 

"**So that is why he attempted to have me harm my master? To stop 
humans from reaching this world?" **Lucy spoke up, her voice sounding 
less secure than normal. It even soundedaC i reclusive; like she didn't 
truly wish to speak up. 

What had happened to her? 

"_Yes and no, I shall explain, but we really need to start with the 
history of these events. I require your utmost concentration and 
attention for this. 

" * *Greata€ | * She muttered and crept closer to Fluffy as Math sat 
down, trying to make herself as comfortable as possible. "**History 
lessonsaC i " * * 

"Buckle up." Her trainer sat and leaned against the large box that 
Laughter seemed to exist in. "We fought our way through armies and 
psychics just to get some Intel. Time for a lucky break." 

"**This might even get interest inga€ i "* * Cinder muttered and flexed 
her tails, relaxing for the first time she had been there. 


Then she walked over to the sitting form of Math and sat down right 



on his lap, this time actually making place for Lucy to join her. The 
psychic smiled nervously at her and sat down at the soldier's side. 

It seemed that both of the ladies were interested in sitting close to 
their trainera€ | yet this time they could share him without snapping 
at each other. That was a good thing. 

"_This was all set into motion around the time my maker's empire 
reached its apex: a hundred-thousand years ago, with the arrival of 
the Flood . 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Laughter Under the Coexisting Yearsa€| is she one of yours?"_ 

'_The female is not/ She was created later/ her goal lies 
elsewhere 

"_So what do we do now? How do we stop that creature? 

'_Ignore her for now/ Reclaimers must be stopped/ give them the 
order ._ 

"_As you wisha€|"_ 

~ 0 ~ 


32 . Puppetmaster 

_First of all, the most important thing for the fanfiction going on 
right now: I finally got my father to start reading it, after like, 
three months of subtly pointing out that I write things. _ 

_This is a big deal becauseaC i yeah a€ i I have an uncontrollable, 
self-endangering and raging desire to do well in his eyes soa€ | I will 
keep my fingers crossed. _ 

_*coughs*_ 

_Reviews ! _ 

_**Gohan711: ** There are A LOT of crossovers out there. The fact 

that this is your favorite is a major compliment, thank 
you !_ 

_* *Dracologistmaster : ** Well, we can't have people losing track. I 

shall see what I can do. And to be honest, I think that I am going to 
play the bad-guy here. You will see._ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: ** this team is prone to problems, I have to 

agree on that. I am glad to see that certain fluff got to you. Again. 
Yay for me. _ 

_Rocket is asshole indeed. I think that you are on to something right 
there :p _ 

_And to be honestaC i I had completely forgotten to reply to your 
review. It came after I had typed the chapter and by the time I saw 
it, it was already too late for my poor fickly memory to add it. 

Sorry : (_ 



_**ZombieSlayers : ** Nope. I am afraid not._ 

_**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ** Fenrir POV? Coming up. Gimme 

the cake. I agree on the structure part; I didn't spent a lot of time 
there. You too, good sir, are up to a few things. And the information 
and reveal is vague for a reason. Whatever shall that be? _ 

_Yay! An effort badge! I can hang it in my Fanfic gallery, together 
with my cookies, my cake and my father's attention. 


_*coughs*_ 

_* *Wildpickachu9 : **. .1 am so evi- ooh, cake. Time for more 

chapters !_ 

_* *Subsider34 : ** hihiaC I 34a€ I well then, let us lift that 
disappointment shall we?_ 

_**Water guardian 26: ** Scorpions are always 

good ._ 

_* *SickleTheFurry : ** Excellent. One problem though: I did not 
neccesarily plan to "not lift a finger." In my head, it was chapter 
first then payment than chapter then payment. So after I have done 
the necessary preparations built the first chapter and posted it THEN 
and only THEN shall I ask for reward. Oh me and my confusing words. 


_I think that after much here-and-there communications, we are ready 
for a deal !_ 

_* * Jcraft 5 95 : ** You got yourself an account ! Good for you! You then 

forgot to sign it in! Less good of you!_ 

_In all seriousness: errors pointed out, definite yes on that. AI 
being weird: definitely done on purpose. Structure being better: 
definitely NO idea how that came. I guess I just improved on the 
structure in general? Meha€|also, anagram? No idea :D_ 

_** 64: **_ Thank you for your review. I have to admit, I struggled a 

bit at the beginning with the many possible ways that it could go 
wrong. As such, the earlier chapters are way worse written in 
comparison to the newer onesa€ | if that is a proper sentence. I hope 
that the thought behind that reasoning becomes a bit clearer later 
on ._ 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _Pokemon speech to humans. 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Speech ' **_ telepathic speech 



_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 47 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight . 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 45 significant moves:, double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 44- significant moves: ember, confuse ray, 
quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 31 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 27 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 23 a€" significant moves: tackle, splash, bite, 
dragon rage 

~0~ 

CONVERTING DATA 
ANALYZING QUANTUM-TANGLE 

ANALYSIS COMPLETE: OPEN LINK ESTABLISHED 

_Error. Human population overexerting the boundaries. Warning: we 
must achieve illumination through elimination ._ 

_You shall refer to what is rightfully ours as Reclaimers. They are 
attaining their right. _ 

_Blasphemy: they cannot touch what they do not possess. _ 

_Annoyed: Your timing is despicable. Your timing is off. Human 
population IS Reclaimers. _ 

_Suspicious: have you intervened? _ 

_Honesty: No, I have not. Reclamation through ingenuity, not 
guile ._ 

_Warning: Human Population not ready for Installation zero/ zero/ERROR 
NONCOND I CT I VE— I - I - I — _ 

_Finality: this exchange is over. Return to your own place. __ 

- Crude Forerunner "Quantum-Tangle messaging system", 20th January, 
2553 

~0~ 

This was such an intense waste of time. Why? Why had he ever agreed 
with the terms of an ancient alien AI? This situation was very FUBAR 
and the longer he sat there and listened to the story of the nude 



female, the longer he felt like he needed to go out and murder 
something . 


"_And as such, our most final solutions were aimed at our two last 
projects: the Energy Conversion Project and the Halo Array. But when 
the time camea€ ! and the Flood endangered us one final timea€|the Halo 
Array had to be used. All of contingency plans had to be activated at 
once to preserve the Mantle. 

"Hold on." He said, interrupting the AI for what felt like the sixth 
time since she had started explaining after Lucy's fight in her head. 
"The Mantle?" 

The strange signal that he had been fighting in the Gardevoir ' s head 
had been the toughest enemy to fight since he had single-handedly 
beaten a Scarab. It wasn't that it was as strong as Mewtwo was, 
fending him off with pure psychic energy, but it was so strong. So 
durable. He had essentially been fighting that thing with unlimited 
ordnance; whatever he fought of came after a small delay, courtesy of 
Lucy . 

He remembered how he had started the fight. Battling the thing while 
both protecting himself and his partner had been a difficult thing to 
do. He had first asked Lucy to give him a fully-functioning Assault 
rifle with ammo to spare. He had gotten his wish. With that carbine 
in his hands he had started hosing the ugly thing with lethal 
precision, shooting every tentacle that was extending itself through 
the black space that was her mind. But those appendages had been 
impossible to kill with just bullets and it didn't seem to have had a 
weak spot; it had appeared like a big blob with tentacles. A 
humongous, amorphous mass without a face to bash in. 

So he had gone to plan B: brutal violence. He had attempted to get in 

close and tear the limbs off one by one, but that too had proven to 

be ineffective, as he had been unable to get a good grip and every 
time he had used his combat knife and hands to dig a deep enough hole 
in the target it would somehow shake him off. With that in mind, he 
had shifted the things a bit and gotten creative. He had basically 
been fighting what had to be Cthulhu for Pokemon a€"a killing signal 
in the mind of a powerful psychic- judging by its appearance. In 

order to fight such a thing, he had had to change the rules. 

And he had done soa€|much to his amazement Lucy did not even need to 
ask him what he needed. He thought of something and his partner would 
give it to him. So when he had thought of twin-gravity 
hammersa€ | 

"_Reclaimer, pay attention please ! "_ The AI asked him. "_Time is 
running out for more souls than you can imagine. This knowledge is 
vital to defeating your enemy. The Mantle of responsibility covers 
all. The Forerunners were the chosen guardians of all life and in 
that, we were also the guardians of mankind. We could not allow the 
Halo's to destroy humanity as they were our chosen heirs. 

"Heirs? To what?" 

"_The Mantle and in that, life itself. We had chosen mankind as the 
successors to our Responsibility, as we knew that we would not 
survive the Activation ourselves. So the Librarian set off to gather 
samples of many speciesa€ ! so many species. She cataloged all; a 



process that took many years . 

"And then?" 

"_Those samples were brought to the Arc; the final safe haven for 
mankind as the Halo Array fired. From the seven rings themselves, 
death spread throughout the galaxy. The milk-way galaxy was cleansed 
of all life that was capable of thought and in doing so, we had 
beaten the Flood. But at a heavy price. "_ 

"Then?" 

"_Then the Librarian brought them all back to their home-worlds, 
reseeding them all. This was also the case with Humanity. "_ 

"And this wasa€ | hundred millennia ago?" 

"_Indeed. That is all that I know. "_ 

"In short?" 

The AI sighed a€"a surprisingly human gesture for a machine- and her 
helmet turned to him. "_A hundred-thousand years ago. The Parasite 
appeared and consumed the galaxy before we were able to stop them, 
sacrificing ourselves in the process. The Forerunner's last act was 
the reseedinga€ | and the Conversion project. "_ 

It was a peculiar thing that this being referred to herself as a 
Forerunner, while she was clearly an AI . It would be the same if an 

UNSC smart AI started calling itself human. So what was it? 'We' or 

'my makers'? Also, what was this conversion project that she kept 
talking about? What did it mean? What 'conversion' was she talking 
about? It was so hard to concentrate on this ancient alien 
historya€|as interesting as it was, he only had her word for it. For 

all he knew, this was just an insane little AI that did not know what 

the reality was anymore. 

So back to what made sense in his head: his fight in Lucy's head. The 
girl had manifested both of his gravity hammers and with those two 
insanely powerful melee weapons he had started pummeling the signal, 
twisting and swirling with his limbs as if he was dodging plasma 
fired off by banshees while the numerous tentacles attempted to harm 
him. For a psychically planted signal that was designed to kill, it 
hadn't proven to be particularly effective in doing so.: all of the 
possible mental attacks and psychic forms of warfare that he had come 
to expect from it had not come at all. 

So wielding two gravity hammers at once, he had proceeded to pick of 
at least two of the eleven tentacle-like protrusions that the thing 
had. The hypersonic shockwaves that the heads of the Brute-weapons 
gave off had been strong enough to smash through the thick materials 
that the signal seemed to be made from. 

Now that he gave it a proper thought, it was indeed strange that a 
telepathic signal in someone's brain looked like a big nasty sneeze 
courtesy of a Hunter. Buta€|if he had gone as far as to ignore the 
fact that he was in someone else's head at all, he might as well 
accept the image of the tentacle blob appearing in Lucy's head. It 
had effectively been a mental tumor, what with the consequences that 
it had held for Lucy. It shouldn't even be weird that it had appeared 



like one; if HE could be real in her mind, then it was likely that 
her own head manifested the thing as it was for her. 


That made the thing even worsea€ | and what he had done to it even more 
satisfying. Because the initial assault with the duel-wielded gravity 
hammers had proven so successful, the signal had probably started to 
see him as a threat. In order to deal with a rampaging Spartan with 
two Brute-chieftain weapons, it had executed the best plan that 
anything even could think of: it had dealt with him. 

A blue shockwave had spread through the mindscape and all of a 
sudden, his two weapons hadn't been as effective anymore. They no 
longer produced the satisfying blast that had been the driving needle 
in the thing's coffin. It was like it had patched Lucy's mind to 
defend him against it. 

Cinder asked the AI something and she replied. 

"_No . Your species was not amongst the beings we reseeded. I am 
getting to that young one, have patience. 

The fight had been a game of chess with unlimited pieces. One of his 
pieces had been disabled, so he had asked for something else. He had 
always been creative when it concerned warfare. In dealing with the 
mental signal, he had asked for his next weapon to deal with it: the 
Light Anti-Air Gun that was usually attached to the back of a 
warthog . 

Lucy had granted him his toy and soon, he had been spraying the area 
with thousands of high-caliber rounds. The Gardevoir must have read 
his mind more thoroughly than he had expected her to, because she 
hadn't even delivered the cumbersome and immobile version of the 
chaingun; she had somehow attached the weapon to a fixed point behind 
his back, as the weapon hadn't been burdening him or even attracted 
enemy fire. It had simply floated behind him and moved whenever he 
had. It had almost been like he had been working together with 
another Spartan. 

Using that weapon, he had destroyed three tentacles in quick 
succession before the thing updated the mental field again. His 
chaingun had disappeared. But by then he knew the rules of the deadly 
game he was playing for Lucy's sake and he was quick to escalate 
their fight. 

Lucy moved slightly and his mind was pulled back to reality, 
listening to the conversation that the AI had been having with 
him. 

"So what happened then? How did you know that I was here?" He asked 
the artificial person. 

"_I did not. The other one found out that a human vessel had found 
its way out here. A few decades too early, but on a span of thousands 
of years and concerning Humans, this could be calculated for. We knew 
of Humanity's spacefaring tier as soon as you reached ita€ | sadly we 
also knew of the war."_ 

"With the Covenant?" 

"_Yes. We were forced to watch your people despair in the raging 



batt lesa€ | yet you never gave up. You never once surrendered to your 
foe. Mankind kept fighting across the stars, with courage found in 
only a few other species. 

This was troubling. How did a Forerunner AI know about the war with 
the Covenant? Who had told them this -and when? If this thing had 
been here for thousands of years, why couldn't it have aided them 
once? Well, probably because it was stuck at the backwater planet 
where Pokemon had evolvedaC | evolvedaC i evolution ... together with 
humans? Humans reseeded by the Forerunners? Had this 'Librarian' also 
brought mankind down to this planet? For what purpose? 

"How did you know?" 

"_You do not know of our presence on your planet?" _The AI asked him. 
"_Of the portal to the Ark?"__ 

"No." He said, growing more annoyed by the second that Laughter Under 
the Coexisting Years acted like he was a retarded little child. He 
knew that his mind was probably not much healthier than Lucy's was, 
especially not after he had fixed hers. 

Although fixing was a relatively big term. Patching was more fit, 
ironically. When the Signal had eliminated his Magical floating 
turret from the fight, he had retaliated with utter precision. There 
had been eleven tentacle-like protrusions, five of which were 
destroyed. The thing had gotten ever faster with eliminating his 
weaponry from Lucy's mind and that had pissed him off royally. So he 
had thought of something that was capable of proper destruction. Real 
proper destruction. 

The only logical consequence of his need for ordnance had been a 
Scorpion Main Battle Tank. He remembered that part fondly. 

"_Tell me then Reclaimer. Are you from Earth One or Earth 
Two ? 


"There is only one Earth." 

"_So you thinkaC i I see. We shall address that when you have averted 

the Falling. Tell me this: what date did your ship crash 

here? 

Thata€|was problematic. Even if he did remember the exact date that 
the Platernus had jumped to Slipspace, said Slipspace journey would 
make that date even harder to estimate. Days could have passed, but 
there could have also been weeks. He knew that his ship had fled 
orbit somewhere at the start of OctoberaC i but he had only been thawed 
out when the ship had exited slipspace and nobody had seen fit to 
tell him the date then. He didn't hold any grudges for that, because 
they had all been repelling Covenant boarders. 

Also, they were all dead. After that, the Destroyer had become a 
ghost-ship following the underpowered Slipspace jump. His body could 
have been lying there for at least two days before he had resumed 
consciousness soaCithe date was impossible to estimate. OR 
calculate . 


Then it occurred to him that he had been so worried all this time for 
one reason: the War. In the few weeks at most that he had been gone. 



Humanity might have already fallen. This AI had some sort of system 
with which she could view the actions back on Earth, so she must have 
also known what was going on! 

"Earth." He said, trying to find a way to formulate his thoughts and 
turn them into words. Word seemed sufficient. 

"_What of it?"_ 

"Is it alright? Is Earth still there?" 

"_Are you testing me Reclaimer? I do not require tests, it is you who 
requires more testing. Of course, both Earth's are still intact. 
Judging by your experience in the Human-Covenant war, I can assume 
that you came from the Original. Your home-world is still 
intact . 

"No, " He snapped, "my Home-world burned and died. Earth is still 
intact then?" 

His team all looked at him the very second that he mentioned his 
planet, their expressions a complete and utter mystery to him. Lucy 
slowly lowered her head as Cinder stared him in his eyes. 

'_**Your planet isa€ | gone? ' **_ She slowly asked him. 

"Yes . " 

'_**And this war with theseaC | CovenantaC | caused 
that? ' **_ 

"Yes . " 

' * * And you have been trying to get back to that war all this time? 

To fight for your fallen world? '**_ 

"Yes and no. I don't want revenge; I fight because it is my duty. No 
fighting will bring Gallifrey back." 

The Ninetales sighed and placed her head closer to his, pressing her 
furry crest against the left side of his face in an obvious attempt 
to comfort him. '_**why did you never tell us this?'**_ 

"Because it is irrelevant to our mission. My destroyed home has 
nothing to do with me being here, nor has it anything to do with my 
fight . " 

"_And that is where you are wrong. Reclaimer. Had the Covenant never 
destroyed your home, you would have never arrived here. And you would 
not have been able to serve as mankindA's salvation. 

He did like the sound of that, but first he needed to get his team 
back under control, as they had all started to talk to each other in 
their strange speech. And now that he started to think about it, 
there was no way that a fire-breathing vixen was able to speak with a 
humongous sea-serpent just like that. Perhaps the Forerunners had 
chosen this world to place the other humans for that reason? Because 
of the unique Fauna that might be able to support them? He needed 
more information. 



Phoenix was staring at him with the classic 'sad' expression, where 
she pouted her mouth and frowned. The more he heard about the alien 
intervening of this world, the more he started to question the things 
he saw that he would have otherwise accepted as normal. What was 
natural and what was forced? What could he trust and what not? For 
example, the way that Phoenix seemed to be able to keep Fluffy calm. 
That could not be a naturally-occurring event as Fluffy WAS not a 
naturally-occurring event; he was a fluke. 

So either the Eevee-line was naturally gifted in calming Pokemon, or 
something else was going in with her funny little head. 

And what original and second Earth was this person even speaking of? 
There _was_ only one Earth. "Tell me how you know that Earth is 
intact . " 

"_You know of the Ark?"_ 

The shelter where the Forerunners had taken all life when the HaloA's 
fired and wiped out all sentient life in the galaxy? The lesser Ark 
that had constructed all the smaller Halo's, whereas a greater Ark 
had constructed the larger ones? Yes he knew of that; she had told 
him that . 

"I do . " 

"_Good. The Ark was safe from the firing of the Halo's, as it was not 
positioned in the Milky Way Galaxy itself. The Ark is located at the 
far edge of this galaxy's spheroidal Halo. There is a 
portal-"_ 

'Spheroidal Halo? Is that an eighth ring?" He asked the AI . 

"_No . It is the name for the outer side of the galaxy, far outside 
the range from the real Halo's. When the Librarian reseeded humanity 
back on the first Earth, she left a portal from where Mankind would 
be able to travel to the Ark, to reclaim their title as 
Reclaimers . 

Soa€ | the Forerunners had created seven rings known as Halo's that 
were essentially weapons of mass destruction. They had planned on 
wiping out ALL life in the Galaxy so that the Flood a€"the biggest 
threat ever faced by sentient life- would be contained. To prevent 
their Mantle from falling apart, they had cataloged and saved many 
individuals from many species and guarded them on the Ark a€"the 
construction site of the Halo's and also the only shelter- from where 
an individual known as the Librarian had distributed them back to 
their respective home-worlds. Then, they had left a portal on Earth 
that mankind could use toa€ | do what, exactly? What did reclamation 
mean? Why was he a Reclaimer? 

"And this means you were able to spy on Earth?" 

"_Yes. And when the Portal activated, we were able to understand an 
even greater amount of current mankind. 

What? The Portal had activated? So mankind had been able to activate 
the Portal and travel to the Ark, where they would be safe from the 
Covenant? That was excellent newsa€| IF this creature spoke the truth. 
For all he knew, this was just a trap made by Mewtwo to mess with his 



mind. He had attempted to do so before, in the form of Lucy. 


But boy had that little plan fired back at the Pokemon. Just like he 
had fired back at the signal that had been placed by the psychic, by 
creating at least two dozen Jackhammer Rocket Launchers all around 
the tentacled Mass that was the mental signal. And while he had kept 
it busy with the forty rockets that had been fired off in quick 
succession, he had conjured up a similar vision of the Turret 
floating behind him, but this time in the form of two energy swords 
in front of him. 

While the Rockets had all impacted on the main body and kept it 
occupied enough to not notice his approach, he had rapidly cut off 
another two appendages. 

And then Lucy had proven herself to be even more valuable than he had 
thought, as she had actually manipulated the last seven rockets that 
had been fired before the Launchers disappeared to impact on another 
tentacle, blowing it clean off. That had left him with only three 
tentacles to fight a€"and no more ballistic or plasma weapons to 
utilize, as the Signal had proven to be too smart to simply kill like 
that. It had learned to an amazing degree, making it impossible for 
Lucy to spawn any and all forms of weaponry that used bullets or 
super-heated guided plasma. 

He had then been stuck in a fight with no more rifles, carbines, 
pistols or launchers. Even multiple tricks with grenades had been 
unable to take off another tentacle and for a few moments, the 
situation had seemed less than hopeful. But then he had remembered 
using weapons was not what made him great. It was using everything 
but weapons as weapons that made him great . 

If weapons had been banned from the head, he would have had to think 
of other things that could serve as a weapon. 

Like an entire swarm of Aerodactyl ' s coming to sever the remaining 
tentacles, to name an example. 

"How do I know that you are telling the truth?" He asked the 
AI . 

"_Your creatures asked me the same thing. There are a few ways I 
could prove this to be the truth to you and I think that I will 
employ the first one now. First of all: you are no longer poisoned. 
Those two Support-Sentinels have successfully extracted the 
Nidoking's venoms . 

He shook his head at the female, indicating that he was not 
impressed. While he was all but certain that this had to be a 
Forerunner creation, Mewtwo had proven to be capable enough to 
control the technology created by the aliens to use for his own 
purposes . 

Like the drones a€"Sent inels , as called by Laughter- that had been 
sent to kill him before. Or the Spire that had nearly murdered him in 
Fuchsia by turning into a spaceship. 

"_Very well. I shall take your brain-damage for 
granted-"_ 



What ? 


"_-and explain differently. How do you suppose you ended up 
here? 

"By a fluke." 

"_No . Your ship ended up in the middle of a dormant Precursor 
Space-chart. A means of travel created by those that came before us, 
they were all but destroyed in the firing of the Halos. Buta€|this 
one seemed to have survived. Your crude inter-dimensional jump has 
activated it momentarily, enabling us to pinpoint your arrival. There 
was a problem though: as those star-roads have been inactive for over 
a Hundred-thousand years, there were someaC | complications concerning 
your travel. Your ship has effectively been stuck betweem system for 
quite some time, traveling to many solar-systems at a slow 
pace . 

"Meaning? " 

"_Meaning that we have had more than a few weeks to prepare. If I use 
the exact star-date that your kind uses to pinpoint timea€|then today 
is the third of April, the year: twenty-five-hundred and fifty-three. 
It has been four months since your kind reactivated the Portal and 
traveled to the Arka€ j and we estimate that it has been seven months 
since you started your journey to get here . 

a€ i February the third? Fifty-three? That had to be wrong. It had been 
fifty-two when he had left a€"barely at the beginning of October. If 
she was correct, he had been gone for months. A week or two to travel 
all the way to the point where the Covenant had attacked them, 
perhaps. But it had NOT been a few months to get to this planet. Not 
seven months . 

He had been gone for three weeks top, not months. This thing had to 
be wrong, because it meant that mankind had not yet been wiped out by 
the Covenant. If Earth was still intact and they had activated the 
portal to the Ark a€"if that all existed- the war had to be 
over . 

That was a blatant lie; there was no end to the Human-Covenant war 
that didn't end in total extermination of one side. 

He could have also never spent months lying unconscious in the 
Platernus; his body would have decayed away. "False. I was 
unconscious while the Platernus escaped the Covenant attack by the 
energy pulse that the Shaw-Fu j ikawa Translight Engines emitted. I 
could not have spent more than three days getting from there to 
here . " 

"_I did say Precursor. The only race to ever be more advanced than 
we. Your ship did what no human vessel has ever done in recorded 
history and utilized that chart to escape. It is specifically 
designed to shorten distances toa€|more manageable ones. 
Unfortunately, your ship was not designed with that in mind. As a 
direct result, the organics on board of that ship experienced a few 
moments of what has truly been happening. The ship spent 
approximately ten days in your crude Inter-dimensional state before 
it encountered the Star-road. And then it spent more than five months 
getting to this planet, while your body only experienced point 



seventy-five percent of that time. An impressive margin, I must 


Although it pained him to acknowledge that, there was no way that an 
animal like Mewtwo could ever be able to talk about something like 
that. His war with the Covenant wasn't exactly something that 
everyone knewa€ | and the details of his ship going into slipspace, 
coupled with the information about Eartha€|this AI knew a lot, he had 
to give it to her. But could he trust her? 

"Havoc, Phoenix and Fenrir: combine this with your prior knowledge of 
this world; make sense out of this all. 

By utilizing one half of his team to work as a brain-tank to process 
the words spoken by the Forerunner AI a€"for she truly had to be an 
Artificial Intelligence- he could free time and effort for himself to 
use on treating the information that he had been receiving for the 
past thirty minutes. But it was clear that this was all either 
completely above his hat, or a clever trick to destabilize him by 
Mewtwo, the cloned Pokemon. For the Pokemon that had saved him from 
the clone himself in the first place had been called Mew. The idea of 
this being a trap was getting harder to keep up every passing second 
though . 

"Lucy." He softly spoke. 

'_**Yes master?' **_ 

"Cinder? " 

'_**Right here. '**_ 

"What do you think about this?" 

The Ninetales was quick to answer. A'_**I have no clue what this 
creature is talking about. Other worlds, portals and parasite races I 
can understand. But an Ark to guard all life? Weapons capable of 
killing all life in existence? You living for three days while your 
craft traveled three months? I am having a hard time believing it 
all . ' **_ 

'_**I believe that this one is sincere. ' **_ Lucy added. '_**The 
Pokemon who saved us was genuinely concerned for out well-fare and 
while I cannot sense the emotions of Laughter Under the Coexisting 
Years, her words betray no lies.'**_ 

"How so?" He asked her, feeling surprised at her words. The Gardevoir 
merely smiled when he asked her that. 

' * *Mi s s Arckson is not the only one capable of reading people. '**_ 

The psychic Pokemon proudly stated, much to his satisfaction. If she 
was capable of taking proud in her own skills, she was once again on 
the climbing road to recovery. Also, her ability to somehow read a 
person by simply hearing their words was also never heard of before 
a€"at least not by him. So if she was suffering from Schizophrenia 
resulting in multiple personality disorder a€"like she had sort of 
confirmed in a very believable way- this was only indicative of her 
rarely-seen side having surfaced now. 


And that was a good thing. As useful as Spartan-Lucy had been in his 



fight against the many enemies in this country, he had always 
depended on the normal Lucy for personal reasons. He could not trust 
the Spartan-imbued version of herself a€"which was rather ironic, 
seeing as the ONE thing that he did trust in life besides his Pokemon 
was his Spartan instinct. 

There had to be some hidden message in all of this. 

"If this is all trueaC | " He said, "a€|what is humanity doing on the 
Ark? " 

"_This I do not know. Are we finished here Reclaimer? I need to 
continue our plans and fast. There is little time."_ 

Yesa€ | she had said that already. "Not yet. If you speak the truth and 
the war is over, then what is so important now?" 

"_I shall explain this while you don your suit . "_ 

"My suit?" 

"_We have taken the task upon us to bring your combat-skin to this 
place. It shall aid you greatly in your coming fight. "_ 

"Fight against who? Mewtwo?" 

"_Eventually , yes. You have seen the ships in the sky?"_ 

"Yes." He spoke with clenched teeth, remembering how much trouble the 
first ship had caused him. 

"_LetA's just say that your people are coming to get you and that 
MewtwoA's master is not amused. 

The UNSC was coming here? After all this supposed time? They were 
coming to this planet to retrieve him even after the war was over? 
That was most fortunate: they would be able to unearth the hidden 
Forerunner secrets in this world and their scientists could question 
Laughter. In the meantime, he could choose between staying to 
continue the fight in Kanto, or return immediately with his people to 
fight on some other front. Perhaps there were still remnants of the 
Covenant around, or rebel activities that needed to be taken 
down . 

Buta€ | Mewtwo 1 s master a€"what master?- was not amusedaC | that meant 
that it would seek to engage the UNSC forces. He had no clue to what 
the past few months had brought to his people, but they were probably 
not equipped to fend Forerunner ships of. If they had dispatched a 
battle-group to get him and that battle-group would get ambushed by 
the spire-ships in orbitaC | mankind would never find out about the 
secrets here. About the efforts that he had gone throughaC ! about the 
future that awaited his people. 

And the threat of the Flood. 

"Mewtwo has a master?" He asked, "And he wants to destroy the ships 
that are coming?" 

"_Glad to see that you are getting the picture. My calculations 
estimate that we have no more than seven hours before the group 



arrivesaC i and ultimately destroyed by the forces awaiting them. 
Reclaimer? You cannot allow them to be exterminated. Mankind might be 
safe for the moment, but the activation of the Precursor star-roads 
has set things in mot iona€ | event s that you cannot begin to believe. 

An even grimmer fate than death awaits all of you if you do not 
succeed today. 

This AI had severe problems with being specific. Vague clues and 
distance threats seemed to be her thing, but actually giving concrete 
information was still a point on which she needed to improve. But he 
had promised her that he would follow her orders, so now he was stuck 
with a crazy AI to obey. 

He was seven months further into the future, without having seen the 
final fight in the war. He had been unable to fulfill his duty to 
protect mankind and now he was stuck as a pawn in the fight of an 
insane Forerunner creation and a vengeful psychic Pokemon. 

"I am ready." 

Could things get even worse from here on? 

~ 0 ~ 

Things usually went according to a certain role in their team. The 
pack-leader would determine what to do, the most intelligent one of 
the group would determine whether it would be smart to actually DO 
what the Alpha had planned and the strongest pack-member would help 
execute the plan that the aforementioned two had come up with. 

His trainer would plan on them running down a straight road while 
getting attacked from all directions, Lucy or Cinder would tell them 
that it was a very stupid thing to do and then his trainer and he 
would still do it, helping each other with actually executing the 
plan . 

But that did not seem to be the case here. This new creature a€"this 
naked, human-like but faceless animal- was speaking to them like they 
were mindless animals and to their trainer like he belonged to her 
pack. She spoke of a great many things that he did not remotely 
understand. Humans on other worlds and teleportation for an entire 
race and murder on a scale that he did not even believea€|it was all 
too much for him to even attempt to think of. 

It wasn't even up to him to do the thinking; Lucy was the 
second-in-command and also the smartest individual in their team. 
Cinder came close, but as a psychic type she beat the Ninetales in 
raw mental prowess. Math was their leader and he followed the orders 
of his leader; that was what he knew. That was all he had ever known 
and he did not plan on changing that now. But thisa€|this woman kept 
talking to his leader like she was the leader now. He could not have 
her doing that, but he also didn't want to talk back to her. 

The creature was perfectly capable of understanding him and speaking 
to his team as a whole, but the thing she said did not even remotely 
make sense. At least not to him. And there was a certain quality to 
her voiceaC | a trait that seemed to define her as an individual. Her 
voice was commandingaC | powerful with an air of control. It seemed 
that she was almost able to order them around without actually giving 
them a direct orderaC | which was a dangerous habit for an unknown 



person to have. He would need to keep a close eye on her for 
that . 


"I am ready." His trainer said and got to his feet, giving the 
females who had been resting against him a chance to get off of his 
body before he forced them off. 

The habit of both Lucy and Cinder to get intimate with their 
pack-leader wasa€|both frustrating and interesting to watch. 
Frustrating because he was their alpha male and they should not 
attempt to force themselves unto him for attention like that. There 
was a certain string of command that they needed to follow, as much 
as they cared for the human. 

Interesting because Math had seemed to be unable to return their 
affection for him prior to his engagement with Sabrina, while seemed 
to be much more accepting of their feelings now. 

He had not been able to fully follow the fight with the enemy, seeing 
as the unfortunate circumstances of the fight had forced him to be 
recalled sooner than the resta€ | something for which he had felt the 
necessary hate and anger. Of course he would obey his trainer if the 
situation demanded it, but to stop a rampaging Nidoking from 
fighting? That demanded courageaC i and a lot of guts. Something of 
which Math seemed to have enough, although it had almost been spilled 
by an enemy Nidoking. 

He had felt so much rage when he had heard that from Cinder. That 
such a pathetic and foolish creature as a cloned Pokemon could have 
hurt their traineraC | it was just too much for him to bear. 

The pain and embarrassment of his alpha being maimed by the Nidoking 
had quickly faded away and turned to awe and respect when he had 
heard how the offender had been dealt with a€"breaking the horn off 
of the head of a Nidoking was something that not a single living 
thing in the entire world was capable of, let alone using it to then 
murder the Nido in question. It was a testimony to Math's sheer 
skills and prowess as a fighter. He had been gored by a Nidoking and 
lived; he knew of no one else that was capable of doing so. 

"_Good. Very good. If you would follow the signals leading you to the 
next room. I need you to don your combat-skin to survive the coming 
fights . 

"Optimistic . " 

"_I am sorry to admit: the odds are not in your favoraC | I might have 
been able to reprogram forty-nine point six percent of the Sentinel 
population to aid you in your struggles, but Mewtwo has the advantage 
of his clone labs. He has been able to clone many Pokemon in his 
quest to dominate mankindaC | even though he has only just started to 
do so . 

And this stupid creature known as Mewtwo would also pay royally for 
the problems that he had caused the team. No creature a€"Pokemon or 
human- would mess with them and live. 

Only Sabrina, who had been spared by his Alpha in an exceedingly rare 
fit of mercy, had been able to fight Math and live to tell the 
tale . 



And the human was still recuperating in the bed, protected by the 
order of the Alpha that she should not be harmed. It was only because 
of the known fact that Math always wanted to question his targets 
that he had not murdered the woman for what she had done. 

But who was he to question the orders that came from his 
pack-leader? 

"Never tell me the odds." The human told the alien creation. 

"_I am sorry? Does this destroy your motivation? I did not intend to 
do so." _Laughter then said. 

"**No!"** Phoenix laughed. "**He always defies the odds; it is part 
of our charm."** 

The little child was right; their group always seemed to beat the 
odds that were flung their way. It was just part of how they did 
things : the world would throw everything that it had at them and they 
would be there to throw it right back at the world. 

Even when Math should have essentially died a while ago. The more 
shit that they had to deal with, the stronger their bonds and prowess 
got . 

"_It would seem that your group has fought through a multitude of 
engagements to finally get here. Your struggles to reach the city 
called Saffron have not gone unnoticed, I am afraid. "_ 

"**There is something you're not telling us." **Havoc 
growled . 

"_There are many things that I am not telling you. Telling you would 
take too long and there would be many things that would not go 
understood . "_ 

Her words were strangea€ | almost forced. 

"Seven hours to do what?" 

"_Seven hours to make the ships in our atmosphere harmless to your 
allies. They are programmed to attack as soon as ships arrive in 
orbita€ | and their primary form of attack leaves little 
survivors . "_ 

If he had heard all of this correct lya€ | then all life on this planet 
was first killed a very long time ago by powerful creaturesa€ | then 
all life was once again restored and placed on this planet, while 
humans fought a war outside of this planet. And now this cloned 
psychic Pokemon was trying to kill off all humans on this planet to 
help his own Alpha, which needed to be stopped by them. 

And his trainerA's original packmates were coming to world and unless 
they destroyed the metal-birds in the sky, those would die too. 

A lot of death and destruct iona€ i and once again everything seemed to 
depend on them. He missed the good times where it was just traveling 
and fighting and there weren't any smartasses around to tell them 
what to do. 



This was all going hairy real quick. 


"Let's get started then." 

"_Indeed. With six hours, fifty-three minutes and seventeen seconds 
left, we must stop wasting time and start our operation. If you would 
follow mew-"_ 

The pink psychic appeared once again and started flying around their 
heads like an annoying little bug-type. 

"_-to the next room, you will find your combat skin waiting there for 
you. I will be joining you shortly. 

And then the pedestal disappeared. Not into the ground, but simply 
gone. It faded away, leaving only a few yellow light-effects behind 
as all the tiny bits that made it up simply fell apart. It was as if 
it had been burned to a crisp, turning into ashes within the 
second . 

Strange. This really was beyond their ability to controlaC i his 
trainer had better know how to deal with this. 

Cinder jumped up and made her way to the place where Laughter's 
pedestal originally stood, smelling the ground to check for residue 
traces . 

"Move out." Math snapped, suddenly standing with Lucy by his side. 
Havoc and Fluffy turned to look at each other before the large 
Gyarados growled a€"a deep, rumbling sound that should have vibrated 
the ground intensely- and spoke. 

" * * q f course we move out. Whatever he wants us to do happens!" **She 
angrily snapped. "**But does our great trainer know how to allow ME 
to move through these hallways?"** 

Cinder laughed and relayed the message to the Alpha, who turned 
around and stared at Havoc, who did not back down. 

"I can recall you." He stated and grabbed the sphere in which he 
always carried his pack-members. "Or should I carry you?" 

Havoc was not amused. "**Why is it always twisty, tight corridors 
with you? Why not a wide open sea once in a while?"** 

"Speak to the manager, " The soldier replied, gesturing to the place 
where the pedestal had stood. "I just work here." 

"**Next time we go somewhere, make it an open place. Or I will do 
that myself." **Havoc threatened. 

"Noted." The human replied and turned around again, following the 
Pokemon known as Mew into a new hallway. Another golden-glowing wall 
disappeared and allowed the pink creature to fly away in there, close 
followed by Math., who then recalled Havoc to take her with him. 

He frowned and looked at Fluffy, who got to his feet and chose to 
follow Phoenix. His muscular body was perfectly capable of trekking 
large distances in rocky terrain and the flat, impossibly clean tiles 



underneath his armoured feet were no trouble for him to move over. He 
did not yet know what this creature that controlled this Human Den 
was planning, but if it meant more fighting he would love to take 
part in her plans. 

"So." His trainer started while he followed the flying psychic. 

"Ready for the next part?" 

"**What do you mean?"** Phoenix asked him, happily running after 
him . 

One of the psychic members of the team most likely relayed the 
message to him, as he actually replied to her again. "If she is 
correcta€|my war is over. I have missed at least seven months, but 
the war that claimed my planet has ended." 

"**Yes?" **The Eevee replied. "**That is wonderful news, right? Then 
we can all stay together!"** 

"**I agree."** I growled, keeping his head low to prepare for an 
unexpected attack a€"which then wouldn't come unexpected, of course. 
So he was preparing for a less than expected attackaC i which in turn 
turned expected. 

As such, his preparation made the unexpected attack expected. And as 
soon as that attack had turned expected, he would not need to be 
cautious anymore. He was so smart. "**With your fight over, all 
should be well, right?"** 

"Right." His Alpha agreed. "So why do I have the feeling that we are 
walking into another war?" 

They kept quiet for a while, overthinking that remark. Or at least he 
did; Cinder and Lucy might have been communicating telepathically 
with their trainer. He did not know anything about walking into a 
war; he was following his pack-leader to win yet another fight. The 
fight against Mewtwo, the most powerful enemy as of yet. What 
happened after they had defeated that thing was vague; they would do 
something to stop the flying metal-birds from killing his original 
pack. Then, the original pack and this one could merge and become 
one, powerful pack capable of defending all of its 
members . 

Eventually, the five of them made their way to the next room, where a 
whole new and rather spectacular sight was awaiting them. It was a 
smaller, completely white room with a roof that was a bit higher than 
the previous one. There was no obvious transition between the tiles 
in the room, yet they all seemed toa€ | f loata€ | next to each other. 

Like they were being held up by telekinetic powers. Whether Laughter 
Under the Coexisting Years spoke the truth or not, this was pretty 
awesome . 

"_Welcome."_ The voice of the Forerunner spoke. "_This is the 
test-room for your new combat-skin. Toke note however that when I say 
new, I actually mean improved upon. We have taken it upon ourselves 
to move your own combat-skin to a moreaC | secure position than where 
it was placed. "_ 

His armour? Had they taken his suit away from the cliff so that they 
could tinker with it here? A mute psychic Pokemon whose sole 



occupation in life was playing around and a crazy alien creation had 
felt like they needed to mess with his suit? If they had screwed it 
up, he would personally jam- 

'_**M aS ter, isn't that your armour?' **_Lucy spoke with her mind, 
talking to all of them at once. The psychic was a whole different 
kind of weird. He had first taken a liking to her when they had both 
been children, but that liking had quickly turned into something else 
when both of them had evolveda€ i and he had been starting to reach 
sexual maturity. His feelings regarding the frail female were still 
somewhat vague, but at the very least they no longer suggested 
aa€ i bodily need to be with her. But her recent developments were all 
kinds of messy. First she had been a major pacifist; not even 
remotely wanting to hurt anyone. Then she had turned into a wise 
woman, aware of the necessary actions that needed to be taken in 
order for the enemy to prevent her friends from hurting 

He could appreciate that. He was aware that violence was not always 
the answer to everything. But it was only when Lucy had developed a 
bloodthirsty attitude that could rival his that he had started to 
doubt her mind. She had never ever been the cruelest member of the 
team, but her recent actions had been escalating towards the 
crazy-spire. She was merciless, cold-blooded and at some points even 
basking in the misery of others. And he hadn't even seen that much of 
her compared to Cinder and Math, so if HE could see that all a€"and 
he was aware of the lacking intelligence in his species- the rest of 
the team had to be completely aware of that. 

Buta€|the AI had stated that Math and Lucy had been fighting inside 
of the psychic's head in an attempt to clear up something that the 
enemy known as Mewtwo had placed. In being successful in that, Lucy's 
mental problems should have been fixed right now. So she should be 
all back to the normal her, with the merciful and nice character that 
the team so desperately needed. 

"It is." The trainer confirmed and stepped into the room, facing the 
two vertical pillars that held his armour up. A thin, blue stream of 
energy jumped between the two metal rods and the set of armour every 
now and then. How had Laughter gotten this armour? 

"**How did your armour get here ahead of you?" **Cinder asked, 
looking back and forth between the human and his outer skin. "**Is 
that natural for that thing? Does it teleport?"** 

"It does not." Math growled. "They touched my armour." 

In the week that he had known his trainer, he had learned plenty of 
things about him. His desire to fight, for example, was a trait that 
he greatly admired in the human. The need for simplicity and patterns 
in life was also something that he could agree with. But his Alpha's 
strange way of dealing with his fellow humans was not something that 
he fully understood, neither did he understand his way of speaking 
and fluid, graceful way of moving. 

What he did understand however, was that Math held his set of armour 
very dearly. If anything a€"anything at all- had touched his armour 
without his permission, that anything would be very, very 
boned . 


Fluffy somehow managed to grasp the gravity of the situation and 



crawled backwards very calmly, as if any sudden move would set his 
trainer off. 

A wise decision. 

"**Be carefula€ | " **Phoenix whispered, "**No sudden movement sa€ | he 
will eat us all if we move too suddenlyaC i and I am probably 
delicious . " * * 

Funny little thing. Of course she was delicious a€"the other 
contestants for the most-tasty-Pokemon contest were a Rock-type, a 
creature with an internal fire and a large, scaled sea-serpent. And 
him, who would give any creature that wanted to make a meal out of 
him an indigestion to remember. 

So that meant either Phoenix or Lucy as the most edible Pokemon. Of 
course this was all conjecture; his Alpha did not ever need to sleep, 
eat or drink. He was capable of living without doing any of the 
things that living beings needed to do to stay living beings and not 
dead beings, which was a testimony to his sheer awesomeness. For a 
human to withstand the need for sleep, food and even a fully-complete 
body in order to fight without as much as complaining or even 
faltering was just too impressive to not utterly dedicate his loyalty 
to . 

The human stayed quiet for a few seconds and walked to his set of 
armour, placing his hand in the chestplate. 

Then he spoke up again. "No it is not a good thing. They touched it. 
They touched my armour." 

He could take it for granted that one of the females had talked to 
the soldier in his mind, as talking to the air seemed to be one of 
the best indicators of one-sided telepathic communication. 

"_We were forced to move your armour here, as Mewtwo ' s searching 
parties would have found it with ease. But your combat-suite is 
extremely unprepared for the circumstances. I know that you did not 
arrive here intentional, but were you not prepared to deal with this 
phase of the Conversion project at all?"_ 

Why did she insist on talking about thisa€ | pro ject ? What did she 
mean? 

"What did you do to it?" 

"_I could explain all of this to you now but you would not understand 
it. Don your combat-skin and you will find out, I would say."_ 

That sounded like a very obvious trapa€ | in that sense, such a totally 
obvious trap would not be obvious at all. So this had to be 
safe . 

The question right now was very obvious too: would his Alpha trust 
the situation, or would he be skeptical? 

~ 0 ~ 

He did NOT trust this situation. An ancient AI and her mute little 
psychic had moved his MJOLNIR? They had actually touched and then 



MOVED his MJOLNIR? Why had possibly possessed these things to dare 
and touch his MJOLNIR? Seriously, why would they do that? 

"Just wear the newly messed with armour?" He stated and crossed his 
arms. "Am I supposed to fall for this?" 

"_I do not understand Reclaimer. Fall for what?"_ 

"You changed my suit. How do I trust you with this?" 

"_There is no time for you to distrust us now. I am bringing you back 
your combat -skin, now is the time above all to trust me ! 

"How do I know this isn't a trap?" 

"_Wear your suit now and understand that I am sincere. How can this 
be a trap? I am helping you safe your people and by extent, this 
world. I am aiding your species even after I aided your team. How can 
you not trust me now?"_ 

It was true. She had told him that Mewtwo had messed with Lucy and 
she had even told him how to fix it. The death of the Signal itself 
a€"involving a lot of fire-power- had been less easy, but made 
possible by Laughter nonetheless. 

' **Master, I think that I can teleport you out of your suit if I 

things go wrong.' **_Lucy softly said in his 
mind . 

"Explain . " 


'_**When you struck that final blow to destroy the signal, I felt my 
own powers straighten themselves out. The other me is still nowhere 
to be found, so I can now freely teleport you at will.'**_ 

An excellent strategic advantage a€"one that this AI did not know 
about. Fine, he would play along with her. For now. 

"Fine." He spoke and walked towards his armour, preparing to grab the 
helmet and place it over his head. 

"_I think you will find the process to bea€ | faster than the original 
process. The AI stated. 

What did she mean by that? What process? 

The two metal pillars suddenly activated a secondary function besides 
keeping his armour up and split into at least seven segments per 
pillar. Then, they rapidly disassembled his suit of armour and each 
picked up a piece; his chest-plate, shoulder-pieces, gloves and even 
the reactor at the back of the armor were all picked apart with a 
speed and accuracy that was unparalleled by anything he had seen 
before. Humans and even his experimental field-stripper were all way 
slower than this odd machine was. Each individual segment somehow 
attached itself to a piece of his armour a€"kept afloat by a gravity 
field, apparently, as the segments of his armour that were not 
attached to a metal piece didn't fall to the ground- and then moved 
towards him. 


One of the metal rods, attached to the Titanium outer shell of his 



boot, floated towards him and tried to make its way to the back of 
his left foot. He did not let it. 


"_Reclaimer please, make haste and let the machine reconstruct your 
armour . 

"What is this thing?" He asked, not feeling particularly secure with 
the floating hunk of metal that was dragging his foot with 
it . 

"_This is one of the few methods our Warrior-Servants had to rapidly 
disassemble and reassemble their own Combat-skins. Stay still, as 
this will only take a few moments. 

As it turned out, standing still really did make a difference. As 
soon as he stopped giving the floating piece of metal a hard time, it 
was joined by a swarm of other pieces of the once-intact pillar and 
in the span of twelve seconds, they had completely assembled the 
MJOLNIR armour around his body. 

He plucked the helmet from the air and a€"trusting both Lucy's and 
Laughter's judgment- put it over his head. 

As soon as he did that, a painful nail got slammed in his skull and 
he immediately felt the need to take a step backwards- 

-which was translated by his armour and executed into motion. And as 
he nearly stepped on Phoenix, who rapidly jumped out of the way, he 
also heard the voice of the Forerunner AI . 

"_Be careful Reclaimer! We have made additions to this armour, the 
most prominent right now beingaC | 

"**I think he looks scary."** 

"**He looks familiar now."** 

"**I do hope that those two fixed the problem with his 
suita€ | " * * 

"**There was a reason that he was forced to take it off. He does seem 
fond of his armour."** 

"a€|_that there is a new translation-software patch installed in the 
more intricate patterns of your nervous-ends. It enables the vocal 
patterns of the creatures now native to this world to be processed in 
the respective part of your brain that also translates human voices. 
The procedure is not pleasant, but the aftereffects should be 
apparent soon enough. 

"**What does she mean? Did she hurt his thinker-box?"** 

" * * N o Phoenix, it means that she made sure that our voices sound 
human now . " * * 

"**How do you know this, Lucy?"** 

"**I would like to think that I am familiar with the workings of the 
mind . " * * 



" * *Show-of f a€ | "** 


"**That is not nice Cinder!"** 

"_In just a few minutes of rewriting, you should be able to fully 
understand your allies in combat . 

Few minutes his ass; he could already hear their banter right now, as 
clear as day. Laughter had patched that translation software in his 
BRAIN a bit faster than she had imagined. 

WaitaC | translat iona€ | he couldaC i actually understand his team? He 
could actually hear what they were saying? His head hurt, but that 
didn't matter. The strategic impact of this upgrade was already 
enough to tip the sides of this fight to his favor. No longer would 
he have to let the psychics mess around in his head; now they could 
talk to him with their mouths. They had those things for a reason and 
that reason was talking. 

"_There was a surprising lack of resistance ReclaimeraC | I shall have 
to discuss this in greater detail. Right now, we need to focus on 
getting you out of this facility. 

"**Where is this even?"** Cinder asked. He would have to take some 
serious R&R to get used to that. "**Where are we now?"** 

"_Right now, we are to the east of the place known as Pallet town, in 
a forward structure to serve as a Headquarters. My main 
infrastructure is located to the North, beyond the Indigo Plateau. I 
do hope that your team is capable of traversing large bodies of 
water? "_ 

He could almost feel Havoc agreeing from within her ball. "We'll 
manage." He spoke, but his team immediately jumped to that 
sentence . 

"**I like swimming!"** 

"**I HATE swimming."** 

"**I think I can swim."** 

"**We can just ask Havoc to carry us?"** 

This was just a mad collection of insaneaC | madness . His team and him? 
Talking back and forth? Why had he ever agreed with that! 

For a few seconds there he had thought that it was possible to work 
tactically with talking Pokemona€|he had forgotten that his team was 
still essentially a raging dragon, a murderous baby, a too-kind baby, 
a vixen with the mentality of a teenager hyped up on hormones and a 
humanoid that could kill with her mind and suffered from 
Schizophrenia . 

"**I am hungry."** 

And Fenrira€|the living tank with a nasty sting. 

He had a hard time believing that he could work together with his 
team like he could work with his fellow SpartansaC | or even marines 



for that matter. These creatures did not even remotely resemble him 
or any of the soldiers. 


a€ | that was a blatant lie. Lucy was the personification of his own 
mental problems. Cinder was a teenager hyped up on hormones while he 
was a teenager hyped up on drugs and FenriraC | _was_ the 
personification of his violent plan B. Fluffy was his merciless need 
for death when left alone for too long and Havoc was the direct 
result of his Plan B and desire for destruction. 

Only Phoenix did not fit in his persona and she had yet to 
evolve . 

He sighed and cursed the weird curves and bends that his mind took 
sometimes. Perhaps this was just the aftereffect of him finally 
starting to accept his team? 

"What now?" He said, feeling glad that his HUD was reactivating and 
showing all the previous images that had been present before. His 
targeting reticule, the charge of his energy shield and even his 
motion tracker. 

They had fixed his motion tracker. All was forgiven. 

"_Now you need to be aware of the changes that we brought to your 
combat-skin. The creature-human translation software is but one of 
them. We have also decided to utilize your indexing device in 
updating the suit and-"_ 

"Hold on. You took the Pokedex?" 

"_If that is your name for the device, yes. When Mew teleported you 
here, she also took the device and brought it to the chamber. It has 
just finished processing a minute ago . "_ 

He did not like this AIA's tendency to overstep her boundaries. Who 
was she to take his items and use them for her own idea? The Pokedex 
had been given to him by the Professor for the sole purpose of 
identifying the Pokemon he would encounter and fight in his journey. 
It had NOT been given to him so that it could be stolen by a 
kleptomaniac AI and her psychic partner in crime. 

"That belonged to an old man." 

"_I know. Why do you think he gave it to you in the first 
place? 

"What?" 

"_I compelled the human known as Oak to give to you the item. It 
seemed to have served you well in your quest. But my influence is not 
the only one that can extent into the country; now you must listen to 
me: you have six hours and forty-five minutes to stop the ships 
assembling in the sky from destroying your allies. When those ships 
get a correct bearing on the path that your allies take, they will 
obliterate them. There is a high probability that they will calculate 
the correct Inter-dimensional route and intercept them."_ 

"Those ships can make a slipspace jump in-atmosphere?" 



"_They can do much more. They were specifically designed as high-risk 
high-reward fighters in order to stop the Flood from touching down on 
a planet. Once they have the crude vector locked in, there is a 
possibility that they will make the jump."_ 

"When are they done calculating?" 

"_I estimate that we have less than five hours and fourteen minutes 
before they have compensated for the lack of advanced reaction 
drives . 

He sighed. Of course she would just mention this now. The enemy ships 
had the capability to intercept the UNSC battlegroup that was coming 
and they would do so in five hours. The underdeveloped Shaw-Fu j ikawa 
translight engine that had been so painfully inferior during the 
Human-Covenant war was now actually the one thing that seemed to 
prevent the Forerunner ships from immediately jumping and destroying 
them. Funny how things could go. 

He had taken in a LOT of information in the past few minutes and he 
was certain that he wouldn't even begin contemplating all of it until 
he was well on his way to the final fight. But for now, he focused on 
the most important thing. 

Forerunner ships under control of hostile elements would intercept 
the friendly UNSC battlegroup that had been sent to retrieve him. And 
he had to aver thata€|but how? 

"_There is one additional thing that you must take with you. Amongst 
several other upgrades that will become clear to you as time 
progresses, your new suit now has room for one crystal -layered 
Micro-chip. This micro-chip is specially tailored to your Combat-skin 
so that it can be carried without the risk of it being destroyed. On 
your way south, to Cinnebar Island, you will encounter a small indent 
between a rock outcropping. In there, you will find an interface. 

Only a Reclaimer can activate it. When you do, you will find the 
Subspace coordination Device. You will store it in the slit of your 
helmet where the Micro-chip can be stored. "_ 

"And then?" 

"_Then you will take it to Cinnebar Island. When you have arrived 
there, I will give the additional information. You must hurry now 
Reclaimer; time is shortening as we speak. "_ 

He got that much. This AI had a really frustrating habit of NOT 
telling him the complete picture. Why couldn't she simply tell him 
the whole truth? 

"Let's move then." He replied, taking notice of Laughter's habit to 
give him new Intel and then refusing to elaborate on it, telling him 
to hurry up and stop wasting time. It was something that prevented 
him from trusting her. 

"_Yes. I agree. The position of this Subspace device is not possible 
to miss. If you leave nowa€ | you might just prevent the destruction of 
your people. 


He nodded and gestured for his team to follow him- a gesture that 
went as smooth and fast as it had before. This AI and her Forerunner 



Drones had made several changes to his suit, but it appeared that 
they had left the fundamentals unchanged. He could work with that. 

A sudden blink appeared on his motion tracker and he turned around 
with the speed he was used to, his hand grasping for the plasma 
pistol he had attached to his thigh. 

"Wait!" A soft voice rang out and he stayed his hand when he 
recognized the target. 

It was Sabrina. 

His team moved the instant he did not pull the trigger and all took 
some form of defensive position concerning him: Fenrir and Cinder 
moved to the front, ready to take the brunt of an attack, while Lucy 
moved to his side. Phoenix jumped to his other side and Fluffya€|was 
circling the target, utilizing an advanced close-combat maneuver. 
Clever thing. 

"_I see that Mew has brought the non-Reclaimer sub-species individual 
with her. Interesting choice. "_ Laughter mused. 

"State your intent!" He snapped at the female. 

"Ia€|I wish to helpaC i " She said with the same soft voice, not 
sounding remotely like she had sounded back when they had 
fought . 

What? She wanted to help him? How was she planning to do that? She 
was his enemy; he had nearly murdered her! 

"Lucy?" He asked. 

<_**She is sincere. ' **_ 

"_Excellent. This human has knowledge of the surroundings and 
intimate knowledge of Mewtwo, does she not?"_ 

Sabrina did not respond but kept staring at him with a strange 
expression on her face, looking as different from her previous form 
as Fenrir looked different from his Nidoran line. 

"Help? After Saffron?" He questioned her. He had half a mind to just 
shoot her a€"as he had in a lot of situations- but he also had half a 
mind to simply accept her offer and take her with him. There was 
obviously something off with hera€ | her air of murderous intent was 
just gone. He had torn her mind in half buta€ | so literarily? 

And what was with the use of the word 'intimate 1 ? Did she mean 
'intimate' like Lucy knew Spartan-Lucy intimate? Ora€ | was this bodily 
intimate? Surge was a leader and had been brainwashedaC | so perhaps 
Sabrina had also been brainwashed? 

"Yes. EspeciallyaC | after Saffron." The human replied. 

Lucy said that she was sincere buta€|he did not want another human 
near him. 


Yet he felt strangely comfortable with Sabrina, for reasons he did 
not understand. As usual. 



Arguments against trusting Laughter Under the Coexisting Years: she 
obviously did not trust him with information. She limited her 
information. She ordered him around and made him do things that he 
did not want to do. 

Arguments for trusting her: she gave him her MJOLNIR back, with 
updates. The update allowed him to talk with his team better. She 
gave him all sorts of information that, by all rights, should soothe 
his worries about the future of mankind. She had saved him from a 
possible defeat and helped him fix Lucy. If he trusted her, the 
future was a thousand times brighter than if he did not. 

But he could not trust her. Not yet. And as he walked towards the 
final door that the AI opened for him, he decided that he could not 
decide it for himself yet. He needed help with this; thinking clearly 
was becoming too hard for him to properlyaC i do . 

"_Good luck Reclaimer. Be careful. The AI spoke and then 
disappeared . 

"Soa€|" He initiated a new conversation as the door behind him shut 
again, trapping him and his five Pokemon following him a€"and his one 
Sabrina following him- in a very long hallway. "What do you 
think?" 

' .* * About Laughter? Or the situation as a whole? '**_ Cinder asked 

him . 

"**I think that she is playing with our trainer..." **Phoenix 
whispered to Fenrir. 

"**I think she is playing with everyone."** That one talked 
back . 

"**Everyone can play with hima€ | it ' s not that hard."** The Ninetales 
replied to the rest of her group. 

"You know I can hear youa€ i right ? " He carefully asked his teammates, 
ignoring the curious glance that Sabrina threw him. 

" * *Whoopsa€ i " * * Cinder slowly said, officially aware of her 
position . 

"**He is magic."** Phoenix whispered. 

"**Fools."** Fenrir growled with satisfaction. 

"I'll ask again." He stated. "What do you guys think?" 

"**I think that our trainer has a traineraC | " * * Cinder 
laughed . 

"**Cinder! You shouldn't say such things!"** Lucy replied with a 
severely shocked voice, speaking up for the first real time since 
they had fixed her head. 

Since he had managed to blow up the few remaining tentacles of the 
signal before it decided to ban all vehicles. Of course, telling a 
Spartan to not use a gun OR a vehicle sporting such a weapon was not 



the best way to stop him or her. He had still been capable of 
conjuring the image of the projectile itself; had he been able to 
summon a loose bullet or rocket, he would have done so immediately. 
But with most if not all of his weapons blocked out by Mewtwo ' s 
signal, the killing blow had to have been delivered by lessaC | mundane 
means . 

And as the glassing beam impacted on the main body and completely, 
utterly purged it from Lucy's mind he had finally felt secure around 
her again. With that hellish form of torture in her head gone, she 
was back to the sweet, dependable girl that she had been before she 
evolved again. 

She was still very shy around her friends, but at the very least she 
could talk to them again. And she stuck up for him; that was a 
first . 

Was it? 

A portion of the wall to his left disintegrated and revealed a large 
rack with weapons: UNSC and Covenant alike. It appeared that the Mew 
had not only stolen his armouraC | but at the very least she had the 
decency to return it to the owner. 

And as he ignored the fact that the weapons had just appeared when he 
had happened to walk past the room, he came across something that was 
too interesting to ignore too. 

He had just picked up an assault rifle and a shotgun with ammo and 
grenades to spare when he noticed the shining rocks stalled out on a 
metal shelve. Red, blue, green and yellow. 

"FIRE-STONE, WATER-STONE, LIGHTNING-STONE" A female voice spoke in 
his head. It vaguely resembled Laughter's voice, but it also had the 
mechanical traits that the original Pokedex had when it spoke things 
aloud. His suit wasn't the only thing with an upgrade, it seemed. 

He grabbed the lightning-stone, believing that a water- and a 
fire-type were already enough in his current team. 

"**This is convenient. Is there something pretty for me in there, 
too?"** 


"Keep talking Cinder." 

The seven of them a€"two humans and five Pokemon- eventually reached 
the end of the tunnel and as soon as he stopped at the closed door 
that marked the end, it opened and revealed a large, open hole from 
which sunlight poured in. The blue glare of light reflected by water 
was also present, indicating the presence of a large body of 
water . 

It appeared that Kanto did have an ocean after all. And he was 
staring at it. A very large amount of ocean. 

"**You have GOT to be damn kidding me!" **The vixen cursed. 

"**I love swimming." **Phoenix muttered, somehow managing to miss the 
point entirely. 



"**Master? What are we going to do now?"** Lucy asked him with her 
sweet voice. Even without resorting to talking to him in his mind, 
she was perfectly capable of dazzling him with her mere vocal chords. 
A trait that she and Laughter seemed to have in common; they both 
managed to influence him with their voices. 

Semantics. "WE are not going to do anything. SHE is." He said and 
grabbed the last PokA© ball. Normally he would simply recall his team 
and make the journey on his own, but he had come to enjoy the 
presence of his PokemonaC | even though Sabrina's was kind of ruining 
that right now. Still, things could be worse. 

He had his armoura€ | could talk to his Pokemon and actually understand 
them a€"which could not be said for his interactions with marines- 
and he had a fully indexed Pokedex integrated in his armour. Things 
could really get worse. 

He opened his PokA© ball and released the Gyarados, causing Cinder to 
quickly seek cover behind him as the waves splashed against the 
tunnel . 

"**About time!"** The serpent raged. "**I see you followed my advice 
and found yourself a sea. Now thena€ | what are you wearing?"** 

"My armour." He replied. 

"**What? You can understand me? Thata€|that is a f-first! How long 
have you been capable of doing that? Have you been ignoring us all 
the time? ! "** 

"Armour." He replied. 

"**You missed out on a whole lota€|"** Cinder sighed. 

"**And I am sure that you will fill me in," **Havoc growled back, 
ii * * you 1 " * * 


"Me?" 


n**Are you going to ride me or what? I assume that we are here for 
that reason."** 

He looked over his shoulder, hoping that anyone might assist him. 
Sabrina hid a smile -but did so very poorly. The rest of his team was 
not so considerate as to hide their humor at the situation. Lucy 
looked at them with a hint of surprise on her face while Cinder, 
Phoenix and even Fluffy took a minute to gloat over his 
problem . 

"Yesa€ | " He told the Gyarados. "As a matter-of-fact, we all 
will." 

He would make sure that he had the last laugh. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_This is Captain Wren, all hands on deck. We are arriving near the 
planet in seven hours so get ready for a combat drop. We got a 
Secret-Spartan down there who's been missing since October a€"half a 
year, approximately- we might need to geta€ | persuasivea€ | to get him 



with us . 


_~ 0 ~_ 

_Boom! Scumbag-writer strikes again! The reveal is not that much of a 
reveal, the AI is hiding things and our Spartan got another unwanted 
teammember !_ 

_Will Sabrina turn out to be true to her word? Will she survive the 
coming events? Will Mewtwo be happy with his signal blasted into 
smithereens? Will he have another trap for our team? Will Math manage 
to get to his target in time? Will be successfully ride the Gyarados? 
Tune in for next week to find out!_ 

a€ |_also, my father delivered his first feedback! *Reads aloud* 


"_It is weird. 
a€ | 

_*blows party whistle*_ 
_Success! I do not suck! 


33. The puppet pt 1 

_Do the levels and moves at the beginning take away from the story, 
or bother people in general? Because I do not EXACTLY follow the game 
mechanica€ | it might be a hindrance. Let me know your opinion on 
it !_ 

**Kain Everguard: **_Indeed it is._ 

_* *Wildpickahu9 : ** Yav! Evil! Here, another chapter. Now give me 
cake ._ 

_**Water Guardian 26: **_ Well, strange things are kind of my thing. 

This IS a Halo/Pokemon crossover after alla€|_ 

_A1 1 right, let's do this. Shout-out to **Lay Down Hunter. ** You 

have made your decision final? The giant Gyarados with the jaw full 
of teeth? Alright, interesting one. _ 

_I did it already and I shall do so again: My apologies for 
forgetting you. I did not mean it. Do you still love me? I did not 
want to hurt your feelings : (_ 

_Well you know, the whole purpose of a fanfiction story can be to 
inspire people. If that is your cup of tea, as you call it, feel free 
to fantasize about it. I will be watching with a cameraa€ | from a 
distance_ 

_I am afraid that there isn't too much Rule 34 material here, but the 
translation software is pretty wicked. And awesome. _ 

_As awesome as your 18+ ideas are, I have to say that the other you 
is also pretty awesome. It is like a little Pervy-Hunter living 
inside the head of normal Hunter. Like Lucy. Only Lucy would have 



better ideas for dealing with the assholes of the worlda€ i I guess. 
Unlessa€ | well , pervy beings might also deal with Assholes pretty 
good. *cough*_ 

_So you want to see a three-way date? Seriously? I have this amazing 
Forerunner-Halo-Pokemon-Masterdude plot cooked up and you want a 
date? Would a picnic suffice?_ 

_Well, three-way threesomes and picnics aside, thanks for the lovely 
thoughts to lessen my Daddy-issues. It was really touching to 
reada€ | I mean *coughs in heavy voice* It was manly. So manly. _ 

_That was one intense shout-out. _ 

_**ZombieSlayers : ** thanks for pointing that out. I think it is the 

4 th wall, but how do you want me to break it?_ 

_* *Subsider34 : ** Major issue solved, thank you very much! :D_ 

_I took a major risk with the whole present/past writing scene, but I 
am glad to see that it was still possible to follow. And I could not 
allow myself to NOT tell how a Spartan like Math beats a tentacle 
monster with unlimited weapons, right/_ 

_**Guest: ** Spoilers. _ 

_* * Jcraft 5 95 : ** .1 seem to have done something that makes the 

chapters easier to read to people. I have no idea what that might 
bea€ i besides simply improving in writing in general? Anyway, thanks 
for the feedback !_ 

_**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ** Plotholes? Moi? I wouldn't 

dream of it._ 

_As for your last requesta€ | I don't really know what to 
think/do/write about that. So I will leave you in that state of mind 
for now :p. I do wish to point you to my other big story, as the 
chance for female action is also pretty viable there. 


_* *Sierral 1 0 * *_ thanks for that Intel, I admit that I was not aware 

of that. Though it makes me happy to read that you think me capable 
of working my way around that :D_ 

~ 0 ~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"_Speech" _DATA EXPUNGED} 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

* * S p e e ch ' * * telepathic speech 

_This manner of speech _to signify a thought-process. 



Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 47 - significant moves: teleport, confusion 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight . 


Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 45 significant moves:, double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 44- significant moves: 'Fires spin, confuse 

ray, quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 31 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 27 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 24 a€" significant moves: tackle, splash, bite, 
dragon rage 

~ 0 ~ 


"_While the Ark was initially made for the creation of replacement 
Halos, we have recently found out how to use some of the 
factory-functions for a different purpose. As of a month ago, we have 
started to construct new experimental frigates and cruisers using the 
Ark. Our alliance with the Sangheili and the new technological 
advances that the Ark grants us have enabled us to achieve a great 
many things, most important of all is full Energy Shielding on an 
ever-increasing percentage of our ships, 

- Motivational speech. Lord Hood a€" March 23, 2553 


~ 0 ~ 

Havoc's tough, hard armour was a fairly unsettling substance to sit 
on. Some places got all wet from the splashing water and made the 
Gyarados extremely slippery, while other places on her tough carapace 
remained as dry and rough as ever. After the very first few minutes 
of traveling, she had simply abandoned the entire concept of 
'sitting' on Havoc and instead chose to fix her body at a point 
directly two inches above the serpent, keeping herself afloat with 
her telekinetic abilities. 

Fixing her own body at a point in space so that it would travel with 
Havoc as she made her way through the large body of water was as easy 
to her as looking from left to right with her eyes. It would not 
bother her. 

What did bother her however, was the presence of the Bad Human 
commonly referred to as Sabrina. 

She had been able to gather a few scattered instances of information 
from her surroundings while captured in her own mind: the 
conversations regarding Sabrina, the fight with Sabrina and even the 
hostile intrusions that Sabrina had used in her attempt to gain 
entrance in Math's mind. 

Those had been completely averted and turned around by her trainer, 
thankfully. But the main point was that this human was effectively an 
enemy of their team; and even though she had felt it all when her 



master managed to break off the blade of the mental attack, 
effectively rendering it harmless, she still did not trust the Human 
one bit . 

"* *Soa€ | water ?"* * Cinder started, "**I mean seriously, we need to 
cross an even larger body of water to get to the next target? What is 
that about ! " * * 

"**Relax Cinder."** Phoenix replied. "**Water is nice! The sun is 
shining, we are all together and we finally know things!"** 

"No we don't." The trainer said from his position near the neck of 
Havoc. "We don't know who works with Mewtwo, what those hostiles were 
and why this world is littered with Humans and pokemon." 

"**Alright, besides that."** 

"Neither do we know how to eliminate MewtwoaC | " 

" * *Check . " * * 

"Nor do we know exactly where he is." 

"**Besides that tooa€ ! "** 

"And what Laughter's plan is after we succeed." 

The Eevee and the Ninetales were quiet for a while, contemplating his 
words. But she did no need to think over what he said like they did; 
she knew her master, even though she had not mentally been with him 
for that long. Spartan-Lucy , as she was now officially called, found 
out a great many things about Math. 

And seeing as she WAS Spartan-Lucy in a twisted way, that knowledge 
also rested in her mind. Two different entities living in her mind, 
made real by Mewtwo ' s sabotage. It was his fault that her life as 
Gardevoir was such a torment right nowa€ | that Math was hurt so much 
in his time on this planet. Yet she could not help but pity the 
cloned Pokemon; created, abused and then abandoned by human hands 
weren't things that everyone went through these days. 

Mewtwo was in a way just as broken as her master wasa€ | and only one 
of them had a group of close friend that assisted him. And it wasn't 
the Pokemon. 

Such a terrible fate, being a clone. To be created by creatures you 
have no knowledge of in an attempt toa€ | to do what, exactly? Why had 
the humans cloned Mew? What had they attempted to do in creating such 
a traumatized creature as Mewtwo? 

Human reasoning ... such complicated things. 

"**But you do plan on succeeding then?"** Cinder asked him hopefully, 
raising her head from her prone position, nestled between two plates 
of armour on Havoc's back. 

"Of course." The trainer replied. She felt her heart warm in reply to 
that reply; despite the gruesome injuries, complete disassembly of 
his life and destruction of everything that he thought made sense in 
his head, the human still did not give up. He still continued on with 



the fighting spirit of a demon. 


She smiled when she remembered how she had seen her master at the 
very beginning of their bond; a faceless, soulless demon that had 
grown attached to her through a severe fluke. And as much as their 
relation was a fluke a€"if Mewtwo ' s tinkering was to be believed- 
Math was definitely NOT a demon. If she remembered correctly, the 
human had first been a demon in her mind. Then an angela€|then a 
broken demon. 

And very recently, a broken angel. Because his one purpose in life 
was the protection of people that could nit protect themselves, but 
his one way of doing so was murder. He was an angel that had fallen 
from grace, corrupted and changed by those that had created 
him. 

Funnya€|all that thinking of broken demons and angels and as it 
turned out, humans were just living beings that had been destroyed 
and then rebuild by an ancient and mighty civilization. As if they 
were mere playthings of greater beings. 

It was of no use to think like that. 

They remained quiet for another seven minutes, while the sun slowly 
descended towards the horizon. It had been high in the sky when they 
had arrived at Saffron City, but it was already preparing to set now. 
How much time had passed in that building? And how much time was left 
until those ships destroyed Math's original friends? 

"**Why the armour?"** Phoenix asked, breaking the silence. At the 
back of their formation on Havoc's body sat Sabrina, enjoying the 
calm while also worrying about her present company. But as introvert 
and silent as the human attempted to be, her curiosity was still 
noticeable . 

"Long story-" The trainer started, but seemed to correct himself upon 
realization that he had plenty of time before they arrived at their 
target . 

Yes, she still felt his thoughts. Even more accurate than 
Spartan-Lucy had a€"and she held zero desire to use those thoughts 
for her owna€ | feverish desire. Why a portion of her would go as far 
as to harm her own master just to fulfill the concept of being alive, 
was beyond her comprehension. Practical comprehension, that was. 

"I was outfitted with my armour, the MJOLNIR, as part of the 
Spartan-program. It is highly useful in combat." 

That seemed to puzzle Phoenix even more. "**Howa€|how come that lady 
had your suit when you had never met her before?"** 

"She stole it from its original position." 

"**Why weren't you wearing it?"** 

His shiny visor turned towards Phoenix. "Complications that came with 
telepathy . " 


That was an understatement and he knew it. 



" * *Buta€ i buta€ i " * * The furry creature replied, coming up with 
questions faster than her trainer could answer. " * *a€ i buta€ i what does 
it do?"** 

Math was quick to answer. "It protects and enhances. Let's keep it at 
that . " 

Of course he wouldn't want to give up any information on his suit 
with Sabrina still there; he still saw her as the enemy, regardless 
of what he had done to her. 

And what he had done to her was still very unclear. It was obvious 
that Sabrina had lost all of her malice and hatea€|but what had 
transpired to cause that was still completely unclear. It had 
something to do with her master somehowa€ | tearing the Gym-leader's 
attack right out of her heada€ | together with all those corrupted 
sensations . 

As for HOW her master had done that, she had no idea. Literally no 
idea. He had effectively tamed Sabrina by taking away all that made 
her the murderous machine-like person that she was, in the midst of 
the chaotic mental battle. 

Fenrir had been recalled to his ball, as his muscled body would cause 
severe discomfort to Havoc's body. Fluffy was gliding through the 
air, roughly ten meters above them, keeping an eye out for any 
Pokemon or humans that might approach them. As such, only Phoenix, 
Cinder and she were currently sitting on the large body of the 
Gyarados with their humans. 

And Math was sitting near Havoc's head, while Sabrina was sitting 
near the tail. Sabrina had not been there for the first part of the 
AI ' s explanation so she should be the most confused out of all of 
them. But for some reason, that had not happened. At least not 
visibly . 

"Lucy," He softly asked her, "Can you beat Mewtwo?" 

That question came relatively out of the blue. Was there really 
nothing else that he thought about besides combat, even out 
here? 

'_**I am not sure whether I can. Things have changed since we last 
met and my power might be sufficient to stop him.'**_ 

"If the team can hold his allies off, can you beat him 
one-on-one? " 

'_**If given the chance I, there is a possibility. Might I ask you a 
question myself, master? '**_ 

"Anytime . " 

She still disliked talking out loud in the presence of her friends; 
Spartan-Lucy had not been very subtle last time she spoke with them 
and even though she knew that the Pokemon did not hold a grudge 
against her for that, she just couldn't help but feel uneasy. Even 
with Math's unwavering logical confidence in the situation, her own 
confidence was not bolstered enough. 



'_**When my other self took advantage of you-'**_ 

"What time?" 

'_**After Fuchsia, during your memories !'* *_ She replied, feeling 
shocked at the implications of her master's words. She had not been 
fully conscious during some moments of their travels; there was a 
possibility that her split-personality had hurt her beloved human 
without her being there to stop her. But what had she done, 
then? 

"Yes?" 


'_**Ia€|what did she do?'**_ 

"Excuse me?" 

She crept closer to him. '_**what did she do when viewing your 
memories ? ' * *_ 


"Alternating between being shocked and amused. Why?" 

Because a Psychic-type could be limited in their potential only by 
creativity and inspiration. '_**I doubt that she is truly gonea€ | and 
any information that she may have gathered could potentially mean 
more harm in our way. What did she learn during your 
memories ? ' * *_ 


"Planetary destruction." 

That was Not reassuring. It was actually quite distressing. If her 
other self had knowledge of how to destroy a world like The Covenant 
had donea€|this world was in mortal danger. And more importantly: her 
trainer too. '_**She watched your memories of the destruction of a 
world? ' * *_ 


"My world. She won't be able to do a thing." 

'_**And how do you know that, master? What makes you so sure of your 
safety? ' * *_ 

"She will need access to a Covenant warship with an energy projector. 
If Laughter is right, the UNSC might even be able to reverse-engineer 
them. Spartan-Lucy is neither Covenant nor UNSC." 

<_**She is the result of a forced shedding of negative emotions and 
feelings. MY forced shedding. What she could to if she got loose 
again- ' * *_ 

"Will be stopped by me. And you are holding her prisoner, remember? 
She won't escape." 

She wasn't even sure where the other her even was right 
now . 

"**Math? What happens after we save your friends?" **Cinder suddenly 
asked. The plus-side of the human's new armour was that there was no 
need for telepathy anymore; they could freely talk without one half 
of their team missing one half of the conversation. "**I meanaC | if we 
are to believe LaughteraC i we ' 11 be done after stopping Mewtwo . Your 



people will arrive here unharmeda€ i but what will happen 
then?"** 


"When they arrive, we will work together to create an alliance 
between the UNSC and this world." 

That surprised her. Math a€"a severely conditioned soldier with 
mental issues and a dark way of viewing the world- was planning on 
brokering an alliance? Between his people a€"fresh out of a war- and 
Pokemon? Or between the humans on this planet and them? Either way, 
it was preferable above the previous scenario buta€|how would he do 
that? Who would serve as the mediator? 

"**Meaning that we can all stay and that nothing changes?"** She 
asked him, trying to ignore the rising sense of unease that came with 
speaking aloud. She had not physically been among her friends for 
quite a while and given the psychopathic tendencies of her other 
self, they might well see her as hostile when she did. 

And she couldn't blame them for that. 

"Things have already changed." The trainer replied. "If laughter is 
lying, we are walking into a trap. If she speaks the truth, the war 
is over. The UNSC has no reason to take advantage of this world." 

He made it sound like thea€ | UNSCa€ | he was talking about was morally 
questionable. She had always thought that he was one of the good 
guys, but the way he sounded when he talked about himself made it 
sound like his people would be no better than their enemy. Perhaps 
that was just him viewing them as such, or his inability to properly 
transfer his thoughts to words. And she would be a bit biased 
herself, concerning these things at least. 

Havoc continued gliding through the water, her armoured mass 
splitting the waves with great ease. Everything about her current 
form just screamed 'water-type' at her; from her serpentine body to 
her muscled tail, working its way through many tons of liquid. The 
sun reflected from her shiny scales and made it look like she was a 
red gem swimming through the sea, instead of a Pokemon carrying its 
trainer . 

Eventually they reached a small rock outcropping, just like the 
artificial creation had told them. Math was the first to see it and 
he got to his feet, somehow still keeping balance on the back of a 
moving Gyarados. Havoc did not like his sudden movement. 

"**Hey!"** She snapped at him and craned her neck to look at him. 
"**Take it easy back there!"** 

He had only gotten to his feet; what was wrong with that? He hadn't 
been tap-dancing while firing his guns at her dorsal fins or anything 
like that. 

"Target at one o'clock, dead ahead." Math said, not bothering to 
reply to Havoc. "Stay close. I'll check it out." 

She could understand his reasoning. He still did not believe that 
Laughter Under the Coexisting years was sincere. In his head, this 
was still a trap. What did he do to traps? That's right, he flushed 
them out . 



When they had approached the structure in the water close enough for 
an agile Pokemon to jump over to it, her master moved. Like a white 
flash under the sun he jumped from the back of his Gyarados and 
landed on the outcropping, making his way to a small indent between 
the two vertical rocks. 

"**Be careful!"** She told him, but he didn't acknowledge her. 

" * * I f p e falls, who will pluck him out of the water?"** Cinder asked, 
her voice lined with worry. 

"**I know who WON'T be plucking him from the watera€| "** Phoenix 
slowly said. And to put extra emphasis on her words, the Aerodactyl 
came swooping down from above to land next to her. "**He doesn't like 
water."** She then said. "**But that's alright! He is too 
fluffy."** 

She smiled at Phoenix' innocence. Even if the universe came crashing 
down at them from above, the Eevee still managed to retain her cute 
and pure attitude. Between Fenrir and Spartan-Lucy a€"the two most 
violent creatures on their team- and Havoc and Fluffy a€"the two most 
destructive members of their team- Phoenix was a unique and valuable 
addition . 

"**He won't fall."** She told her team. It was heartwarming to see 
them still caring for her, even though she had been soa€ | of fa€ | during 
her bodily presence. 

"**He sure as hell ain't gonna fall; I am not going to dive after 
him."** Havoc angrily said and lowered her head, assuming a patient 
position as she watched her trainer. Her current attitude was a bit 
extreme, but understandable. Math had not been lenient to her back 
when she was still a Magikarp and she most likely remembered that. So 
besides feeling eager to show just how powerful she had become and 
wanting to be a valuable member to their team as well, she also 
wanted to remind her human of the fact that he had treated her 
unfairly . 

And fair was fair; Math had treated Havoc unfair. It was time that 
someone reminded him how he should not treat people and she had been 
unable to do soa€ i at least not in the way that Havoc did. 

Her master had stopped messing around on the slippery rocks and was 
currently working with the interface that Laughter had said would be 
there. After approximately half a minute, he reached for the back of 
his helmet and made his way back to the edge of the rock formation. 
"Objective completed." He declared and jumped back to Havoc's 
back . 

The large Gyarados violently recoiled from that movement and for a 
split-second, it seemed that she would submerge. She barely managed 
to stay afloat, but her sudden and rough movements had nearly thrown 
them all of. 

She had instantly reacted and prevented Cinder from being thrown in 
the water, but Phoenix was not as fortunate. The Eevee was in a safe 
spot, but she accidentally backed into a small pool of water that had 
formed between Havoc's plates and she lost her balance. Before anyone 
could respond to her sudden distress, Phoenix slid off the red 



armoured plating and fell into the water- 

-and a white blur followed her, causing a large wave of seawater to 
splash over them. Fluffy recoiled and hissed when he felt the salt 
water hit his normally impervious skin and Cinder nearly lost her 
calm attitude to a panic attack. 

"**What happened!"** The Ninetales cried at Havoc. "**Why did you do 
that!"** 

" * * H i s body just smashed into my body with the force of another 
Gyarados, I couldn't account for that fast enough!"** Havoc replied 
with almost equal amounts of panic. "**He was too heavy, my body just 
moved on its own!"** 

" * *Master ! " * * She cried and moved to the edge of Havoc's back, 
looking at the mirrored image of herself. After the sudden moment of 
chaos, the sea had calmed down againaC i after swallowing both Phoenix 
and Math. 

"**We have to go after them!"** Havoc exclaimed and prepared to dive 
underwater, but Cinder quickly stopped her. "**Don't! Fluffy and I 
won't be able to follow you and that rock is too small to hold both 
of us! Lucy also can't hold her breath for that long!"** 

Oh just watch her. If she couldn't lift both Math and Phoenix back up 
from underwater, she would just move the water so that they wouldn't 
drown ! 

She was already tapping into her psychic powers to delve into the 
sea, when a sudden white gauntlet clamped to one of Havoc's tough 
plates . 

" * *Something ' s got me."** The Gyarados reminded them all, not 
sounding too urgent for a Pokemon who was being grabbed by something 
she could not see. 

Before the rest of them could reply to her, another hand flashed 
upwards and dumped a completely soaked and drowned Eevee between 
them. Fluffy dove forwards and prevented the unmoving body from 
tumbling right back into the ocean, while Math's white form pulled 
himself back onto Havoc's form. 

The Water-type nearly tilted sideways again and she lashed out with 
her tail to prevent them from all taking a trip down the sea 
levels . 

"**Did he get her? Does he have Phoenix?"** She asked them. 

"**He does!"** Cinder replied and carefully but hastily made her way 
to the unconscious form of Phoenix. 

She wasn't breathing. 

"**0h noa€| "** She whispered and clasped her hands in front of her 
mouth, unable to process what she was seeing. Phoenix couldn't be 
deadaC | she couldn't be. Math had saved hera€ i the Eevee ' s trainer had 
saved her from drowning, that was what had happened. He couldn't have 
been too slow, he was never too slow! 



"Move." The human snapped and pushed Fluffy out of the way. He 
grabbed Phoenix and rolled her on her back, spreading her legs so 
that he had a clear view of her abdomen. 

Were those scars, those stripes running from her legs to her 
belly? 

Math pushed her front-paws away too and started pressing on her body 
with two fingers, utilizing fast yet extremely gentle movements to 
prevent himself from crushing her chest cavity. Her body shook with 
every thrust he made, but there was no response. Whatever he was 
doing didn't work. 

Eventually he tore his helmet off and threw it to the side a€"Fluffy 
caught it with his tail to prevent it from rolling into the water 
a€"and he brought his mouth to the Pokemon and kissed her. 

Waita€|he didn't kiss her. His cheeks were distorting like he was 
blowinga€ | was he blowing air into Phoenix' lungs? 

He resumed massaging the small PokAOmon's chest and then kissed her 
again. That pattern repeated itself six more times, all equally 
fruitless. Even the sea had grown dead quiet while the Spartan worked 
his strange method on her body and while he did, every member of 
their group slowly moved towards him. He worked without stopping and 
with fluid movements the like she had only seen with him he tried to 
somehow resurrect Phoenix. But it was fruitless. Once a creature had 
water in their lungs, only certified medical Humans could save it. 

And however capable Math was, he was not a medic. There was no hope 
for the youngest member of their team. 

Yet her master did not stop his tireless attempts to help the Eevee 
and on the ninth attempt to breathe air into her lungs, he pulled his 
head back and got to his feet. 

A small amount of clear liquid escaped Phoenix' throat and almost 
simultaneously, she started coughing. Rather violently. 

Droplets of seawater landed on the soldier's feet as the small 
creature cleared all the fluids that she had in her lungs. She slowly 
rolled to her feet and started taking deep breaths, but halfway in 
doing so her muscles lost their strength and she collapsed. 

He had done ita€ ! the human had actually managed to prevent Phoenix 
from dying even after she had breathed in watera€|how? How had 
massaging the Eevee ' s chest resulted in removing the water from her 
lungs ? 

"Take it easy." He told the creature. "Three a€"second breaths. Don't 
overexert yourself." 

He allowed her to regain control over her breathing before he picked 
her up again, blatantly ignoring a threatening hiss courtesy of 
Fluffy . 

He ran his armoured fingers across her belly, pushing the fluffy 
brown hairs to the side to reveal the scars running across them. She 
was right after all; Phoenix did have scars on her body. Where from? 
What had the Bad Humans done to her in her past? 



"You can calm and control Fluff ya€ | without side-effects. Team Rocket 
experimented on you in your past, yet you do not remember a thing." 
Math told Phoenix, while carefully holding her in his hands. "Do you 
remember earning these scars?" 

"**N-no . "** 

Then the soldier turned to face Sabrina, who had gotten closer to 
them during the incident. She had felt severe emotions of worry and 
distress when both Math and Phoenix had fallen into the water. 
CuriousaC i why had she felt worried about the person who had crippled 
her in battle? Just what had happened between the two of them in 
their skirmish over Saffron city? 

"Did you know of this?" He asked her. 

"No." The human psychic replied, sounding weary. "I was never told 
the plans in my time in team Rocket." 

That would make her no more than a pawn in their schemea€ | yet the 
various grunts that they had encountered a€"and subsequently killed 
in the following engagements- all thought that Sabrina was their 
greatest trump-carda€ | a lie on her part, or on theirs? 

The Spartan stayed quiet after that and mentioned for the Aerodactyl 
to hand over his helmet a€"which the normally mindless feral beast 
did without hesitance. It appeared that even though Fluffy had been 
captured by an unarmoured Math, he still felt just how important the 
suit was to his trainer. 

Heck; it would almost appear as if the soldier cared more for his 
suit than for his Pokemon to the untrained eye. 

"**Is everyone alright?"** Havoc asked them. "**What 
happened? " * * 

"Phoenix fell. Now she is wet." Math declared dryly and walked back 
to the front of Havoc's neck. "How long till we reach 
Cinnebar ? " 

"**Why don't you ask your suit?"** 

That was harsh. And humorous. And as her master turned around to show 
off just how confused he was by that statement. Cinder had the 
unfortunate timing to giggle. 

"Wanna go for a swim?" He asked the Ninetales, who quickly stopped 
laughing at him. Of course Math wasn't really going to throw a 
Fire-type in the wateraC | right ? 

"Is this how you usually connect with your Pokemon?" Sabrina asked 
him softly. 

"Yes . " 

So much for communicating with his seventh ally on this trip. They 
stayed on Havoc's back for another hour, occasionally indulging in 
small talk to kill the time. Sabrina and Math usually kept to 
themselves, but took place in a few conversations when asked to. 
Fluffy made himself useful by occasionally flying out and capturing 



Water-Pokemon like Goldeen and Shelders. Cinder and him were capable 
of eating those raw, but the humans and Phoenix required a proper 
preparation for their food to properly eat it. 

At least, she suspected that, as humans never could eat raw meat. So 
when her master eventually decided to "screw it" in his words, after 
seeing Cinder having such a hard time with roasting the Goldeen 
without hurting her teammates, he proceeded to crack the Shelder open 
with his bare hands. He was about to take his helmet off to eat it 
raw when she stopped him. 

" * *Master ! " * * She exclaimed, shocked that Math was about to swallow 
the recently killed Pokemon without first roasting it. "**Are you 
mad? Don't do that!"** 

"Why, are you hungry?" He asked her. 

" * * N o , but you can't eat raw meat! Humans die from that!"** 

"It's a f ish . " 

" * technically , it is a shellfish or a clam." **Cinder corrected him. 
"**Here, let me assist."** Then the Ninetales walked over towards 
him, taking care not to fall into the water while doing so. And while 
Cinder and Math prepared his dinner together, she turned to look at 
Havoc's head. The sun was almost setting and night was falling 
quickly. The red glare of a lit island in the distance was barely 
visible, even to the enhanced eyes of a Pokemon. That had to be 
Cinnebar Island, their next target. Mewtwo was said to be therea€ | yet 
she had a strange feeling that this island wouldn't just be the end 
of their conflict. It had to play an even larger role in their 
livesa€|at least in that of hers. She didn't have anything to 
actually confirm that, but she justa€ i felt like 
it . 

Strange . 

~ 0 ~ 

"Alright team, listen up." He told his Pokemon when the amount of 
rocks the waters surrounding the ever-closing island was becoming too 
large to simply circumvent. He had hit the magnifying zoom in his 
visor a€"and had immediately stumbled upon another upgrade to his 
MJOLNIR. The creatures he was looking at through his visor were now 
lit up as Human or Pokemon whenever he looked at them and he could 
even activate the databank taken from the Pokedex at will whenever he 
needed to identify a hostile. He had done so to identify at least 
twelve evolved forms of the creatures, all culminating to his coming 
order. "The island is heavily guarded, so they will see us coming. 
Lucy? You will take Phoenix, Fluffy and Sabrina. That will be team 
two. Cinder? You, Fenrir and Havoc will accompany me." 

"**How will be keep traveling if they are going to spot us?"** The 
Ninetales asked him. 

"What is your plan?" The former Rocket-member joined in. 

"Team two, " He explained, "Will infiltrate the island and provide 
overwatch for us, team one. Cinder? You will have to be 
recalled . " 



" * *Yaya€ | "** 


"Havoc and I will go submerge and make a flanking maneuver, 
positioning ourselves at the enemy's flank." 

"**So you can hold your breath for longer than ten minutes, I take 
it?" **The Gyarados sarcastically asked him. 

As a matter of fact, he could. With a little help from his MJOLNIR, 
he could stay at least sixty minutes in the cold vacuum of space. 
Planning a little mischief in the calm waters near an exotic island 
was pretty much another day on the beach. 

"Yes I can." Then he recalled the Fire-type to his PokA© ball and 
turned to look at Lucy, who had been functioning most sublimely ever 
since he had freed her true self. "Lucy, you will be leading team two 
on this one. Get on that island, infiltrate and find a vantage spot. 
From there you will relay all intel you find to me. 

Copy ? " 

" * * Copy . " * * 

His translation software was working perfectly; if only he had had 
that during his previous encounters. 

He hesitated for a brief moment before deciding that he had long 
since cracked underneath all the pressure. He might as well continue 
on. "Good luck." 

Lucy saluted him with a smile and then mentioned for Sabrina to come 
to her, so she might teleport with her. If he interpreted her facial 
expression correctly, she wasn't very satisfied with the human's 
presence. As long as they could work together however, he didn't 
care. Fluffy took the almost drowned Phoenix in a very gentle grip, 
using one of his hindpaws, and then lifted off. 

How that prehistoric creature managed to take off using only one leg 
was completely and utterly beyond him, as it would be the same as a 
Pelican taking off using only the engines on one side. But these 
creatures seemed to fail common biology every second of the day, so 
he didn't really give it much thought. 

"Havoc," He said, "Ready?" 

"**Ready and waiting."** 

Good. Time for action. "Make your way to the east side of the island; 
I will accompany you in the water." 

"**How will you do that?"** 

He gestured to his helmet and jumped into the water, taking care to 
not sink dozens of meters deep when he could simply hold on to the 
Gyarados . 

Looking at her from underwater, he realized just how fearsome she 
should look to her enemies. She was at least twenty meters long and 
her tough armour had a seriously ominous shine, spreading a gloomy 
red tint through the water. Her teeth large enough to tear a Brute in 



half with one bite and the long, yellow whisker that flowed after her 
when she moved even gave her a graceful appearance. 


She truly was a beast of war. A team consisting of just him and her 
would be sufficient enough to destroy Mewtwo ' s clone army. If he 
coupled that with Fenrir a€"the unstoppable tank- he had a truly 
devastating force that should be reckoned with even by the 
Covenant . 

He grabbed hold of the yellow crest on her forehead and used that to 
lift with her. With two powerful swipes of her tail. Havoc propelled 
them through the seas as fast as he had expected her to go. And she 
was even being held back by the many rocks and other obstacles that 
blocked their way, so this wasn't even her maximum speed. Who had 
ever suspected that such a weak little fish could turn into 
_this_? 

They traveled through the water for at least seven minutes, not 
getting bothered in any way until a large creature suddenly attacked 
from below. He didn't feel it as much as hea€|well, felt it. It was 
the same sensation that he had had when he had hunted for food in the 
sea. When the tentacled monster had attacked him. 

He looked down and saw that a large amount of dark tentacles had 
wrapped themselves around his legs and were currently attempting to 
drag him down. But his shields weren't even responding to that threat 
and the combined effort of him and Havoc would be enough to withstand 
hunters pulling at him. What chance did this creature think it 
had? 

His HUD identified it as a Tentacruel and a female voice told him 
something about the eighty tentacles that this creature had and how 
they could poisen and immobilize him. So it was a Poison-type 
then . 

He should introduce Lucy to this tentacled freak; it would be amusing 
to see her fight it. 

She was a psychic-type after all; the result would be a severely 
satisfying curb-stomp battle. 

He pulled his leg up and dragged the Pokemon out of the dark spot 
that it was hiding in. Funny how some of these creatures were just 
mindless in their attempts to attack humans; he was basically 
hitching a ride near the head of a Gyarados. This Tentacruel wasn't 
even mindless; it had to be suicidal. 

As soon as he had dragged the large creature up using only his feet. 
Havoc struck. Her jaws were lined with teeth; enormous and 
incisor-like knifes that could crush their way through an Elite's 
armour like butter and thin, razor-sharp pins that looked like they 
were sharp enough to make you bleed by just staring at them. And with 
that impressive arsenal, dispatching of the Tentacruel would be no 
problem at all. Her head alone was large enough to bite off half of 
the tentacled Pokemon and that was exactly what she attempted to 
do . 

The water made it difficult to see, but he could discern several 
brown stripes on the blue bulk of the Water-type that identified it 
as a Clone-Pokemon . So Mewtwo had water scouts? Then this one was not 



allowed to escape. Their presence simply had to stay a secret a€"he 
could not allow some minor Pokemon to stop him now. 


Fresh blood poured into the water and obscured both Pokemon, but the 
violent trembling and raging movements of Havoc were enough for him 
to understand what was going on. His arm jerked as his ride suddenly 
moved and then he was dragged ten meters further, leaving the cloud 
of death behind him. Bubbles escaped Havoc's mouth as she growled 
something and his translation software seemed to have a few issues to 
translate it. But they eventually kicked in and he was able to 
understand what she said. 

"**What is it with you and trouble? You seem to attract it wherever 
you go ! " * * 

Wrong. Trouble attracted him wherever it went. 

He waited patiently as the Gyarados swam past the various rocks and 
sunken ships, until she eventually surfaced with the top of her head. 
That was his sign to go to work himself and he let go of her crest, 
bringing himself closer to the surface without actually surfacing. He 
had his assault rifle at the ready, but once he opened fire the 
entire island would be aware of his presence. He couldn't have that 
a€"he would have to use silent takedowns. 

Close combat with creatures as strong as Fenrir were. Great. And 
Cinder's primary form of attack would give their position away in the 
dark too, so she could not assist them with her flames. That left 
close-combat in the most quiet ways possibleaC i meaning that he would 
have to give Fenrir a crash-course on being quiet. And Havoc could 
not assist them while in the wateraC i he should have paid more 
attention to the stealth possibilities of his team. 

Curious. He had never made a tactical mishap like that. When all of 
this was over, he would have a serious talk to the medical personnel. 
The given that the UNSC were within a couple of hours of reach made 
him that more determined to reach them a€"and that much more willing 
to believe that he had really been gone for weeks at an end. 

On the other handaC | Lucy was capable of quiet-takedowns and with 
enough discipline. Fluffy and Phoenix as well. Sabrina might be able 
to assist them themaC i in fact, they were the infiltration squad. If 
he were to run into serious opposition, he could go loud and attract 
all the hostiles on the island. That way, team two could infiltrate 
without running into resistance of their own. 

Cinnebar IslandaC i what did he know of this place? Laughter Under the 
Coexisting Years had told him that she would tell him what to do, 
butaCihe had no idea where she was or how she was going to contact 
him. So instead of waiting around to see where she would pop up. 

He got his answer to his questions pretty quick when a waypoint 
indicator appeared on his HUD, showing some terminal at a distance of 
one-hundred meters . 

His motion-tracker, however, also showed activity. He couldn't 
identify it, but the motion-tracker identified it as a Pokemon. And a 
little title saying "Fire" appeared above 
it . 



CuriousaC | Fire-types . 


"Havoc, " He said as he slowly crept onto the beach, "Do you store 
water in your body?" 

" * * q f course I do. Why do you ask?"** 

"We may have to use it . " 

" * *Rock-types ? " * * 

"Fire . " 

Fire-types weren't made out of stone; he could easily kill them 
without making a sound. Still, feces might hit the fana€ | as marines 
always said. Whether that would be a fanboy or a fangirl was up to 
debate . 

"**So what now?"** 

He would need Havoc as a quick demolitions expert when he ran into 
serious opposition that could not be destroyed by a Spartan. From 
what he knew, her strength came parallel with her anger. The angrier 
she was, the more damage she could do. As such, her anger would be a 
trump-card for the upcoming fights. The sun was slowly setting and a 
dark shadows was already creeping over the island; he wouldn't 
encounter much resistance unless he deliberately messed this up. And 
he had no reason to mess it up. 

He recalled Havoc without warning her to, ensuring that she would be 
sufficiently pissed the next time he sent her out. Exfil taken care 
of f . 

He quickly made his way past the beach and onto the island, already 
seeing a few houses in the distance where he could pay a little 
visit . 

"_GREETINGS RECLAIMER" _A message suddenly played on his HUD, 
confusing the hell out of him. He saw cover behind a particularly 
large rock and read the rest of the message. "_IF YOU CAN READ THIS, 
MY SENSORS WILL HAVE PICKED UP THAT YOU HAVE ARRIVED AT CINNEBAR 
ISLAND. THERE IS A BURNT-OUT MANSION ON THIS ISLAND, WHICH HOLDS THE 
KEY TO THE LOCAL GYM. IN THERE, YOU WILL FIND ACCESS TO THE TALLEST 
STRUCTURE ON CINNEBAR. IT IS THERE THAT YOU WILL FACE MEWTWO AND STOP 
HIS GROUP OF SHIPS. YOU HAVE FOUR HOURS LEFT . 

Well, that was promising. A burnt mansion and yet ANOTHER gym where 
some silly man or woman was waiting to get curbed in a fight. Where 
was the simple search-and-destroy that most of his operations had? 
When was he going to kill something or blow something up again? He 
was itching for action and all that waiting just made it worse. 

A burnt-out mansion that held the key to a closed Gym? Gym leading 
into the Forerunner structure on the island? This was sounding like 
an ONI operat iona€ | the worst kind. 

He was seriously considering just blowing his cover to ease his 
desire for combat and the fact that he had only four hours left till 
the destruction of his allies made it all the worse. 



Screw stealth. This was about time issues and knowing the luck that 
he had been at the receiving end of, he might as well take five hours 
just to get to the Forerunner structure. 

He pulled the PokA© Balls containing Cinder and Fenrir out and 
released them, preparing to take a full-blown sprint across the open 
field . 

"Stay close and follow me!" He barked and started running, unslinging 
his assault rifle to shoot at any and all hostiles that might have 
the brilliant idea of getting in the way of an impatient 
Spartan . 

But as he thundered across the terrain, sending pieces of gravel 
fling through the air when he dug his heels deep into the ground to 
gather speed, he noticed that there was a distinct lack of hostility. 
There was nobody there to attack him; the Pokemon that he had seen on 
his motion-tracker were all gone. 

'_**What is going on?'**_ Cinder told him with her mind, too focused 
on the mad-dash across the rocky, dark terrain to speak and possibly 
waste her breath. 

"Four hours till the end of the world." He snapped at her without 
breaking stride. "Move it!" 

The situation wasn't THAT serious, but he was tired of sitting around 
and doing nothing. The faint throbbing in his abdomen made the rising 
need for aggression only worse and he was sure that Fenrir too was 
just itching to get his claws on something. It was actually pretty 
impressive for the Nidoking to be able to keep up with him a€"a 
sprinting Spartan. Cinder also deserved some praise for not lagging 
behind too much, as she wasn't built for endurance and stamina like 
they were. 

He quickly reached the first building in sight; the supposed burnt 
out mansion where the key to the Pokemon gym was supposed to be 
hidden . 

No hostiles in sight. This was VERY strange indeedaC | 

"Cinder!" He called as he quickly scanned the few surrounding 
buildings while running. "Contact Lucy and tell her to take her team 
and meet me at the burnt out house ASAP ! " 

He did not know whether the Ninetales actually confirmed his request 
or not, but he also didn't think that she would ignore his order just 
like that. 

The mansion was getting very close now and he could still not see 
anything hostile in the vicinity. If his presence got known, he would 
improvise and shoot his way out. It wasn't like anything besides a 
full ambush led by Mewtwo . And when his team was completely together 
in a stable position, even that wouldn't be able to beat them. 

They were covered all the way into the building. 

"Breaching!" He yelled, not even bothering to check the Gym or the 
other buildings. He had promised Laughter that he would follow her 
orders and she had sent him a message that basically told him in what 



order he had to do things . 

He liked following orders. 

His foot smashed into the thin door and kicked it out of its frame, 
sending it flying into the empty hall. A few scattered Pokemon sought 
refuge from the sudden increase in noise, but he didn't pay them any 
mind. This was a simple clearing operation and he held no desire to 
waste time with messing around in the middle of some indigenous 
lif ef orms . 

Fenrir however, was free to guard his six. 

"Fenrir, keep an eye out for enemy activity. We don't want them 
flanking us . " 

The Nidoking growled an confirmation and circled around to the lower 
right. He could not yet release Havoc here, but Cinder would be 
enough for now. "Cinder, stick close." He ordered her. She complied 
without hesitance. 

"**You know, taking bullets will be easier for you now, right?"** She 
asked him. 

"Yes." That was the entire purpose of armour; to take hits without 
problem. Why did she need to ask that? Was it a reference to his 
previous action, in which he protected her from enemy fire? 

"Why?" 

"**Just wondering. I have seen you with, without and then with armour 
and I have to say that I have never seen something like that 
before . " * * 

It was true. His MJOLNIR was unique in every way, especially after 
the treatment that the Forerunner AI had given it. 

But they couldn't continue their conversation like that, as the roof 
above them exploded and something jumped at them from above. He had a 
brief two-second window to act and he did; grabbing Cinder by her 
neck and throwing her to the side. 

Two creatures crashed into him and he was forced to focus his 
attention from his two Pokemon to the two hostiles that were engaging 
him. Judging by the screams and violent noises, he wasn't the only 
one who was fighting sudden enemies. But he couldn't afford to assist 
his team, as he had identified the two creatures on top of him. 

They were the same blue-coloured humanoid monsters that Mewtwo had 
brought with him in Saffron. One of them had attached itself to his 
back, while the other one was attempting to break his helmet open 
from the side. 

He regained his balance and reached behind him, understanding that 
the enemy that was scrambling behind him was the most dangerous one. 
His shield dropped twenty percent after a few initial hits during the 
brief confusion, but then he gained the upper hand. His gauntlet 
closed around a thin wrist and he immediately pulled, breaking the 
bones in the appendage and tearing the hostile from his back. He 
turned with his hip and then smashed his opponent onto the ground, 
keeping hold of the limb to tear it from its socket. 



But the blue arm did not come off as easily as he had thought; there 
was a faint snapping sound as he dislodged the shoulder, but it 
stayed put. Curious; a human arm would have be torn free from that 
move. Granted, the creature was not much better off now as he brought 
his boot down on its head, crushing the skull and destroying the 
brain . 

The other hostile quickly unleashed a barrage of jabs and hooks, but 
he was much faster. He stepped out of the line to the right and 
delivered a crushing kick to its pelvis, knocking the humanoid to its 
knees. Then he spun around and kicked it in its head a€"sending it 
flying at least ten meters before it landed against a wall. 

When he turned around to look at his team, he realized that they were 
not fighting the same enemies as he had. While his shields recharged, 
he watched as Nidoking was fighting two Pokemon identified as 
Magnetons. Cinder was fighting something that was quickly identified 
as a MukaC | by his HUD, not by himself. If he had to identify the 
threats to his Pokemon, he would have to say that Fenrir was fighting 
two floating collections of magnets and that Cinder was fighting a 
pile of clotted-up Elite blood. 

Or a pile of chemical waste. 

But his Pokemon were superior to those wild ones and even as he 
watched them trying to get some hits in, Fenrir simply tanked two of 
the bright lightning bolts a€"the same that had managed to drain his 
shields considerably back in Vermillion- and then plucked one of the 
Magnetons right out of the sky. 

The unfortunate creature barely had time to register what was going 
on before Fenrir swept around in a full circle, breaking multiple 
pillars and statues with the Electric-type, before slamming it into a 
wall and finally letting it go. The Pokemon did not 
reappear . 

Cinder, meanwhile, took full advantage of the slow and cumbersome 
form of her own enemy by jumping and dodging around, making sure that 
none of the probably toxic attacks that were slung at her way 
actually hit her. 

The Muk somehow managed to avoid being burnt by the Ninetales and 
slid around a statue, actually taking the time to sling a few brown 
projectiles at him a€"with considerable speed. The dark spheres that 
came crashing at him were way slower than actual bullets however, and 
he was perfectly capable of dodging bullets and plasma 
altogether . 

He reared backwards and to the side and the large projectiles slammed 
into the wall behind him, detonating rather violently. Shockwaves 
nearly forced him to take a step forwards and his armour was pelted 
by small pieces of shrapnel, most of which were too harmless to even 
activate his shielding. 

Cinder was not amused. She opened her jaw and unleashed a hellish 
fire that seemed to burn even brighter than her previous attacks; it 
was a spiraling red-orange blast that shattered the tiles and statues 
around it without even touching them, reducing most of the stone work 
to rubble. The fire that left her body did not simply disappear: it 



actually enveloped the enemy Pokemon completely, trapping it in a 
circle and forming a colourful spiral of fire around it that expanded 
and increased in intensity and heat, until the flames reached the 
roof and then blasted right through it. 

His visor actually had to polarize to lower the intense glare and he 
felt the heat wash over him. He half expected the internal 
temperature to spike as it had done so many times when he got hit 
with plasma, but that did not happen. The warmth in his suit 
increased but did not cause any negative side-effect to any to degree 
at all. 

Behind him, a wooden desk got turned into a collection of shrapnel 
and splinters by the overpressure and promptly turned to ash as the 
shockwaves of pure heat impacted on it, but once again he felt 
nothing himself. Curious; Cinder's absolute mastery over Fire allowed 
her to engage her enemies without hurting him. That was something 
that he could take full advantage off during other battles. 

The fire faded away and revealed the blackened form of Muk . It was 
still alive, but it collapsed the second that the fire around it 
disappeared . 

Cinder huffed in annoyance at the Pokemon. 

"**Don't mess with my trainer!" **She growled at it and turned her 
head to look at Fenrir, who wasn't done with his own fight 
yet . 

Thankfully, the Nidoking didn't take too long to finish. He stomped 
at the floor with his right leg and screamed defiantly at the 
remaining Magneton a€"that got blasted out of the air when the ground 
underneath it erupted and sent spikes of rock and ground slamming 
into it. The Pokemon hit the deck with a loud clatter and that was 
the last sound of combat that the skirmish caused. 

All had grown quiet after the rather violent fight and he quickly 
decided on what to do. The first thing he did was walk over to the 
prone form of one of the humanoid hostiles and kneel down next to 
it . 

"Cinder, that was overkill," He told the Ninetales. Then he paused 
for a few seconds before continuing: "Thanks." 

The limp body really did look human; it was roughly six feet tall, 
with proportional arms and legs and even a head with a brain. The 
only difference was this creature lookedaC | well , augmented. It had 
several luminescent circuits running up and down its body and the 
head looked more artificial than a normal human's did. 

And the brainaC | he had destroyed the skull and turned the brain into 
mush with his curbstomp, but it was still obvious that the brain was 
not human at all. It lacked the normal pink-gray colour that a human 
brain had, yet the structure could be called familiar had it not been 
turned into mashed potatoes. 

So much ponderingaC | had Mewtwo created these things? They weren't 
Pokemon, that was confirmed as his HUD had not called them out or 
identified them. But where had those other two Pokemon come from? 



He picked up the faint sound of fabric rubbing against metal and 
instantly snapped to attention. There was a clothed individual 
somewhere around here and it would most likely be a trainer. 

Fenrir reacted before he did a€"as the ultra-sensitive ears on his 
head had probably been able to pick up the sounds earlier- and 
smashed his claw right through a brick wall, before pulling it back 
and revealing a human wearing a lab coat. 

"Drop him!" He told the Nidoking and ran over to his location, 
holding his assault rifle in one hand and reaching out with his 
other . 

Fenrir had to be a foot taller than he was a€"a size that was 
probably very intimidating to others. But Havoc outsized both him and 
Fluffy and Lucy could probably outfight all three of them when it 
came to prowess. So when the Nidoking handed the human over to him 
with a delighted expression on its face, he wasn't too surprised to 
see that the man looked absolutely terrified. 

"Who are you?" He asked the scientist; for it had to be a scientist 
that was working here with a lab coat. Those three Pokemon had 
probably belonged to him a€"and the fact that they had attacked him 
altogether with Mewtwo ' s minions made this situation look very bad 
for him. 

So the man had better talk. Fast. Or he would let Fenrir eat 
him . 

~ 0 ~ 

SneakingaC | sneakinga€ | she was sneakingaC i so very sneaky. Lucy was 
leading her, her Fluffy and Sabrina on a very sneaky operation behind 
enemy linesa€|to be sneaky. 

So far the enemy lines had not been as much enemy as they had been 
lines. There were no mean Pokemon anywhere! And even when Lucy had 
told them that her trainer had given up on being sneaky himself and 
had started running up a hill followed by Fenrir and Cinder, there 
was no trace of anyone that wanted to fight them. Period. 

So eventually, their Psychic a€"the Pokemon one, not the human one- 
had decided they should get close to the tall structure that lay deep 
inlands. But then she had received a mental message, or "order" from 
Cinder telling them to go to a burnt-out mansion. A mansion was a big 
human den, so that meant that they had to go to a big, burning and 
very human den. That would be fun; Havoc loved putting out fires. It 
was why Cinder was so nervous around her. 

So now they were sneaking their way into the human den that was NOT 
burning. She had not been very amused when she had heard that, as she 
had been looking forward to sitting on Havoc's head as the girl 
blasted her water everywhere. It would be the same as her trainer 
firing his weapon, only leading to less pain and more fun. And even 
though a combination of Math and Havoc had almost led to water 
killing her, she still liked seeing water putting things out. 

" **Where is the rest?"** She asked Lucy. 

"**Patience little one,"** The Gardevoir replied, "**We shall join 



them soon . " * * 


Yes. Soon was positive. And as the foura€|Lucy, Sabrina, Fluffya€|and 
hera€|yes, four persons broke into the human building from a rear 
position, she spotted Fluffy starting to sniff at a wall. 

Curious, why would he start to sniff at a nearby wall? What had that 
wall done to be sniffed at? 

"This place feels wrongaC | " Sabrina softly spoke. 

" Almost a€ | corrupted. " 

Lucy probably replied to her, as the human nodded and spoke again. "I 
agree. This is probably the place." 

What place? What were those two nasty psychics talking about? 
Wella€|not specifically nasty. Sabrina was nasty because she had 
suddenly changed from a very mean-lady to a passive not-mean-lady and 
Lucya€|well, according to new information from Laughing Girl, Lucy 
was suffering froma€ | imaginary friend Syndrome. Only it wasn't an 
imaginary friend, but an imaginary enemy. And that enemy was mean to 
them because, as a psychic, such a person would be real to Lucy. And 
a real person living in her head would want to hurt them 

But then their trainer had somehow fought his way into Lucy's head 
and defeated the enemy, making the psychic nice again. Math was such 
a capable human. 

"**What now?"** 

"**Now we find the rest of our team. We were supposed to meet them 
here, so they should be around somewhere."** 

No sooner had she said that, or a distanced explosion echoed through 
the building and sent several strange statues falling to the ground. 
Then, the temperature increased and Lucy sighed. 

"**And there went our stealtha€ | it seems that our trainer has 
initiated plan b."** She explained and shook her head. 

"**Plan B? What does that mean?"** She asked, feeling relatively 
confused. While she had gotten used to the weird acts and antics of 
Math she still did not know much of his slang. 

" * * H i s plan B for almost every situation on this world is explosions, 
violence and brute force."** The Gardevoir explained as she gestured 
for Fluffy to take point. "**That means that our presence is known to 
the enemy. Prepare to encounter enemies."** 

"What happened to him?" Sabrina asked with a hint of worry. "Who 
attacked? " 

Why did the former-bad-human sound like she was worried about Math? 
Wella€|the word 'former' might explain that one really. 

Lucy remained silent a€"meaning that she was talking with her head 
instead ofa€| talking with her head. Telepathy was a curious 
thing . 

They made their way past a few empty rooms and eventually. Fluffy 



crashed face-first into a stone wall. One that he had seen coming 
from at least five meters. Why would he do that? 

"**Bad Fluffy!"** She scolded her friend. "**Don't eat walls! You had 
your minerals a while ago!"** 

Fluffy turned and threw her an apologizing glance a€"instantly 
melting her little heart. 

"**I am sorry!"** She said and quickly ran up to him to comfort him. 
"**I didn't want to sound mean but you saw that wall coming from a 
long way! Why did you want to eat it?"** 

He told her that he did not want to eat it but instead wanted to 
crash right through it. Why would he want to do that?" 

"**Why is that?"** She asked him. 

Because he wanted to fight the enemies behind the wall. 

Alright . 

"**Which enemies?"** 

" * *Ph 0 eni X ? " * * Lucy asked her with a sweet voice. "**Honey, who are 
you talking to?"** 

"**To Fluffy of course!"** She replied happily. 

"* *Hea€ | talks to you?"** The Gardevoir replied with a confused tone, 
looking very puzzled. "* *Witha€ | words ?"* * 

"**Yes ! "** Alright, attention back to Fluffy. "**Soa€|who are behind 
that wall?"** 

Aha€ | alright , mean enemies. Enemies wanting to hurt Math. Bad 
people . 

"**Lucy? Could you please open that wall?"** She asked her psychic 
friend. Much to her credit, Lucy did not question her awesome 
judgment but instead opted to simply obliterate the wall. 

" * * q f course sweetie."** And then the wall died. It ceased to exist. 
It got Lucified. Noa€|no, bad choice of words. It simply died. And as 
the psychic blasted her way through the thick concrete wall, she 
could instantly smell the smells of very Bad things. Things that 
smelled vaguely humanlike, but not too much. A bit like Math sounded; 
human but not completely. 

"**There!"** She gleefully exclaimed as she spotted the mean blue 
beings that had almost murdered her during the fight back in Saffron. 
"**See? Enemies!"** 

Waita€ | enemies were not good. Enemies were bad. "**Get them 
Fluffy!"** She then yelled, but Lucy beat them all to it. As soon as 
she spotted the trio of blue humanoid attacking her trainer, she 
enveloped her body with the green effects of her powers and lashed 
out at three enemies. 


The first two simply fell down as Lucy pelted their minds with her 
powerful psychic powers. The third one barely had time to react 



before a brick flew at its head with the speed of Fluffy charging 
food and probably even faster. The thing impacted on its head and it 
went down, being traced by Math as he fired three rounds at it to 
make sure that it was very dead. 

" * *Master ! " * * Lucy cheerfully said as she glided over to him. "**You 
are here ! " * * 

"Lucy?" Math replied. "Sabrina? Already here?" 

"We have a problem. "The psychic human then said. 

"It can wait." The trainer replied as he marched past her into the 
hole that they had made. "We have less than four hours to find a way 
to open the gym and proceed into the Forerunner 
structure . " 

Waita€|what? Four hours? Gym? Structure? 
a€ | door? 

"It really can't!" The female then urged him. "This place is most 
likely where Mewtwo was created!" 

a€ | _alright_, perhaps they should decide on their priorities 
then . 

~0~ 

_It has been two weeks since my last update, but I really have been 
crazy busy lately. For those who wish to read more of my work in the 
meantime a€"as I alternate between updating this story and another- 
try giving 'The Gray between Black and White' a read. It has action, 
multiple romances of which at least one is girl-on-girl and even 
slightly sociopathic soldiers that get in awkward 
situations ._ 

_Furthermore I want to say that this story is slowly drawing to an 

end. I don't think that we are going to reach the 40 th chapter 

before we get there. _ 

_I do, however, want to prematurely thank everyone who has supported 
me thus far with becoming a follower, faver or reviewer of this 
story. In me typing the chapters, I somehow manage to forget that 
this story has not only managed to be over 340 000 words long by now, 
but has also around NINETY followers and favers and over TWO-HUNDRED 
reviews. For a Halo/Pokemon crossover that, in all honesty, started 
out as a test for myself to see how well I could writea€ | that is just 
plain awesome. _ 

_So in knowing that the next update might also take two weeks or 
longer, I want to go ahead and just say how happy I am that this 
story has become so successful. _ 

_See you all next time!_ 


34. The puppet pt 2 


A completely different and also lightly important matter: I have 



officially decided to make up my mind and aim at writing a book. As 
in a Series book. A Series with multiple booksa€ | a bit like Harry 
Pottera€ | as that is still one of the greatest examples of successful 
writing. In my eternal wisdom I have decided to write it in English 
and not in Dutch, as DutchaC i wella€ i won ' t be very popular by default. 
I just wanted to let you guys know this. _ 

_Also, I have reached the average of 7 reviews per chapter. I think 
this is important. Go team._ 

_**ZombieSlayers : ** thank you. _ 

_* *Subsider34 : ** With so much talk about cloning and genetics, I 
can see why you would think that :p_ 

_Thanks for pointing that out. I have encountered several problems 
with my Word program, like words disappearing or turning into other 
words. I think it is a defect Autocorrect that is active 
somewherea€ | though I could have sworn that I shut that off. In both 
this story and the other story, there are several sentences that just 
don't run smooth because of a single word that is misplaceda€ | I 
really need to read the chapters before I post them. Either way, 
thanks !_ 

_**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ** Yes, the time-limit is 

specifically specific like that on purpose. As for Havoc being 
pissed; she IS a Magikarp after all. And he IS a Spartan after all. 

He hadn't been very subtle in letting her know how disappointed he 
was with her capabilities. And the Writers-Block a€"for I think you 
mean that- won't be getting me anytime soon. I hope. I think. I 
pray ._ 

_* *Dracologistmaster : ** there will be a sequel, but it most likely 

won't be the kind of sequel people expect. _ 

_* *Sierral 1 0 : ** thanks :)_ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: **_ _I won't blame you, Fanfict ion-writers can be 

very strange at times. Don't think an alarm-installation will help 
much though; I wrote Math's actions, remember?_ 

_It is good to see that you have a personal favorite, but I won't be 
spoiling things when I say that Math has a purely platonic 
relationship with Havoc. As in friendship. Or will-be friendship. 
There's no need in being ashamed of crying at sensitive things; I am 
a most manly manly man and I got sad when I wrote that scene 
a€"knowing she would still survive as I am the writer. That is like 
god in this story. _ 

_Math is a Secret-Spartan; he has both the innocent of a child and 
the blood of a thousand angels staining his soul. However, as the 
story is moving to a darker and more serious pitch with every 
sentence I write, the Rule 34 material will most likely fade away. 
Unlessa€|you are a nightmare fetishist. Which I doubt. I 
hope ._ 

_* *Spartan-2 62 : * * Now this is a review that I can actively use to 
improve, thank you for that!_ 

_I have never written a lemon before in my life and I can honestly 



say that I lack the first-hand experience on top of that, so I most 
likely have no clue as to how things go. Well, emotional and 
interactional that is. I am studying for Biology, so I do know how it 
works. But not how it works. You see where I am going? _ 

_a : didn't plan on having characters from any fiction doing that, so 
don't worry : D_ 

_b : hmmma€ | got that one alright too. Yay! I don't suck 
prematurely !_ 

_1 : I knew people would catch that one :) 2: Thanks. 3: Oh did you 
now? _ 

_4 : 'of' not 'off'a€|got it!_ 

_That there is probably the biggest compliment a writer on this site 
can get, apart from "you are god" and that would be unrealistic. 

While I don't know whether I truly am amongst the greatest or not, as 
this is a very small genre I write in, I will still go ahead and wipe 
away a few manly tears. Thank you my man, that is truly amazing to 
read : , ) _ 

_You missed the whole 'Part One' thing? Shame on you! Although I 
doubt whether it will be the kind of sequel people 
expect ._ 

_* *Wildpikachu9 : ** I shall stay evil. As long as you will 

reincarnate into a different version to review once more, things will 
be okay._ 

_**The Blue Tigrex: **_ _that is the right attitude !_ 

_** Jcraft596 : ** thanks, it is good to know that I have reached such 

heights with this story :)_ 

_* *LordGhost St riker : ** true._ 

_**Water Guardian 26: ** how coincidental of you to mention Mass 

Effect : ) __ 

_* *GrumpyGrue : ** I love that saying. _ 

_* *Prometheus-c62 6 : **_ Thanks for the compliments, appreciate it 

: D_ 

_Soa€|750 words of Pre-Babbling latera€ | on to the 
story ._ 

~0~ 

"Speech" human speech 
"**Speech" **Pokemon speech 
"—Speech" _DATA EXPUNGED} 

"SPEECH" Pokedex speech. 

'_**Speech ' **_ telepathic speech 



_This manner of speech __to signify a thought-process. 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 48 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight . 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 46 significant moves: double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 45- significant moves: 'Fires spin, confuse 

ray, quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 33 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Eevee, lvl 28 - significant moves: tackle, sand 
attack . 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 26 a€" significant moves: tackle, splash, bite, 
dragon rage 

~ 0 ~ 


"_That subject is sensit ivea€ i I hold no desire to discuss it to such 
great extents !"_ 

"_Come on Miss Sunf ielda€ | tell me the truth. Can these Spartans 
reproduce properly? 

"_First of and most importantly: we have yet to research this topic, 
so we can not know whether that is possible or not. Second: this talk 
about a "suppressed sex drive" I have been hearing about is 
completely nonsensical; the suppressed sex drive is a rare risk that 
goes with thea€ i "Catalytic Thyroid Implants". The thyroid is an 
endocrine gland responsible for a lot of different metabolic 
processes in the human body a€"including the maintenance of the 
Calcium levels in the blood. One of the risks involving the implant 
is an overload of the normal endocrine system, resulting in a 
complete and utter lack of a€ i reproduct ive hormone production. And 
there are no known Secret-Spartans that have this malfunction. So 
yes, theoretically, Spartans can have offspring. Add to that Section 
Seven's desire to pump their 'pets' full of hormones and drugs, they 
would want as much hormonal reactions as possible. Why do you 
ask? 

- Conversation between MHS Jennifer Sunfield and Captain Wren, 
November 2551 

~ 0 ~ T-minus 3:53:17 

Getting the scientist to talk had not been a very pleasant 
undertaking. Talking to people to get them to talk was not one of his 
better sides and neither did he like doing so. In the end, he had 
simply opted to shoot the man in both of his kneecaps to open his 
mouth a bit, but the mere mentioning of such brutality had been 
enough to open the good scientist's mouth. 



Not that he would have shot the man in his knees had he not cracked 
under the pressure; he would have merely fragmented them with the 
butt of his rifle. But the man had talked, telling him everything 
about the creation of Mewtwo and the reason for his rampage across 
the island. What he had not been able to explain properly though was 
the presence of the blue humanoids. The man had no idea what they 
were and was unable to tell him a thing about them. But he _had_ told 

him about the whole reason that he was there: to collect research. 

The nature of which was, of course, too sensitive for outsiders to 
handle . 

Having Cinder threaten to burn the scientist alive was also a proper 
strategy; one that he had executed with great care. With that gentle 
persuasion in mind, the man had quickly cracked even further and told 

him about the research that was stored in the destroyed mansion: 

research aimed at developing the ultimate PokA© Ball, properly named 
the Master Ball. 

Seeing how most of these incredibly advanced pieces of technology 
were designed by a Forerunner AI, that was one prestigious 
undertaking indeed. Perfecting alien technology after having cloned a 
psychic Pokemon, who then proceeded to burn down the lab and escape? 
There had to be something wrong with that . But he would sort that out 
when the UNSC had arrived a€"and he had less than four hours to do 
that . 

No sooner had he finished interrogating the scientist or three more 
of the abominations had teleported in the mansion, attacking him and 
his allies without wasting any time. 

But thankfully they had made a lot of noise in fending them off, 
attracting Lucy and the other portion of his team. Outnumbered by six 
well-trained Pokemon, a former Psychic warrior and a Spartan, the 
three hostiles had quickly fallen. 

And then Sabrina had seen it as necessary and also her place to 
inform him of exactly the same thing; that this place was where 
Mewtwo was originally created. Big deal. 

But they were reunited now at the very least, so they could continue 
their operation as planned. Find the key, burn the Gym, kill the 
baddies . 

"**Where to now?"** Cinder asked him. 

"Lucy? Where do we go now?" He placed the question by the psychic, 
hoping that she had an idea where to go. 

"**There is a large central room, not too far from here," ** The 
Gardevoir replied. "**I can feel multiple consciousnesses down 
therea€ | I think the enemy knows we are here."** 

He looked at the three bodies of the humanoid monsters and nodded. 
"You don't say. How many?" 

"**Perhaps a dozen."** 

"And thea€ | keya€ | we are looking for?" 

"If I may," Sabrina suddenly spoke up, "On our way here we spotted 



the gym. There was a strange energy field blocking it, with machines 
standing next to it . I think we need to shut that one down." 


He frowned when he heard that and turned towards his psychic partner. 
"Sounds familiar." 

"**I fear it does,"** She replied with a worried tone. Then she 
turned to the rest of their team and started to explain. "**We 
encountered such a device way back, when there was only me and 
Fenrir. It was extraordinary hard to shut downa€ | I do hope that we 
will find this key in time."** 

So there was another force-field blocking his way into the damn Gym? 
Why couldn't things ever be simple; it was as if there was someone 
out there overlooking them, putting obstacles in his way just to buy 
time for the damn ships to blow his allies of the sky. 

He sighed and placed a hand near his temple a€"or the piece of helmet 
where the temple was supposed to be. It was getting _so _hard to 
focus on what to do right nowa€ | between the still pounding headaches 
and the increasingly hard to ignore desire for the more basic needs, 
there was still the pressing urgency of his situation. 

The UNSC had either won the war and moved on without him or had lost 
the war and he was playing right into a trap. In both scenarios, he 
was obsolete. No longer usefula€ | irrelevant to the future. If mankind 
was still out there and fighting, he had to join them. But there was 
no saying that they were even going to this planeta€ | and if this AI 
had him running her chores without her being actually honest with 
him, he had already lost. If all of this was a ruse and he was 
walking into a trapa€|if there was no help cominga€ | he would have but 
one purpose left. 

Tear down Mewtwo and his clones. Team Rocket and their Master Ball. 
Board a Forerunner ship and risk it all to get back to 
UNSC-controlled space. That was what he would do if his purpose were 
to be denied. But right now, there was plenty of action and activity 
to go through. Plenty of hostiles to kill, plenty of rooms to move 
through and plenty of close quarters to finish his enemies as 
efficiently and brutally as he could. 

He felt a warm feeling spread throughout his body and for a brief 
moment, he lost himself to the thoughts and sensations of indulging 
in the dark needs of his brain. To allow himself to enjoy the carnage 
and violence that he could start in the middle of his enemies. He 
repressed those thoughts almost as fast as they had come and shook 
his head. 

What was wrong with him? He had never been a soldier to make things 
suffer or to commit acts of violence. He was a soldier to protect 
mankind; he never enjoyed making things hurt. That wasn't his job. It 
was his job to complete mission and serve humanity as a whole. 

His solitude was getting to him in more ways than one. 

"Fenrir, take point. Move out." He ordered the Poison-type and 
gestured towards the only possible way they could go; a dark hole in 
the ground. He had knocked the scientist unconscious a€"or splattered 
his brain all over the floor, he didn't exactly know how to dose his 
hits right now- and they were all ready to go. While the large 



Pokemon shuffled towards the hole to gain some insight in what on 
earth it could be, Lucy floated over to him. 


The female was an enigma. Even before she had developed her 
Schizophrenia, she had been too weird to understand. If everything 
was in place right now, her past and life could be discerned 
probably. First, the Platernus had jumped to Slipspace and 
accidentally entered one of the Forerunner star-roads. The ship had 
taken weeks, even months to get there all the while he had been 
unconscious. The AI in this world had had enough time to plan for 
that, but so had the cloned Mewtwo . To deal with his probable 
meddling in the country, Mewtwo had stolen Lucy from her family, 
implanted a psychic signal in her mind and then placed her in his 
way. When he had found the little creature, the signal had compelled 
him to take her with him. During her presence with him, the signal 
was supposed to sabotage his mind and prepare him for possible 
intrusion so that he might be taken out soon. 

However, Mewtwo had been unable to account for Lucy's impressive 
psychic abilities. She had managed to bend and twist the signal, only 
to have it turn to her instead. It had caused her hallucinations and 
pain anda€ | voices . 

He watched as the Gardevoir approached him, suddenly remembering how 
she had once talked to him when she was still a Kirlia. 

'_I have a problem, She had said. '_Lately I have beena€ i hearing 
voices. I think there are other Psychic types out there, watching us. 
It might even be the human psychic. ' _ 

"Sabrina?" He asked the former Gym-leader. 


"Yes?" 


"How long have you been stalking us?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"One of the Rocket contacts had been murdered by a psychic. Was that 
you? " 

"No, I never left Saffron beforea€ | I think. I still don't know for 
sure . " 

He ignored that last puzzling remark and focused on his thoughts 
again. If the human hadn't been the one to murder that gunslinger, 
Lucy might well have heard or felt something different from what was 
supposed to have been Sabrina. The voices that she had been hearing 
after Vermillion could not have been Sabrina thena€ | so what had those 
been? 

"**Master? Are you feeling well?"** 

The answer was rather obvious. The Signal had caused Lucy to develop 
a case of Multiple Personality disorder. The voices might have been 
her other self, developing and growing to gain in on her. So in 
realitya€ | Lucy had been called out by her own fragmented mind. Only 
when she had evolved to her final form had that fragment turned to a 
real, proper creature. 



Right now, Lucy had two minds in her head. One of her own a€"the 
sweet, merciful and kind version- and the other one. The sadistic, 
ruthless and destructive version that had inherited all HIS traits. 
And even though that version of herself was gone at the moment, she 
still had to be suffering from the after-effects of that mental 
signal . 

Her life was rather tragica€ | taken from her home to be brainwashed 
into doing a duty that was forced onto her by a person with power. 
That wasn't supposed to happen to anyone; it was unnaturala€ | even IF 
it was to fight a brutal enemy that was invading their home. At least 
in Mewtwo ' s eyes, that last one was. 

"Good enough." He replied, making sure to keep his voice low. 

'_**I reason it is safe to suppose that you do not wish Sabrina to 
overhear us communicating? '* *_ 

"Affirmative." He followed Fenrir down the hole and activated the 
helmet-mounted flashlights that had been reactivated by Laughter. The 
twin set of beams had been knocked out during the Slipspace event and 
he had never gotten them working again, just like his motion tracker. 
Both were fine now though. 

Lucy gracefully lowered herself into the hole, kept afloat by her 
psychic powers. '_**And I do not think you would want to keep talking 
out-louda€ | do I have permission to speak my mind master? ' **_ 

"Aff a€"yes." 

'_**Very well, thank you. Recent events have shaken my mind upa€ | I 
need to reevaluate things right from the end. There are many things I 
wish to tell youa€ | but some hold more importance than the others. I 
do think that the Ancient Machine speaks halve truths and halve 
lies... I wonder if we can trust her. Now, how does Mewtwo clone his 
Pokemon? And where did he get the DNA for the human 
clones? ' **_ 


"Human clones?" He half spoke and half shouted, turning around to 
face her. It occurred to him that it might seem weird for him to 
suddenly shout that sentence aloud, but he didn't care. 

'_**Yes?'**_ Lucy replied, looking puzzled. Her eyes were big and her 
pupils had decreased in size a bit. '_**You did not know 
this? ' **_ 

"Do I look like I do?" 

no? ' **_ The female hesitantly asked. 

Oh, right. Helmet. Whatever. "How do you know?" 

'_**Their minds feel human. Twisted, bent and destroyed, but still 
human. The Pokemon clones feel alive and true, but these ones are all 
wrong. His attempts at cloning humans have failed. '**_ 

"Those things were human?" 

'_**Specif ically human. Their minds feel too much alike... so broken. 
So hurt... did you not notice it?'**_ 



"No . " 


"**What's wrong?"** Cinder asked. 

'Is everything alright?" Sabrina inquired. 

"Nothing. Shut up." He replied to the respective ladies and returned 
his attention to the psychic in front of him. "Mewtwo cloned humans? 
That is what those things are?" 

i * * Ye s 1 * * 

"We faced them earlier. Why didn't you tell me this sooner?" 

'_**I only just managed to adept to the world around me; the 
telepathic signal has been mosta€ i ef f icientaC i in its 
workings . ' * *_ 

Right. No, wrong. Very wrong. Very, very wrong and he had just 
noticed that: Mewtwo was the most powerful psychic on this world and 
he was a Pokemon, cloned from another Pokemon who seemed to work 
solidly with an incredibly advanced Forerunner AI . He would have had 
knowledge of the Ralts line prior to acquiring one himself a€ | his 
signal would have killed her. It should have killed her, were it not 
for the unique biology of a Gardevoir. The last version. Mewtwo had 
made a mistake in letting her live, as he had been able to remove the 
signal completely. 

It would be back. There was no way that the psychic would let either 
of them go; there had to be something else there, something 
worse . 

Enter Spartan-Lucy . Lucy-002. Secret-Lucy 002. The Spartan fragment. 
Mewtwo ' s signal had been limited, but Lucy's mind had not been as 
limited. A malicious consciousness in her mind could mean the death 
of all of thema€ | he would need to deal with that sooner or later. But 
first he needed to deal with the unfortunate implications of the 
latest revelation. 

"Math, I think that-" Sabrina started, but he did not let her finish. 
He spun around and jabbed with a finger at her chest, pushing her 
against a burnt wall. 

"Don't. Say. My. Name." He slowly and quietly told her, making sure 
that she got the message. The mixture of emotions that were now 
playing on her face were too numerous and complicated to identify, so 
he ignored those. He had never intended to actually touch her, let 
alone push her against the damn wall buta€ | she was the enemy. She had 
a€"until very recently- attempted to hurt him and his team multiple 
times. She didn't need to get all familiar on him just because he had 
chosen to save her life and she sure as HELL didn't need to ahead and 
call him by his name. Only his team could do that. 

His name was one of the few remaining things that was left of his 
personality, of his true identity. Everything else that had set him 
apart as unique had been sliced away with absolute precision. His 
character traits had made way for specific qualities as a soldier, 
his feelings had been burnt out and replaced with unconditional 
discipline and even his ability to think straight had been 



'augmented' by the UNSC, to the point where he needed medication and 
drugs to think clear when not in combat. They had never been able to 
take his name away, not completely. 'Math' was no longer who he was, 
but rather what he was. But it WAS nonetheless. 'Math' was there in 
his head; a beacon of recognition and hope when all else threatened 
to fade away who he truly was. 

It was all that the UNSC could do to keep their Secret-Spartans from 
going insane, he supposed. 

...he had never even thought of it that waya€|his name was always 
taken for granted by him. How come he was just thinking of that 
explanation now? What had changed? 

He sighed softly and joined Fenrir at the front, ignoring everyone 
around him and concentrating on what was needed. 

~ 0 ~ T-minus 3:41:44 

She watched as her trainer pushed the other human against the wall 
with a careless prod of his index finger. It was weird how he was 
suddenly moving a LOT less graceful and fluid than before. Something 
had changed in his movements; something had made him a bita€ | clumsy . 
Huh . 

Don't. Say. My. Name." He threatened the female with a voice that 
could talk a rabid Fluffy into crying in a corner. He didn't even 
need to threaten people; his voice alone was enough to scare 
them 

Enough to scare her, at least. His attitude was decreasing rather 
dramatically lately. 

And whatever had happened to the Psychic Human, it had to be really 
close to what had happened to Lucy. She was such a machinelike entity 
in fighting her enemies; devoid of emotions and hesitations, but once 
she and the soldier had clashed in mental combat, something had 
broken her. 

Or freed her, as it had been established that Lucy had been dominated 
into submission by an evil version of herself, grown into her mind 
because of Mewtwo and Math being too close to her mind. Or something 
like that. So it wasn't completely impossible that Sabrina was also 
an unwitting pawn, right? 

So she did not deserve the treatment she received at the hands of 
this team. And Math was acting unacceptable; she would need to fix 
him later. For now, it was time to talk to Sabrina. 

'_**Don't worry, he still has to grow accustomed to you. He can be 
simple-minded sometimes; for a super-soldier, he is not very good at 
dealing with unknowns. ' **_ 

'_I see. '_ Sabrina spoke back with her mind, taking the hint that 
they shouldn't be talking aloud now that Math could understand both 
of them. '_He still doesn't trust me then?'_ 

'_**Noa€|but you canA't really blame him. Your Pokemon did threaten 
to murder him, twice. And you attempted to do so, 
remember? ' * * 



'_That is correct. And incorrect too. I was not myself when that 
happeneda€ | and neither was Alakazam. 

i_**g 0 y OU are saying that something controlled you and your Pokemon, 
both hailed as the most powerful psychics in this 
country? ' * 

'_Ia€|yes, I do. But when your trainer dealt the final blow, he 
managed to tear the enemy's control out of my minda€ | together 
witha€ | some of my more refined skills.'_ 

That was sad to hear, but not as sad as the implication of her words. 
_**'Alright, we are screwed beyond believe then. Perhaps we should 
talk to mister shiny-head then?'**_ 

'_Ia€|fail to see the link?'_ 

She sighed, cursing just how stupid humans could be sometimes. '_**If 
this enemy of ours a€"Mewtwo- was strong enough to manipulate you and 
your Pokemon together, how much of a chance do we have against 
him? ' **_ 

'_There are more of us than there are of him. 

has an army.A'**_ 

He it stop us?'_ 

<_**They are going to try their best.'**_ 

'_Your trainera€|he is unlike any human I have ever encountered. When 
the control over my mind urged me to attack him, I could not help but 
marvel at the extent of his defenses. Did his Alpha Pokemon help 
him? 

'_**E XC u S e me? ' **_ She snapped at the psychic's mind, hoping that she 
had misunderstood a human word. 

'_His first-caught is generally referred to as the Alpha Pokemon, or 
the starter. Did she assist him in his defense? '_ 

'_**I don't think she did; he has always been like that. Right from 
the start 

Sabrina nodded, perhaps understanding the seriousness of their 
situation. Fenrir and Math were leading the party through the 
mansion, working together with Fluffy and Phoenix to take out the 
hostile Pokemon that lived there. Not every living being they 
encountered bore ill will to them; those creatures were generally 
left alone. 

Sabrina was a remarkable human. She was one of the few examples of 
human psychic abilities and had managed to survive a direct run-in 
with the Spartan. Not many people did that nowadays. And if she added 
the fact that Math had almost torn Sabrina's mind in half during 
their skirmish, her respect for the woman only grew. Just a little 
bit though; as the female had attacked them in the past. 


And then there was the extreme amount of new information that they 



all had to cope with a€"inf ormat ion that Sabrina was handling quite 
easily. Their entire world had been thrown upside down; 
interplanetary wars, destruction of worlds and aliens that had 
created all living things. How could any intelligent being deal with 
that? And how could Sabrina, someone who was hearing all that for the 
very first time, process all that without having heard clues all 
along? 

Not without having major troubles, that was for damn sure. There was 
no way that anyone had told this human about the things not even Math 
could know, so this had to be new for her too. Yet she was bordering 
on soldier-level with her calmness. Hell, her entire demeanor 
screamed 'passive control' at her. She didn't even understand why 
someone like Sabrina got send with them for any reason besides tour 
guide . 

But that was just her. Who knew what amazing war strategies her 
trainer had planned for the coming fights? It was obvious that 
Sabrina had been controlled by Mewtwo into doing his bidding and that 
Math had freed her from it. But when had Mewtwo actually gotten to 
her? And who had attacked Math and Lucy in the caverns back at Pewter 
city? There were so many unknown factors concerning their 
situat iona€ | and more than half of them could be attributed to those 
damn overpowered psychic Pokemon. 

'_He must come from an unbelievable place. '_ Sabrina stated. 

only you knewa€| A'**_ 

_A'Can you tell me? '_ 

'_**Tell you what?'**_ 

'_What his world is like?'__ 

'_**I could ask whether he wishes to tell us, but I don't want to 
think about 'his' world. '**_ 

'_Oh?' _Sabrina sounded surprised. '_Why is that?'_ 

'_**It would be the stuff of nightmares . A ' **_She added grimly and 
then quickly realized tha her trainer might be alienating the one 
human who was willingly assisting them. '_**But don't take him too 
harda€ ! I mean, you were his enemy a few hours ago. Anda€ | he is a 
peculiar fellow. He has basically been a soldier fora€ | very long. And 
he has liveda€|not so very long. Have you ever met someone who looked 
at the world thinking that he or she does not belong 
there ? ' * *_ 


'_Once . ' 


'_**The only world where Math feels like he belongs is the 
battlefield. Any other place is just too much for him to 
understand. ' **_ 

'_That is sad. Is there anything we a€"you- can you do assist 
him? '_ 

'_**We give him orders. He likes that . ' * *_Then she focused her 
attention on her trainer who, without a doubt, had NO clue as to the 



communications within his group. "**Hey Math!"** 

'_DonA't mention my curiosity . A Sabrina quickly 
added . 

"What?" 

"**Wanna tell us a story?"** 

"No . " 

" * *Aaawww ! " * * Phoenix complained. "**Please? I love stories! Fluffy 
too ! " * * 

"**We could use a break."** Lucy added, taking one of the rare 
moments where she would communicate with her friends after 
hera€ | incident . The poor girl probably didn't realize that nobody 
blamed her and that they still loved her for who she was. 

The super-soldier turned around and shot an angry glare at his team. 
"Four hours till the end of the world and you want breaks? I taught 
you better than that. All of you. We keep moving." 

Alright, it was official. He was being grumpy-face again. What was 
wrong this time? Well, apart from the whole 'end of the world' thing 
that he had going on." 

'_**Allow me.' **_Lucy whispered in the back of her mind and the 
Gardevoir turned her head to her trainer, contacting him with her 
mind . 

"No." Math spoke and followed Fenrir into a large room filled with 
destroyed equipment and broken tubes. "Nothing. I don't need 
that . " 

Sabrina frowned when she saw the strange interaction between the 
human and his sidekick, but otherwise kept to herself. Yes it was a 
strange thing indeed, but outsiders couldn't judge. They just WERE 
strange . 

Eventually the Spartan sighed and stepped to the nearest exit of the 
room, stopping there. "Two minutes." 

And she had to give it to Lucy: the girl knew how to 
manipulate . 

"**Storytime?" **Phoenix cautiously asked. 

"Whatever." Math replied and threw a suspicious glare down the hall. 
"Who wants to know what?" 

He acted like a grumpy grandfather while he was probably the biggest 
child out of all of thema€ | not counting Phoenix of course. Nobody had 
seen fit to teach him manners, nobody had seen fit to teach him the 
positive things of live and a€"if her and Lucy's theory was right- 
nobody had taught him how to care and be cared for. As much as he had 
been their caretaker and trainer in the initial few days, they were 
now becoming HIS caretakers in turn. 


But he wasn't an unruly child; he was a loose cannon. Kill first 



don't bother to ask questions. That was NOT the way they wanted to 
operate and he knew it . 

"**Where are your parents?"** Phoenix asked. 

"Dea-" 


' * *Mat h ! ' **_She warned him sharply. '_**She is a child! Be 

subtle ! ' * *_ 


-gone . 


If 


"**Gone where?"** Phoenix then asked, sounding a bit less happy now. 
It was highly possible that she knew what was going on, but that her 
mind just couldn't fathom it yet. 

"Wherever people go when they die." 

She buried her head in her tails, feeling embarrassed and angry that 
Math was so incredibly thick at times. She could see Lucy facepalming 
softly and even Sabrina closed her eyes, shaking her head in 
disapproval . 

Their reactions were lost on the soldier. 


"**They are dead?"** Phoenix asked, sounding shocked. Her lips were 
trembling and she looked like she was about to cry. 

"**Quite a while back, honey,"** She quickly said, hoping to calm the 
Eevee down before she could burst into tears. "**We moved on. Don't 
worry about it."** 

"**But it's sad!"** The Eevee pouted. "**That is a sad 
story . " * * 


"**Yes, it is. Let's ask for something nice then, shall we?"** She 
proposed . 


Phoenix sniffed once and sought her comfort with Fluffy, who kindly 
took her in and nuzzled her flank with his nose. 


"How old are you?" Sabrina let her curiosity take over and asked Math 
a question, ignoring how brutal he had been with her before. 

"Old enough to fight." 

That was useful. 


"My turn." The soldier then said and kneeled next to Phoenix, who was 
being cuddled by Fluffy. They really should change names soon. "Roll 
over . " 

"**Excuse me?"** Lucy softly asked. 

"**Why that?"** She added. 

"Because Fluffy attacked everything in sight and does not belong in 
this world. He is a fluke; a mistake that can't adept to this world. 
Soa€ | why does being around Phoenix calm him down?" 



"**She does that to me 


"**Come to think of it," **Fenrir spoke up, 
and Havoc too. Overprotection."** 

"There is no Psychic sourcea€ | and she is an experiment. They did 
something to her in the past." The soldier continued and spread 
Phoenix' legs open with one hand, revealing the odd scars on her 
abdomen. Those looked like cut marksa€ | as if something hada€| sliced 
her open once. "No memories. Scars. Control over others." 

What was he implying? 

"Ask Fluffy this," He then said, "why does he like you so much?" 

The Eevee didn't let the strange behavior of her master get to her 
and instead chose to obey him, posing the question to her 
friend . 

"**He says it's becauseaC i I smelled nicea€ ! so he trusted me. Then he 
simply liked me."** 

"**Smelled nice?"** Lucy repeated. "**I don't smell anything 
off."** 

"Sabrina. Explanation." Math demanded from the former Rocket-member, 
who also quickly complied. 

"When I was with Team Rocket, I overheard them talking about several 
projects. One involved an EeveeaC | it was called a 'Pheromone 
Project . ' " 

"PheromonesaC | hormones spread through the air to command reactions. 
PhoenixaC | sound familiar to you?" 

" * *Ph er 0 -what n 0 w? I wash myself occasionally , does that 
count ? " * * 


The Spartan shook his head and looked up at the ceiling, suddenly 
looking very interested in the old lamps that illuminated the rooms. 
"You were experimented on by Bad people. They hurt you and now I know 
how . " 

"You don't mean-?" Sabrina asked with a shocked tone. 

"Yes. They implanted her with pheromone glands that enable her to 
calm and control wild Pokemon." 

"What for?" The female then asked. 

"Master Ball." The soldier replied and got to his feet, marching over 
to one of the crashed computers. "ControlaC | ArcksonaC | you . 

PsychicsaC | power . " 

Had Math bumped his head against one of Fenrir's toxic spikes? 
"**Math, you are rambling."** 

That was one sentence she had NEVER thought she would say. 

"**Alpha? Rambling? Impossible." **Fenrir huffed and turned to the 
exit to take watch. He was taking his job as team security very 
seriously, as if he felt like he needed to atone for past 



wrongdoings . 


"**It does sound like a true end of the world, our Master 
rambling."** Lucy joked. 

"Quiet!" The trainer barked at them, shutting them up. "Taking over 
Silpha€|that perfect PokA© Balla€ | brainwashed leaders and stealing 
fossils. A stolen artefacta€ i " 

He never talked aloud. He was a brilliant tactician and thinker; he 
solved problems within the second all in his head. Why was he talking 
aloud? And why had he yelled at them like that? Something was 
seriously offa€| 

i_**Lucy, A ' **_ She quickly contacted her first friend. A'_**Math 
has- 1 **_ 

'_**-A problem, '**_ The Gardevoir cut her off. '_**I knowa€ | I talked 
with him about it, but he does not want to admit it.'**_ 

'_**What is wrong then?'**_ 

'_**I am closely connected to his minda€ | very closelyaC j and while I 
have no idea how it works or even why, I guess that Phoenix isn't the 
only one witha€ | strange materials in her body.'**_ 

' _* *How so?'**_ 


'_**The longer I stay with him, the stronger our bond gets. The 
closer I stick with him, the more I can understand about him. But 
something is interfering with our bonda€ | something that did not come 
from me, this time.' **_She sounded quite down during that last 
sentencea€ | she should probably fix that. 

'_**Nothing ever came from you. The problem came from Mewtwo and 
a€"later- from your evil twin-mind .'* *_ 

Despite the dark edge of their conversation, Lucy still had to laugh. 
'_**Evil twin-minda€ | I prefer Spartan-Lucy above that one, to be 
honest .'**__ 

'_**I don't. We have one rampaging 'Spartan' and I would like to keep 
it at that . ' **_ 

'_**Agreed. ' **_ 

The Soldier mused for a few seconds longer before reaching out for a 
fallen test tube the size of a full-grown human male. "Mewtwo 
brainwashed you into doing his bidding-" 

Lucy and Sabrina quickly looked at each other and back at Math, 
establishing the fact that nobody really knew who the trainer was 
talking to. 

"-but you worked for Rocket. He had you as a mole while they planned 
to get him back. The Master ball. Phoenix." 

"**Can you explain just a bit more. Master?" **Lucy asked. 

"Rocket, at Lavender tower. Ghost is strong against 



Psychica€ | Giovanni wanted to control Mewtwo but failed. And now the 
clone wishes to destroy humanity, " He finished, sounding angrier 
every second. 

That was one theory, yes. And it made sense, considering the things 
they had seen and done. Vermillion city with the brainwashes 
SurgeaC | the Lavender Town and the mean operations there and even the 
activities in Vermillion. 

"One problema€ | " Sabrina softly spoke up. "I did not attack that 
gunner you spoke offa€|and neither did Mewtwo. I did not attack 
SurgeaC | and neither did Mewtwo." 

DamnitaC | that mean there was a _third_ psychic somewhere in the 
country? One who worked for Mewtwo too? That was just plain cheating. 
At least they had Sabrina on their side now. 

Math reached for his head a€"touched his faceplate and then dropped 
his arm again. "Break's over. Move out." 

Fenrir jumped to attention when the soldier spoke up and turned 
around to exit the room, only to knock into the frame and 
accidentally tear it apart. A dozen pieces of wood came crashing down 
and pelted his thick hide, but he was completely unfazed by 
that . 

"**Watch out!"** She hissed at him. "**We are at the bottom of a 
ruined building! Don't make it crash on us again!"** 

He growled something in response and continued on his way, moving 
very carefully as to not cause a cave-in with burnt 
wood . 

"**Soa€|"** Phoenix started. "**I smell nice? And that makes Pokemon 
listen to me?"** 

"**Yes sweetie," **She told the Eevee . "**And with such power comes 
great responsibility. Don't-'** 

"**Fenrir! I order you to get me dinner!"** 

"**-abuse it. Alright then."** As long as Phoenix kept that innocent 
air of hers, nothing would be amiss. 

"**What do you want to eat?"** 

"**Something sweet."** 

"**Don't have anything."** 

" * *D ' awwwa€ | . I am sad now."** 

That continued on for two minutes before the two armoured males 
reached a final room. Then, they all had to focus on what would 
happen, lest someone thick and definitely male screw it up in 
spectacular fashion. 

"Think this is it?" Sabrina asked. 

There was a large machine looking A LOT like the machine they had 



shut down back in Celadon city. If served a similar purpose; powering 
a device that meant trouble for them all. How would they deal with it 
now though? It didn't look like it had any visible buttons. And they 
couldn't just smash it becauseaC ! becauseaC ! because of 
reasons . 

"Shutting this down will start our final fight. Ready?" The Spartan 
asked them. 

"**Ph 0 eni X won't be ready for at least two years," **She 
said . 

"Phoenix? " 

The Eevee looked up with her cute brown eyes. "**Yes?"** 

"Take this." The soldier stated and then reached for one of the black 
pouches on his hip. He revealed the yellow stone that he had taken 
from the room with his weapons a€"and she knew what that could do. It 
was time for the last member of their team to evolve, at least in his 
eyes. Would she be ready for this though? "Rocket wanted to mess with 
your body . " 

" * * That was mean." **Phoenix whispered. 

"Mess back." And with those words, he placed the stone right next to 
the Eevee a€"who promptly started messing with it. 

Unlike what had happened with her own evolution to the Ninetales she 
was, the Thunder-stone was not ingested by Phoenix. Instead, it 
glowed with a vivid flare of white so intense that it completely 
obscured her vision. She averted her eyes to avoid being blinded by 
the light, but Math did not follow her example. He kept staring at 
Phoenix while she evolved a€"without moving as much as an inch. 

When the light had faded away, the evolutionary stone had disappeared 
and Phoenix had undergone a complete metamorphosis. Her brown fur had 
changed to a deep yellow and there was a white ruff around her neck. 
Her fluffy ears had turned longer and more pointed, while her long 
legs had turned more slender. Her fur really looked more like 
razor-sharp needles rather than hair now and she had no doubt about 
who had become the next no-hugger of their team, right next to Fenrir 
and his own horns. 

" a€ | * *Phoenix? " * * Lucy asked her. "**Are you alright?"** 

And then Phoenix was gone. She hadn't disappeared a€"not quite. She 
had simply movedaC ! moved like Math moved at times. Impossible to see 
with the naked eye, that was. She was now standing in front of the 
large machine, jumping up and down in a misguided attempt to learn 
more about it . 

"**Shiny! It is shiny! I want to touch it! It feels so gooda€ | there 
is a lot of energy in it ! I want to touch it touch it touch it! Wait, 
no; no touch. Feel! Feel is better than touch."** 

"Calm down, " Her trainer spoke, sounding like he had just calmed down 
himself. "That thing is dangerous, don't mess-" 


And then the newly evolved Phoenix discharged an intense electric 



shock, hitting the alien device and doinga€ | something with it. The 
thing shut down immediately and then all the lamps throughout the 
entire mansion exploded, shrouding them all in darkness. 

"-with it. Phoenixa€ | bad girl," Her trainer 
finished . 

" * *Whoopsa€ i " * * Phoenix grinned. 

"Did she just shut down the alien device?" Sabrina tried to 
understand. . 

"Yes . " 

"By shocking it with an Electric attack immediately after her 
evolution? " 

"Yes . " 

"And now the mansion is suffering from a black-out?" 

"Yes. Anything else?" 

"Did you plan this?" 

"No. Move out. Fluffy got point." 

He seemed to accept it easier than some other facts, but that could 
be because this was primarily his fault. He had no idea whether 
Phoenix would be ready for her evolution or not anda€|well, he just 
had it coming. 

"**He means you."** Phoenix told Fluffy, who didn't budge an inch. 
Instead, he lowered his head until he was on the same level as she 
was and then softly hissed, not sounding particularly nice. 

If Phoenix accidentally used pheromones to calm down the wilder 
Pokemon around her a€"i.e. Fluffy- and she had evolved into a 
different form, changing her entire biologya€ | there was a pretty good 
chance that she could not control the wilder Pokemon a€"Fluffy- 
around her anymore. 

As soon as that thought got through to her head, she felt a sense of 
panic. Spikes or no spikes; if Fluff wanted to bite her, he would 
shear her in half. 

She jumped towards the two in an attempt to split them up like she 
had attempted to do before, but she was too slow. Fluffy opened his 
moutha€ | 

a€ | and licked Phoenix right in her face with a large tongue. The 
Electric-type grunted with disgust at that display of affection, but 
otherwise kept her cool. 

It appeared that she was still very capable of having Fluffy love 
hera€ | although that might also be because of their relatively close 
friendship. It was a bit like her and Lucy beforea€ | things went 
problematic. But everything was supposed to be alright now again, so 
there was a good chance that their own friendship would improve. It 
always was an emotional rollercoaster with that soldier overseeing 



them . 


Their group followed Fluffy and Phoenix a€"who were being quite fast 
together. Phoenix' new evolution went paired with an extremely high 
pace when it came to movinga€ | or talkinga€ i or existing. She 
constantly had to slow down for the rest to follow her and she kept 
knocking things over, bumping into statues or even the occasional 
Pokemon. Fluffy and Lucy had to work together on at least two 
occasions to get her out of trouble before they had even managed to 
exit the mansion. 

"It is getting dark." Sabrina mentioned once they had escaped the 
dark barrows of the clone-nest. 

"You don't say." The Spartan replied as he followed her, his assault 
rifle resting in his arms. 

"What now?" 

"Now we enter the Gym and find a way into the Forerunner 
complex . " 

"The Cinnabar Gym is ruled by a man named Blaine. He has worked with 
Team Rocket in creating Mewtwo, but he does not work for 
them ..." 

Math ejected the magazine of his weapon. 

"a€|He should be susceptible to reasona€ ! " 

Math inspected the magazine of his weapon. 

"a€| there will be no need for fighting." 

And Math slapped the magazine back into his weapon. "Calling the 
shots now, are we?" 

"No, just pointing it out." 

She sighed and laid down on the dark sand, trying to relax before 
they would all have to fight yet another stressful battle with other 
Pokemon . 

"We're going in." Math then pointed out and walked past the two 
machines by the door, now without power, and opened the 
door . 

Wella€|so much for relaxing then. Time for action a€"it was a good 
thing that she enjoyed fire. 

~0~T-minus 3:30:56 

He readied his assault rifle and entered the gym, unfazed by the 
sight of the glass doors opening for once instead of needing to be 
smashed out. He had no desire to fight with another Trainer, not with 
the countdown being so close. He wasn't going to cut the timing 
close, that much he knew. Considering the luck they had had up to 
now, there would be several problematic instances blocking their way 
WITHOUT them wasting time fighting this Blaine. 



The interior was actually rather simple compared to the inside-bath 
of Misty and the Rock-hole of Brock. There was a large, brown slab of 
stone a€"or metal, whatever it was- suspended two meters above a 
black stone floor. The platform was more than twenty meters wide and 
easily forty meters tall. That gave him eight-hundred square meters 

to work with a€"more than enough to win any engagement planned in the 

gym . 

A man wearing a white lab coat stood opposite to him, on the other 
side of the platform. He had a white beard and moustache, while the 
top of his head was bald. Dark glasses adorned his face and he had a 
red tie hanging from his shirt. 

"There you are! Finally!" Blaine yelled. "I see you have your team 
ready, good!" 

What was this man babbling about? "I need to get to the large 
building south of here. How do I do that?" 

"Yes, yes, I see. But first we must battle you and I! I cannot let 

you in without giving you my badge." 

Was this man serious? Was he going to waste his precious time because 
he wanted a Pokemon fight? 

"You don't understand, there is-" 

"-No time, I know. That is why you must hurry! Send your first 
Pokemon and I will send mine but do it fast!" 

Did this guy just- did he really- what? "We have less than four hours 
before this place goes to hell. Don't get in my way." 

"I am showing you the way! I need to know whether you are capable or 
not; I need to see what you can do. If you are to stop my 
creation-" 

What ? 

"-then you need my support. Do you understand?" 

"Hold on, your creation?" 

"Professor Blaine helped create Mewtwo, but wasn't there when he 
escaped." Sabrina clarified. 

"Ah! Miss Sabrina! I see you have joined our little hero?" 

What were these people talking about? 

' **Master, stay calm. Do not antagonize these people; I sense that 

they wish you no harm. ' **_ Lucy told him. 

"Do something, " He growled at her, realizing that he was starting to 
lose his temper indeed. 

The Gardevoir nodded and went silent, taking Blaine with her in 
silence as the man suddenly stopped ranting. 


"I think I see where this is going." Sabrina sighed. 



"Ah yes! I see! Time is even less than I imagined! Now then young 
man, I need to know whether you are ready or not. We have secret way 
into the factory to the south of this island, built from the remains 
of the laboratory. But we cannot access it until you we know you are 
ready . " 

"Why not?" 

"Because I programmed it like that." 

"What?" He snapped at the old man, feeling his patience running out 
faster than the blood of a severely dismembered Jackel. 

"We cannot lose the element of surprise; if someone were to enter the 
laboratory, Mewtwo ' s plans would be accelerated and unstoppable! The 
first strike must be the best strike. So I programmed the door 
specifically so that it only opens when I think a candidate is ready! 
We truly cannot enter the tunnel unless you are ready. Now stop 
wasting time and fight me already!" 

He had half a mind in shooting this man in his knee to see what he 
would say then, but Lucy interfered before he could even make a 
decision. '__**He speaks the truth. He is sincere and willing to 
assist . ' * *_ 

He groaned and felt the need to punch something, only to push that 
away a second later. He shouldn't let the problems get to him like 
that, he was a Spartan. Not a real SPARTAN-II, but a Spartan 
nonetheless. He shouldn't feel like that a€"he shouldn't be feeling 
at all. Emotions only got in his way and yeta€ | and yet he felt like 
he was getting angrier with relatively greater ease than back on the 
Platernus. Was this too the result of being cut off for so 
long? 

"You can do this." Sabrina whispered at him. "Beat him quickly and 
get to that laboratory." 

"Fine." He decided. "You let me in then?" 

"If you can beat me, I will let you in." 

He nodded and mentioned for Phoenix to step forwards, knowing that he 
might as well test the new and ultimate capabilities of his team 
before they went to their final engagement. "You're up 
Phoenix . " 

"**My turn my turn my turn**!" The yellow Pokemon happily yelped and 
jumped forward, moving so much faster than any other member of his 
team. ** "I won't let you down I am awesome I will totally kick 
ass!"** 

He made a mental note to never let that creature eat sugar and then 
remember that he basically had an entire drawer filled with mental 
notes just for his team. So he put it in the second drawera€ | and took 
it out when that one was full too. Something about a picnic and 
cleaning Havoc's teeth and wrestling with Fenrir. Great. 


Third drawer and ready for action. 



"Good!" The obviously mad scientist then exclaimed and threw a PokA© 
Ball in the air. "I hope that you have a burn heal!" 

He had a MJOLNIR. It could withstand plasma. The man's argument was 
invalid . 

The first Pokemon that was sent out by Blaine turned out to be a 
Growlithe, one of those Police dogs. Fast, fierce and powerful. This 
would be interesting/ 

"Phoenix, wait it out." He ordered hisa€ i Jolteon, as his HUD 
identified. Electric-type. 

The Jolteon followed his order and stayed her ground, waiting for the 
Growlithe to come to her. 

"Growlithe! Attack with Bite!" Blaine ordered his Pokemon, which 
obeyed, coming at Phoenix with blickering teeth and malicious intent. 
It was planning to get its teeth around the Electric-type's neck and 
take her down like that. The needles would come in very handy. 

He analyzed the attack-pattern and handled accordingly. At the exact 
moment where Lucy or Cinder had to move in order to be in time, he 
issued the order. "Dodge to the right and slam him with your 
spikes . " 

Phoenix moved a€"way too soon. It was as if the Pokemon was faster 
than a normal one was; she jumped almost as soon as he had issued the 
order and actually gave the Growlithe an opening that he might have 
been able to take had he been faster. 

Normally his order would have to be processed and then executed 
a€"Cinder or Fenrir would have been precisely in time to 
counterattack. Was Phoenix faster with listening or with moving? He 
would have to devise a completely new tactic to use her. But the 
Fire-type wasn't as fast, luckily. She would have been in a tight 
spot had he been. But now, Phoenix managed to tackle the canine with 
her body and actually drive some of her spikes into its fur. But her 
body lacked the momentum she should have and the Growlithe was able 
to shrug it off with ease. 

"Use your Take down!" Blaine yelled. 

"Dodge!" His own order followed then. A soldier should never be on 
the defensive; an offense was the greatest defense. Phoenix needed to 
attack soon, but with what moves? What could she do? 

Jolteon jumped to her left far easier than any other Pokemon and the 
Growlithe sailed through the place where she had just been, skidding 
to a halt over the floor. Physical moves didn't work against her, it 
seemed. Before the enemy could recover, he decided that it was time 
for an offensive move. Cinder had been able to use a move called 
'Quick Attack' and given Havoc's new and uncanny speed, she should be 
capable of performing the same move. 

"Retaliate with Quick attack." He ordered her. 

And Phoenix did comply, with a level of competence that he 
appreciated big time. The Jolteon utilized the opening that Growlithe 
had given her and simply smashed into it with her body twisted 



side-ways- 

-from a distance of three meters or more in less than a second. She 
was so fast that he had to actually focus on seeing her move. And 
that was a lot coming from him. "Get out of range; avoid a 
counterattack ! " 

This wasn't just about talking anymore. This was basically teaching a 
child how to fight a€"only Phoenix wasn't a real child anymore. She 
had evolved and with that, her entire persona had shifted. She was a 
warrior, like everyone on his team. Like every Pokemon on this world, 
it seemed. 

And as Jolteon jumped back to avoid an angry gnaw from Growlithe, he 
thought of another move she could use. "Zap him." He 
ordered . 

Phoenix looked over her shoulder at him, seeming confused. Growlithe 
used that moment to attack her, sending a hail of fire bolts her way. 
She only narrowly managed to avoid those and the last one actually 
managed to sear her hind-leg, electing a pained yelp from her. 

"Use your electricity." He quickly clarified. 

"Growlithe, use Fire-Blast!" Blaine ordered. 

Nope. Too slow. Growlithe inhaled to gather his internal heat and 
release it all at once, but Phoenix was much faster and blew him to 
the side with a well-aimed jolt of yellow lightning. The ionic 
discharge struck almost instantaneously and knocked the Growlithe at 
least three meters away before it landed on its side, 
unmoving . 

"Damnit ! Return, Growlithe." Blaine muttered and recalled his 
Pokemon. "Excellent timing there. Here you go, Ponyta!" 

As Blaine sent out a small horse with fire instead of hair a€"how 
biology managed to create that was beyond him- he told Phoenix to do 
the same thing as her foe and fall back to him. She had gotten 
wounded during the fight and he needed all of them at their 
best . 

The Jolteon was not happy. "**I could have taken her! I could have 
taken all of them! Just let me at them! I want to fight let me 
fight!"** 

"Learn to think outside the box first." He told her and ignored the 
confused look that Blaine threw at him. Or something he determined to 
be a confused look, he still had no idea what it really was. "How's 
the leg?" 

"**It hurts. But I want to fight. Let me fight please?" 

* * 

"No . " 


"**Damnit ! "** 


She sounded like an overenthusiast ic child. A very eager 
childa€ | well , teen. Child-teen. How did you call that again? 



"Lucy, you're up." He told his second-in-command. 

"**Yes Master."** Lucy nodded and floated to the point where she had 
to stand before initiating the battle. It was time to see whether she 
had recollected herself properly when faced with real combat. 

"Think you can take it?" He asked her and eyed the opponent. 
Identified as a Ponyta, Fire-type. It was about four feet high and 
looked rather docilea€ i unless it could breather fire. And seeing as 
it exuded 

"**With ease."** 

He should safe Havoc for when he was inside of the former laboratory. 
Even if Blaine was supposed to be his ally, he did not completely 
trust the man. And who was to blame him for not doing so? There 
wasn't anybody human he could trust. His existence was supposed to be 
a secret, the people he worked with generally didn't know who he was 
or were of the same secretive side and ONI made sure that the few 
people who DID find out about the existence of the Secret-Spartan 
program didn't get much time to think about it. 

The people he could trust were the men and women of the Marine Corps; 
only because he fought alongside them on occasion and they couldn't 
figure out that he was something else than a SPARTAN-II. 

"Good, let's continue then!" Blaine called out. "Ponyta, attack with 
Stomp ! " 

A horse with hoofs and a fiery manea€ | that wouldn't be handy to fight 
in Close-Quarters now. "Keep your distance, don't let it close." 

He always tried to avoid fighting Brutes in close combat too, but 
that rarely worked out once he had actually gotten close. Martial 
arts or not, those things were a pain to kill. 

Lucy moved backwards, but the horse was too fast to outrun. 
Thankfully, the Psychic existed in more dimensions than just the one 
and she was fully capable of moving sideways to avoid such an 
attack . 

And as she moved out of the way of the horse, it suddenly spun on its 
hind-legs and lashed out with its front-legs, sweeping at Lucy with 
its sharp hoofs. 

The Gardevoir was still faster though and quickly threw up a 
reflective barrier to protect herself from the attack. The hoofs 
rebounded on the field and the Ponyta had to jump backwards to 
maintain its balance. 

"Use confusion, " He told her, remembering the name of her psychic 
ability. The skills of Pokemon were wholly dependent on telling them 
what to do. And their attacks had been classified into different 
techniques, as he had learned a while back. Lucy's psychic abilities 
were divided into different techniques and attacks, classified by 
their strength. 

His Pokemon glowed with a faint and light green and then the Ponyta 
staggered on her hoofs, moving back and forth as she attempted to 



regain control over her head while her body ran wild. 


"Throw it against the ceiling, " He then ordered and watched as his 
Gardevoir complied, nearly flattening the Ponyta against the roof 
with her telekinetic abilities. 

"No!" Blaine yelled, but it was too late to do anything about it. The 
equine fell back to the floor and did not get up again. 

"You did well Ponyta, come back, " The old scientist grumbled under 
his beard and recalled his Pokemon. "You do well youngling! But let's 
see how you deal with some of my stronger Pokemon. I choose you, 
Magmar ! " 

The next Fire-type that he sent out a€"for it was once again a 
Fire-type- looked vaguely humanoid, with two arms, two legs and a 
head. But it also had a tail and a strange, thick abdomen. Also, its 
mouth looked avian. No doubt that this thing possessed extreme 
offensive capabilities. 

"Take that thing out Fenrir. " He ordered his Nidoking. He had taught 
Fenrir several Close-combat moves, seeing as Pokemon learned faster 
than infants did. If he wanted to teach him a martial art, Fenrir 
would be at his level in just under a month. 

The Nidoking screamed with rage and took two thundering steps 
forward. The Poison-type stood taller than a Spartan in full MJOLNIR 
armour and more heavily built than a Brute. When he looked at the 
muscled bulk of his second Pokemon, he had no doubts about who would 
win in a wrestling match; Fenrir would tear the Brute apart. This 
Magmar was screwed. 

"Magmar, use Flamethrower!" Blaine ordered. 

That attack was ranged and wouldn't miss; it was time to improvise. 

He focused on the Nidoking' s back and thought about the possibilities 
for offense. At that exact moment, a little screen appeared to the 
underside of his helmet where several attacks were listed. Some he 
knew, like Horn attack and Poisen sting, while others were new. 
"Fenrir, protect with Poison Jab and move backwards to the edge of 
the Battlefield. 

While Fenrir backpedalled under the heavy barrage of flames courtesy 
of Magmar, Blaine loudly laughed. "Do you think that throwing him off 
the stage will make things better for him? Don't be foolish!" 

He had to remind himself that shooting allies was a bad idea and 
focused on the fight. 

"Finish him off with Fire-Blast!" Blaine yelled and the Magmar 
sharply inhaled, its body suddenly glowing with light and radiating 
heat . 

"Get to cover!" He ordered his own fighter. 

The arena was lit up when a giant star of fire escaped the Magmar ' s 
body, increasing in size and speed until it reached the ceiling in 
height. The sheer force behind the attack was enough to destroy the 
stone of the brown platform and the entire building shook when it hit 
its mark. 



" * *Fenrir ! " * * Cinder exclaimed with shock, while Lucy didn't move a 
muscle. The attack had called up a lot of smoke and that was exactly 
what he had planned ona€ | and the empath knew this. Lucy knew that 
state Fenrir was in and didn't feel the slightest bit of 
worry . 

"**That's nothing, the big guy can take it!" **Phoenix yelled. 

"Hah! Kiss your Nidoking goodbye!" Blaine laughed. 

"Push him back with Poisen Jab." He calmly told Fenrir, much to the 
surprise of the people around him. In the midst of the falling debris 
and the rising columns of smoke, a massive figure raised itself to 
its full size. 

"That is smart." Sabrina noted, seeing what had happened. Fenrir had 
managed to use the powerful energy of his own melee-attack to 
temporarily deflect the Magmar ' s flamethrower while he sought refuge 
in the only place he could; the floor. 

It would be suicide to face a foe with ranged capabilities without 
having ranged capabilities yourself at a distance. Fenrir had lured 
the Magmar into using two powerful attacks to level the battlefield, 
causing obstructions and smoke that could be used as cover. And he 
had managed to endure those attacks by dangling from the edge of the 
platform, before he pulled himself back up to continue the 
fight . 

All that with only the slightest orders. The combat abilities of 
these creatures were unlimited. 

Nidoking growled at its foe as it lashed out, appearing just in front 
of the Magmar as he utilized the smoke to close in undetected. 

The Fire-type avoided the side-ways blow, but Fenrir had long since 
learned that you didn't risk everything with one blow. The purple 
monster quickly followed up with another two jabs, both of which came 
as fast as they came hard. Magmar nearly managed to doge them and 
retaliated with a nasty swing of his tail, but Fenrir moved the leg 
that the attack was aimed at and tried to knock the Magmar out with 
an uppercut, still using the latent energy of the Poison 
Jab . 

"Magmar, use smog!" Blaine frantically yelled, seeing how a fight 
with a Nidoking at close range would not end well for anything but 
the Nidoking himself. 

"Swipe it off its feet!" He ordered his ally. Fenrir then spun 
around, slamming its long tail into the legs of Magmar. The Fire-type 
was completely swept off his feet and sailed upside down through the 
air, thick smoke escaping its mouth all the while. Before the 
creature could even hit the ground, Fenrir lashed out with another 
Poison Jab and sent it flying in a different direction. 

"No!" Blaine cursed. 

The Magmar hit the deck and was quickly recalled by Blaine, who 
sighed explosively. "You have trained your Pokemon well. Let's see 
how well they fare against my strongest one! Go, Arcanine! " 



"Fluffy, nail that bastard." He ordered his own Pokemon into the 
fight. Phoenix had beaten Growlithe, Lucy had beaten Ponyta and then 
Fenrir had smashed Magmar. 

Now it was Fluffy's turn to do some damage. The Arcanine looked like 
a giant wolf; with a fur-coat that could rival Cinder's in beauty. It 
had a proud look in its eyes, so obvious that even he could see it. 

Two long canines were visible on the upper jaw. 

The same screen with moves appeared when he looked at Fluffy again 
and he saw some pretty interesting attacks there. One of which was 
super effective against Fire-types, according to the software. 

It was a bit ironic that he had first clung desperately to his 
MJOLNIR as the only thing that was still familiar in this world, 
while it was now completely integrated and ready for Pokemon battles. 
It had better not interfere with future fight sa€ | considering any of 
them had a future to begin with. 

"This is my strongest Pokemon! If you can beat him, I will unlock the 

door and allow you entrance." The mad scientist said. 

That man was going with him; he needed his expertise. 

"**Is he ready for the fight?"** Lucy asked. 

"Depends on what he will be fighting." He replied, but he had a hard 
time concentrating due to the two-hundred praises and encouragements 
that Phoenix was spamming to Fluffy. "Quiet!" He ordered the 
hyperactive creature a€"that still looked like a cross between a 
canine, a rabbit and a spike grenade. 

"Arcanine!" Blaine yelled. "Strike that reptile with your 
flamethrower ! " 

"Fluffy!" he replied in turn, "Avoid the fire!" 

The Aerodactyl screamed at the Canine a€"a feral, awe-inspiring sound 
that managed to unsettle even the supposedly mighty Arcanine. The 
reptile was such an unnerving foe to fight; his savage actions and 
uncontrolled motions were purely instinct-driven, even though he had 
been calmed a bit by Phoenix' pheromones. Fenrir was capable of 
tearing a Brute apart with his bare hands, but Fluf fya€ | Fluff y would 
be able to make a Brute wet its fur by just hissing at it. Those two 
had all the ferocity and strength of a SpartanaC | a Secret-Spartan, 
that was. SPARTAN-II's were generally calm and calculating, even 
though he had only met a few a€"always in the midst of a major 
engagement or the ground or during a debriefing in a capital 
ship . 

And he had always been forced to disappear before he could initiate 
interaction with them, for they were not allowed to figure out what 
he was . 

Fluffy spread its wings and took off, buffeting the rest of the 
Pokemon with gusts of wind. Arcanine ' s torrent of fire seared the 
wall behind him and left a black trail on everything it hit in his 
attempt to bring Fluffy down. Twice he hit the soaring reptile and 
twice was his attack shrugged off without as much as annoying 



him . 


"Attack with Bite!" He told Fluffy, who touched down right on top of 
the target. But that Arcanine wasn't retarded; it jumped back and 
counterattacked with its own Fangs, grabbing Fluffy in his shoulder. 
The dinosaur screamed and trashed when the sharp teeth dug deep into 
his skin. He never stopped his attempts to sink his own teeth in the 
pelt of the Fire-type though, and even managed to ignore the 
incinerating jaws temporarily to get the canine in a 
death-grip . 

Fluffy's rock-hard skin was enough to defend against the sharp 
canines from the Fire-type, but the latter wasn't as lucky. Even 
though his thick pelt should be enough to defend him against 
Aerodactyl ' s claws, it soon proved to be unable to bear the shearing 
might of his teeth. 

Droplets of blood hit the ground and then Blaine ordered the Arcanine 
to break off. The two hardy Pokemon clashed a few more times with 
their bodies, the doglike creature using a Take Down while the 
reptile used his Wing attack. The hairy body slamming into Fluffy's 
relatively light mass didn't do anything more than cause the 
occasional flinching, while the relentless battering of the grey 
wings in turn didn't do much more than driving the Arcanine 
back . 

"Use Fire-Blast!" Blaine then yelled and the Arcanine yelped in 
response, jumping a few meters backwards to gather distance. 

He had seen that so-called Fire-Blast before; and it been a very 
powerful move. Even though both Pokemon were quickly growing equally 
tired now. Fluffy was still a baby and the Arcanine was fully-grown 
and much more experienced. The Fire-type would prevail in a direct 
exchange of firea€ | unless he changed the rules. 

At the very moment that Blaine's last Pokemon built up a lethal 
charge of thermal energy, he issued his own order. "Target the head 
with Ancient Power, now!" 

He didn't know what that move was supposed to do, only that it was a 
Rock-type attack. He had seen what a Ground-type attack did against 
weaker foes a€"hopefully this move would be as strong as that 
one . 

The Aerodactyl growled once in agreement and lowered its body to the 
ground, spreading its limbs across the floor as if he wanted to make 
himself as low as possible. Then, he screamed at the top of his lungs 
anda€ | the floor around him simply broke apart. 

It was as if an invisible sword carved large chunks of rock out of 
the platform; black trails spread in strange patterns across the 
floor with a speed that rivalled Phoenix' sudden movements. He could 
barely follow it, but the things he saw were making him doubt the 
physical reality of Fluffy as a living being. Dozens of actual 
builders simply tore themselves out of the ground, spinning like mad 
to gather an extreme force. Then, when Fluffy extended his neck and 
roared at his foe a€"who in turn unleashed his own Fire-attack- the 
dozen projectiles all simultaneously went sailing towards the 
Arcanine ' s position. Faster than rockets from a Jackhammer or needles 
from a needier and with more force than a tail-swipe from Fenrir they 



impacted on the star-formed blast of fire, creating a huge explosion 
that obscured both Pokemon from his vision. 

"**What happened?"** Lucy asked. 

n * * They exploded?"** Fenrir growled. 

"**I told him to be careful when he is not careful he explodes bad 
Fluffy!" **Phoenix exclaimed in one breath. 

He squinted his eyes and tried to see through the thick fog; he could 
discern two figures lying on top of each other, a slim on one top of 
a large one. 

"Arcanine, are you alright!" Blaine worriedly yelled. 

"Fluffy, report!" 

The smoke cleared enough for him to see what had happened and when he 
did, he smiled with satisfaction. Fluffy was sitting on top of the 
Arcanine, his blinkering teeth dangerously close to the canine's 
throat a€"but not quite on it . 

The Fire-type was still conscious, but barely responsive. Fluffy was 
just performing one last act of dominance to show off his 
victory . 

He had obliterated Blaine in his stupid Pokemon battle and now they 
could all move out and perform sublimely once more. One final effort 
was all that remaineda€ ! the last push to defeat Mewtwo, upload the 
data that was saved in the crystal chip and then avert the 
destruction of the USNC battlegroup that was coming to pick him 
up . 

The scientist couldn't see it yet, but he had most definitely lost. 
His team could be proud of themselves; they had proven to be as 
effective as individuals as a group. All that needed to be done was 
traveling through a secret tunnel, infiltrating a factory-turned 
laboratory filled to the brim with failed human clones, aggressive 
Pokemon clones and Mewtwo himself. 

Buta€|that fight would be far from one-sided. If his team could just 
buy him the time he needed, he could end it all with one last 
action . 

And then he would broker a new beginning for the UNSCa€ | an alliance 
that could turn the tide of any war that was yet to come. 

And if Laughter was still a hostile working together with Mewtwo to 
take him down and this was all one big trapa€|he would show the 
damned AI what mistake she had made. 

Because there was one thing that you didn't ever put in a trap. If 
you valued your life a€"if you valued your very continuing existence; 
you never, ever put a Spartan in a trap. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_The old road is false/ they will arrive sooner/ this is 
fortunate . " 



"_How is this fortunate?"_ 

"_Their destruction/ it will assume a new form/ he won't 
compensate 

"_So you will kill them all? Before he can do anything about it? How 
much time do we have before the ships must fight?"_ 

"_Less than thirty. 

_~ 0 ~_ 

_For those of you wondering how Se-SPARTAN-I I Math-011 managed to 
beat Blaine with such relative ease while the Anime people had to 
work their nipples off in a fight, two things. First: piss off. 
Second: The difference between a Spartan with superiorly trained 
Pokemona€ j and an anime character is about the same as a Pokemon Game 
character with superiorly trained PokemonaC | and an anime 
character ._ 

_For those of you who did not think wonder this: I hope you enjoyed 
this chapter. Ta-Ta!_ 

_(Also, writing a book in English while living in the Netherlands 
will be hard to do, because of publishers living in England and not 
in the Netherlands. Need a way around that. Is anybody here an expert 
on this area, or in possession of rudimentary information?) _ 


35. The puppet pt 3 

_I think it is safe to say that things are seriously heating up in 
this chaptera€ | and writing this made me realize that I am seriously 
closing in on the end here. I think it isa€| three or four more 
chapters after this one. _ 

_I feel as if last chapter got less reviews than normala€ | something I 
said or did? Did I forget to put on pants again? _ 

_And I think that I need to cut down on my Pre-story babbling, so I 
won't be spending more than 500 words per chapter on those. _ 

_Yay! It has come to that!_ 

_* *Promethues-C62 6 : ** thanks, it's a good song alright. _ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: **_ Like I said, no offense meant. _ 

_But hey! Even a Spartan needs to review his way of life on occasion 
.As for his teama€ | they just need more training. _ 

_**Crod42: ** I can understand why you hate ONI :)_ 

_* *Sierral 1 0 : ** I totally meant for that to come over. I am so 

awesome :D_ 

_**Sweet: **_ So it is indeed poison? Thanks for pointing it out. 

I'll keep an eye out for that._ 



_** Jcraft596 : ** D'aawww, that's nice of you! When it actually comes 

to that, I will._ 

_**ZombieSlayers : ** Really? The only one? That's pretty good for my 

ego to hear !_ 

_**The Blue Tigrex: **_ Thanks for saying that, I know there are at 

least 10K crossovers with halo and the fact that you think mine to be 
the best is a great compliment. _ 

_**Guest: **_ Well, the person who created them sure as hell didn't 

plan on them being the good guys. Buta€|the Covenant really did kill 
his parents and brother. _ 

_* *Kingofpikachus : ** Yay! He is back! And I shall put the cake in 

my trophy-room ._ 

_* *Subsider34 : ** I wonder the same thing. And thank you! I shall 

soon begin forging my ideas !_ 

~0~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 49 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight . 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 47 significant moves: double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 46- significant moves: 'Fires spin, confuse 

ray, quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 35 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Jolteon, lvl 28 - significant moves: tackle, sand attack, 
thunder shock. 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 26 a€" significant moves: tackle, water pulse, 
bite, dragon rage 

~0~ 


"_You move your leg like this. Not like that, like this. Good. And 
then you push with your arms a€"both of them. Good."_ 

"_Look at that Fluffy! It appears that a Nidoking can in fact learn 
new moves. 

"_Be quiet Phoenix. 

"_You will never catch me! I am too fluffy !"_ 

- Fenrir's martial art sessions pt . 1 
~ 0 ~ 


"**So what do we do now?" **Cinder asked him for what felt like the 
hundredth time that week. 



"Burn the building kill the bad guys," He told the vixen. 

"**And how do we do that, if the bad guys are all mean cloned 
monsters ? " * * 


"We use guns . " 

"**And that won't work?"** 

"Use more gun." 

" * *Aha€ | "** 

They had been walking through the low tunnel for at least fifteen 
minutes, during which he had been forced to listen to a WHOLE lot of 
conversation between his teammates. They were very keen on getting to 
know each other even further and with him being able to understand 
him perfectly, they seemed like they were deliberately annoying 
him. 

'_**! have been thinkinga€ | '**_ Lucy slowly started a new 
conversation in his head. All those thoughts and impulses swimming 
around in his brain were only causing a monumental headachea€ | and he 
got aggressive from serious headaches. He had been perfectly capable 
of withholding that frustration and anger he had been feeling for a 
while now, but the longer he stayed around these living beings the 
more desire he felt to rip something apart. 

His brain was starting to cook up weird thoughts and ideas; like the 
fit of anger he had felt because of Sabrina calling him by his name. 
He had never actually gotten angry when someone called him by his 
name, it was just that almost nobody knew his name. But it got him 
thinkinga€ | thinking about things that he should not care about . Like 
the meaning of his name; he never gave a damn about what he was 
called or whya€ | or at least he thought so. 

The memory was a bit fuzzy latterlya€ j and that was particularly 
uncanny, because he always remembered the things that were important. 
It was a rare thing for him to forget something, as it was for almost 
every Spartan. It was all the more proof that his mind was slowly 
deteriorating. He did not like that. 

Of course, communicat ing with the physically impossible creatures 
called Pokemon could go both ways. They could distract him from the 
things around him, which was positive as it kept him from brooding 
too much. They could also frustrate him. For example; Phoenix, the 
newly evolved Jolteon, was so happy with her new form that she 
thought it a good idea to show her feelings off by running down the 
tunnel and returning to their group every thirty seconds. She was a 
kid; a barely matured child that had been experimented on and gone 
through a severe amnesia before she was even capable of taking care 
of herself . . 

And now she had more stamina than a Marine when it came to moving and 
jabbing. What messed up metabolism did she have that she could 
discharge lightning like it was nothing and talk like a drunk 
ODST ? 

Not to mention his current work environment: the tunnel was barely 
high enough fir an ordinary human to walk through, meaning that 



Sabrina and Blaine both had no trouble moving through the wide area. 
He however, was forced to take an annoying slumped position to 
prevent bumping his head against the ceiling. He had had to recall 
Fenrir before even entering the tunnel in the first place and Fluffy 
enjoyed racing on all fours, meaning that he really was the only one 
having a hard time moving through a damned hollowed-out cave. 

But the exit was right in front of him and all he had to do was move 
another thirty feet and then he was there; free at last and ready to 
fight once more. 

But thenaC | 

"RECLAIMER, WE HAVE MADE A GRAVE MISCALCULATION. YOU HAVE-NINETEEN 
MINUTES UNTIL THE ARRIVAL a€"AND DESTRUCTION- OF YOUR ALLIES. BE 
SWIFT ! ” 

What? Buta€|what? What had happened to his three hours? What sort of 
miscalculation had the AI made that his time had run out like that? 
Was a Forerunner AI even capable of making mistakes? 

"Change of plans, " He called out, realizing that they might not have 
enough time to actually do something useful now. "We now have less 
than twenty minutes to get this software to Mewtwo ' s lab. Double time 
it ! " 


He had no clue what to expect in his dealings with Laughter, but he 

knew that he could trust his team in taking an immediate action. They 

didn't as much as question him once when he told them that the 'end 
of the world' had been bumped up the list of 'things to happen', but 
they were curious as to how he knew that during their mad dash to the 
end of the tunnel. 

"What happened?" Sabrina asked. 

"Can anyone tell me just WHY we have so little time?" Blaine 

surprised him by asking, causing him to sigh in frustration. The 

scientist had understood that time was short and had agreed to 
swiftly help him without actually knowing just WHY they had so little 
time? 

What was wrong with these people? 

He didn't feel like going to deep in the details, so he chose to 
ignore the man. "The AI sent me a message; she has made a 
miscalculation . 

He could almost feel Cinder and Lucy face-palming. 

"**Stupid femaleaC!"** Fenrir growled. 

They reached the end of the tunnel and he grabbed the handle of the 
heavy steel door, pulling it open without difficulty. He barged into 
the next room and instantly took all the details of the new 
environment in. He had stumbled into a very large room, easily a 
hundred feet in width. The building seemed to reach high in the sky, 
placing the roof at approximatelyaC | one-hundred and fifty feet. 


So a room as large as thirty by thirty by fifty meters. What could 
Mewtwo possibly want to use it for? 



WellaC i judging by the many, many catwalks and bridges that would 
enable people to actually reach the roof, it wasn't just for a nice 
appeal. There were also at least a dozen, roughly spherical tubes 
spread across the ground level, all of them shaped like they could 
contain a hunter with ease. The many, many machines and consoles that 
were spread throughout the chamber made it look like an entire 
hacker-group had taken refuge here. 

Of course, the reality was way worse. 

A new countdown-timer appeared on his HUD and he frowned when he saw 
the strange, curved numbers. 

_ 1 8 : 15 : 54 _ 

That was unnerving; knowing just how much time was left, was 
something he really didn't want to know. 

"**Wowa€|"** Cinder whispered. 

"**This place is big!"** Phoenix exclaimed. 

"**I hear movement," **Fenrir told him. 

"**I think we have found our enemy's base,"** Lucy 
concluded . 

"Anyone else want to share their thoughts?" He asked. One second 
later, he continued: "No? Good, keep moving." 

"**I have a thought!"** Phoenix then yelled as he carefully made his 
way to the center of the room, keeping a close eye on his 
surroundings. A flicker on his motion-sensor brought him to full 
attention and he brought his rifle to bear on his right, knowing that 
he was most likely walking into an ambush. 

"Not now, " He told the electric-type and pivoted to his left when 
another contact appeared on his sensor. He had movement all over the 
area and not one of them was designated friendly. 

'_**You should not have come here, '**_ a familiar male voice spoke in 
his mind. Judging from the tensing movements courtesy of his 
teammates, they too heard the voice. 

A figure appeared on a ramp, roughly ten meters above them. It had 
the familiar humanoid shape of Mewtwo, complete with his 
Forerunner-based armour. This was his number-one target alright. 

He aimed his rifle up at the Psychic and fired off a short salvo 
aimed at the head, but another figure jumped in-between Mewtwo and 
his bullets, taking the brunt of the attack. 

He softly cursed under his breath when he saw just what had jumped in 
front of his shots; it was as large as Mewtwo and wore similar 
armour, only it looked even more humanoid than the Pokemon 
himself . 


And the worst thing was that a white distortion rippled over the 
armour as the bullets impacted on it... not unlike the energy 



shielding that covered Covenant space-ships. 


This hostile had energy shielding. Where the hell had that come from? 
That was Covenant tech, which the UNSC had reverse-engineered- 

-much like the Covenant had reverse-engineered their own tech from 
Forerunner ruins . 

The situation was deteriorating fast. 

"**Listen to me Mewtwo ! " **Lucy yelled at the cloned Pokemon. "**I 
know what the humans did to youa€ | and for what it's worth, I am 
sorry. I am so sorrya€|but don't take it out on those that are 
innocent! There is so much more going on here than you and I 
understand! "** 

' _* *No , it is you who doesn't understand. But you will soon 
seea€ | your vision is less clouded than that of the other original 
Pokemon, but I will not spare you either. This world belongs to my 
own kina€ | as the humans themselves have caused with their 
actions . ' * *_ 

"**Please have reason! You are being used by your master, whoever it 

is ^ ^ 

'_**How would you know this?'**_ 

He spotted a few more Pokemon teleporting in even while his own team 
slowly started to spread out across the area. 

"Blaine, Sabrina, get to cover, " He told the two gym-leaders, as they 
were officially civilians in this fight. 

The armoured figure jumped down from the ramp and landed on the floor 
a€"before rolling over its shoulder to lessen the blow. 

That was a military move... or at least one that Pokemon didn't know 
or needed to use. Just how far had Mewtwo gone to recreate a human 
being with his cloning techniques? 

"**Who do you work for!"** Cinder demanded. "**Who is this 
master? " * * 


'_**It is futile to tell you, as you will soon perish. But...'**_ 
Mewtwo fell silent and seemed toa€ | contemplate something. '_**It 
seems that your own trainer follows orders from something not very 
much unlike my owna€ | guidance . ' * *_ 

So there were two AI ' s in this world? And Laughter was using him to 
terminate the other one? How very typicalaC | and so very unhuman. At 
least human AI ' s had loyalty and respect for those that they worked 
with . 

Unless they were ONI, of course. 

"**If we can just put aside our differences, we can resolve this 
without bloodshed! We can end this now, if you work with us."** Lucy 
seemed hellbent on getting Mewtwo to surrender 
peacefully . 



'_**Speaking of bloodshed, where is your previous lust for battle? 

Did you lose that together with my own implantation? '* *_ 

"**I will ignore that. Pleasea€ | this doesn't have to end in 
battle."** 

That was very unlikely, seeing the slow advancing of the other 
armoured figure. The way it moved had a very militaristic edge to it; 
secure and confident, but also with purpose. It was unmistakingly 
hostile and he would end it before it could show off what tricks it 
had under its sleeve. 

'_**En 0 ugh. This is pointless, humans will never be able to grasp the 
true concept of peace. This ends today.'**_ 

And then five more Pokemon teleported into the room, each and every 
one of them ready for combat and very much adapted to it. 

"**Are you making peace through war? What point is there that?"** 

Lucy pointed out. 

He aimed at the nearest one a€"n Charizard according to his HUD, with 
brown stripes, courtesy of the cloning-process- and pulled the 
trigger, but the shielded hostile moved with blinding speed and 
grabbed the barrel of his rifle, wrestling it up and preventing the 
Fire-type from being shot to death. 

He grunted and pulled the rifle down again, taking notice of the 
unbelievable strength of his enemy. 

'_**You are foolhardy in fighting, I will give you that, '**_ Mewtwo 
told him. '_**I will grant you one final battlea€|my team against 
your team . ' **_ 

He stepped back and released the rifle with one hand, before shifting 
his balance to his left leg and smashing his other leg into the side 
of the armoured hostile. He saw Cinder moving to engage the 
Charizard, but his attention got recalled when his own enemy moved as 
well, blocking his kick with one hand and releasing the assault rifle 
with the other. Then he stepped forwards and aimed at his visor with 
a fist, intent on smashing right through it. 

He side-stepped and pinned the arm down with his elbow, throwing a 
few quick jabs at the opponent's own head in retaliation. 

They exchanged blows with each other with a blinding speed, taking 
five seconds to both grab the other one in a deadly strange-hold 
before getting it broken and counter-striking again. Five seconds in 
which they both hit the floor before recovering; five seconds in 
which he could have disabled and killed three Elites with ease. Just 
what was this thing? 

He attempted to knee the other one in the stomach, but the armoured 
figure tanked the hit and then struck him with a crushing hook to his 
helmet; sending him towards the ground/ 

He extended one arm, guided himself over the floor and jumped back to 
his feet. He saw Fenrir charging towards a Nidoqueen, who then 
side-stepped and punched him in his neck, sending him to the ground 
too . 



Tough day for the males on his team, it seemed. Oh well, females 
would probably do better. He used the brief lull in the fight to grab 
his last PokA© ball and release Havoc, intending to win the fight 
well before his time ran out. 

After the Gyarados had materialized, he put his ball away again and 
turned to face the martially gifted hostile, thinking of a 
possibility that could explain just what this thing was. It was as 
strong and fast as he wasa€| so either a severely messed-up Elite, or 
something else altogether. But it looked so humana€ | 

"Lucy?" He asked, hoping that the Gardevoir wasn't too busy right 
now . 

'_**What is it?'**_ She hastily replied, sounding rather busy. 

"What is this thing? Another clone?" 

'_**It doesn't feel human. '**_ 

"Roger that," He grimly stated as he adopted a combat stance. The 
assault rifle had clattered to the ground in-between them and it 
didn't look like this fight would be decided by guns alone. He had a 
really, really odd feeling around this creaturea€ | almost as if it was 
alien. Could this be Mewtwo ' s master? 

No, that couldn't be. The clone had JUST stated that it worked for 
another AI . 

How did that even work? One AI to save them all and one to kill them 
all? Was that the meaning of the war all those years ago, those two 
Forerunner creations fighting each other? What was the point in 
that ? 

He didn't get more time to think, as the armoured humanoid slowly and 
deliberately extended his arm. Then, a golden knife simply appeared 
by the wrist, measuring at least thirty centimeters in length. It had 
three bulbous serrated edges, looking like they were placed purely 
for rending in flesh. 

And then the warrior dashed forwards and the battle was 
joined. 

~ 0 ~ 

The Nidoqueen was a very, very strange creature. She was a clone 
alright, he could see that by her brown stripes that were spread 
across her armoured plates. But she was ferocious and mean and very 
powerful . 

And she was the most beautiful Pokemon he had ever seen. 

Clone or not, her scent was as natural as could be and her eyes were 
sparkling and lifelike. She didn't look like she wanted to fight 
hima€ | or at least her eyes didn't look like so. The rest of her body 
however, was perfectly ready to beat him into submission and for a 
moment, it was seriously looking like she was going to do so. 


Her movements were fluid and ferocious, without being limited in any 



way with regards to power. He shouldn't play around with this female 
a€"he should be beating HER until she surrendered to him! 

But he didn't want to hurt her. She was just soa€| strange. 

The Pokemon growled at him and swung her tail like a whip, intent on 
hitting him in his face. But he blocked her strike with his left paw 
and attempted to retaliate with his right one. The Nidoqueen however, 
had different plans. She charged at him mid-swipe and head-butted him 
with her poisonous horn, scratching his hide and surprising him in a 
very nonpleasant way. 

The fact that a _female_ just head-butted him was almost too 
difficult to grasp. What did she plan to do? Why was she fighting 
him? 

He growled loudly to let her know that he was starting to get 
frustrated. It was a warning to her that she should watch out. 

She responded to that by ramming her shoulder in his gut, sending him 
stumbling a few feet backwards. That was not very nice of her, if she 
kept trying to make him angry like that he would start go get 
completely- 

The female started hammering at his bulk with her paws, unleashing 
several powerful blows in an attempt to force him to his 
knees . 

-completely involved and- 

She roared at him with obvious rage underlying her voice and then 
swung her tail at him again, hitting him on his right knee. 

-kicking some serious ass. Fine. If Nidoqueen wanted to play hard, he 
would come at her even harder. It was time to show her that nobody 
messed with him and got away with it. 

He lowered his head and charged at her, but a yellow bolt of 
lightning struck between him and his enemy and they both turned to 
look at who was dumb enough to interrupt a fight between two royal 
forms . 

Phoenix the Jolteon sprinted underneath his legs and disappeared 
behind a large, metal box with yellow screens. Two seconds later, a 
Raichu with brown stripes instead of black ones charged after her, 
its tail pumped up and charged with electricity. It appeared that 
Phoenix was outmatched when it came to prowess against such a 
foea€|but she had a lucky fight, as her foe was not confusing. 

His was . 

Fair was fair; he had warned the female and now it was time to show 
her who's the boss. He roared at the Nidoqueen and slammed his right 
claw into the ground, sending violent shockwaves surging towards her 
feet, before a wide array of rocks erupted underneath her. 

But the female had seen his attack coming and quickly jumped to the 
side, narrowly avoiding his Ground-type attack 


"**Stop that!"** He yelled at her and charged towards her, his claw 



ready to strike at her head. 


He swung at her with his powerful claw and attempted to send her 
crashing to the ground with one blow, but she blocked his strike with 
one arm and punched him in his gut, almost hurting him. Thankfully, 
he was very muscled and armoured there. 

But the fact that she had blocked him so easily wasa€ | disturbing . Not 
a single living Pokemon could hope to block the blow of an angry 
Nidoking, not even the female counterpart. Soa€ | how in the name of 
the creator had this girl managed to block his strike? 

He disengaged and attacked with his other arm, knowing that she 
wouldn't block him a second time if he attacked from a different 
direction . 

Only she did and punched him again, this time in his face. He quickly 
recovered from the blow and grabbed a hold of her arms, hoping to 
outwrestle her in pure strength. 

She pushed back against his claws and growled back at him, not 
bothering to reply in words. Couldn't she at least talk to him? 

They grappled with each other for a while, before the Nidoqueen 
suddenly pulled him to one side and then pushed him to the other 
a€"destroying his balance and nearly causing him to topple over. He 
managed to prevent himself from falling by stepping forwards with one 
leg , which in turn was the source of Nidoqueen 's sudden paranoia, as 
she suddenly took a few steps backwards and angrily snarled at 
him . 

Had hid movement been too sudden? Had he scared her? That was a good 
thinga€|time to increase the pace. 

He took another step forwards and swung his tail in her general 
direction, naturally missing her but also forcing her to take another 
step backwards. She couldn't be scared of him; he wasn't trying to 
intimidate her yet. 

Oh, intimidate! That was a good plan. Force her to admit that he was 
superior ! 

He tapped into his massive reserves of poison and exuded it through 
his right claw, drenching it in the stuff. Then, he swung his claw at 
her chest to drive her back further. 

But this female had the annoying tendency of being very fast and she 
jumped to the side, avoiding his attack once again. 

And then she bit him in his shoulder, grabbing hold of his upper arm 
and back to keep him still. 

He should be the one to bite her, not the other way around! How was 
he going to show his dominance if she bit him first? That wouldn't do 
at all, no way! 

He swung his arm backwards a€"brining to the spike on his joint to 
bear. He slammed the appendage against her head and knocked her off 
of him, actually driving her back with a legit reason. 



"**You are filthy!" **She bit at him with a VERY venomous voice. 


Oh, now she talked. But he couldn't be filthy; he had groomed himself 
some time agoa€ i he thought. Besides, she hadn't broken his armour so 
she couldn't even know how he tasted! This was just a plain mean 
attempt to distract him from the fight. It wouldn't work. 

Before he was able to formulate a comeback to fling at her head, she 
inhaled sharply and opened her mouth. Then, much to his surprise and 
dismay, she blasted a ring of water at him. 

That attempt to distract him would probably work. 

~ 0 ~ 

Running running running a€"she was running very very fast. Her body 
was so very fast that nobody could keep up with her a€"every cell in 
her body was charged with power and her awesome spikes could zap 
everyone that dared to come close. Oh and she could also stab them 
with her spikes, she was just that awesome. 

But even though she was very very fast, her foe was capable of 
actually threatening her without much effort at all. The Raichu 
a€"because that was its name, she simply knew that- didn't bother 
with trying to snipe her with an accurate hit and hat instead started 
to spam the area with Shadow balls. It didn't make sense for that 
stupid thing to know such a move but there it was, attempting to hit 
her with those black lumps of shadow. 

But she was running very very fast and quickly dodged one of those 
balls by jumping underneath Fenrir's legs, accidentally causing the 
attack to hit him instead. 

But he was also very awesome, as he did not even feel it and he 
continued to fight with his blue opponent. That one was blue, her 
opponent was orange. Orange and brown, because all clones liked 
brown. Strange critters. 

She jumped at the nearest human a€"or alien- machine and launched her 
lithe body in the opposite direction, racing over Raichu 's head to 
escape its next attack. 

"**Catch me if you can!"** She taunted the fellow electric-type, 
knowing that there was no way that she could get caught by something 
as cumbersome as a€"a tail? 

The Raichu 's tail snapped up, radiating grey light and moving a hell 
of a lot faster than the average tail should do. It impacted on her 
flank and sent her flying in a completely new direction, also 
knocking the breath out of her. 

Hmma€ | that wasn't so good. That actually hurta€ | a lot. 

She managed to stick the landing and land on all fours, but by the 
time she had properly caught her breath and managed to concentrate on 
the enemy again, nasty Raichu was already standing in her face with a 
Shadow ball charged between its paws. 

" * *Uh-oha€ | " * * She muttered and swiftly dove to the side to avoid the 
attack, which impacted behind her. 



It was curious that Mewtwo a€"if that was his true name!- was talking 
about his team, while he himself was currently fighting Lucy. So he 
did see himself as a Pokemon after all a€"he was exhibiting some 
curious human traits. But if Mewtwo was also fighting them, being the 
sixth pokemon to attack their team, who was his trainer? He had said 
something about working for another Laughter, but that meant there 
were two of them and that was not possible. 

Unless she had the same thing Lucy hada€ | two people in one body. That 
would be weird. 

The Raichu growled at her and attempted to slam its body into hers, 
but as a Jolteon, she was just too damn fast. Even though this 
strange cloned Pokemon was kind of fast itself, it would never catch 
up with her! 

And that was because her muscles were well-developed; her legs were 
sleek and her body was aerodynamic enough to propel her through the 
air with great speed. 

The one problem was that flying and jumping everywhere only got her 
so far before she eventually crashed into a walla€|a computera€ | an 
ally or even her own opponent without being able to do something 
after that. Most of her attacks weren't that effective against her 
foe and the few attacks that she was able to get in, only pissed it 
off more 

And was it a he or a she? She couldn't really tell; Raichu was too 
busy with jumping after her and trying to blast her with Shadow Balls 
a€"she couldn't get a good view on it. 

She dodged yet another projectile and effortlessly bounced off a 
wall, jumping in the opposite direction. Then she launched several 
spikes off of her fur, dislodging the razor-sharp needlelike hairs 
with a shake of her spine. The many projectiles went everywhere, 
impaling several monitors and tiles a€"but completely missing the 
Raichu . 

Huh, it seemed that she needed to work at her accuracy. That might be 
problematic . 

The Raichu looked at the scattered spikes and frowned, perhaps 
realizing that she had attempted to hurt it. Then, it pumped its tail 
up again and jumped at her, sweeping the area around it with its new 
and shining form at attack. 

She rolled to her side and then smashed into the larger Pokemon, 
hoping that her spikes would hurt it. But she got a little bit 
careless and felt the powerful appendage smash into her side, 
knocking her through the air again. The blow had knocked the air out 
of her lungs and she had difficulty breathing now. Her fooling around 
would get her hurt or worse ! 

She slowly got to her feet, ignoring the burning gash in her side. 

The unexpected attack had drawn her blood and now she was in pain. 

And Fluffy couldn't help her, because he was fighting a ugly beast 
that was as big as he was. She was on her own a€"but that was ok; she 
needed to learn to fend for herself! 



She focused on the enemy Raichu and steadied her breathing. She 
wasn't injured that grievously and she could still kick some 
ass . 

Taking a deep breath, she charged her body with electricity and felt 
her fur standing upright when the charge reached the tips of her 
hair. Then, she focused on her enemy and unleashed a powerful 
lightning attack, striking with greater speed than any Pokemon could 
hope to dodge. 

The Thunderbolt struck the Raichu head-on, sending it flying 
backwards into a machine. 

"**Take that!"** She yelled triumphantly, feeling proud for having 
taken out such a baddie all by herself. 

" * * That all you got?"** The Raichu yelled from over its crashed 
position a€"for even though it sounded a bit feminine, it sounded 
more like a male. 

And then the enemy Electric-type jumped to his feet and charged at 
her, completely ignoring the powerful attack that had just impacted 
on its face. 

"**Double uh-oha€ | " ** She muttered and started running again. Very 
very fast. 

~ 0 ~ 

The stupid human had really messed up this time. He always had a 
knack for angering her at the wrong moments, but this was just one 
big step too far. 

He had seriously recalled her at the moment he needed her the most; 
infiltrating the island where Mewtwo lived. And then he had proceeded 
to take his team and scout said island, moving all the way to their 
new and current position a€"Mewtwo's deadly ambush. 

Oh but she could understand his reasons, of course she could. She was 
too big and too obvious yadi-yadi-yada . His attitude was piss-poor: 
first he had saved her from her little meaningless life in the 
rivera€ | and she was very, very thankful for that. Then he had 
proceeded to ridicule her, insult her and even straight-up tell her 
how useless he was. 

And then when she had evolved to show him just how useless she was 
NOT, he hadn't even had the guts to apologize for his stupid 
behaviour. That caused a lot of bad blood between him and her, not 
matter how messed-up in the head he was according to his team. 

And she avoided using the phrase 'friends' as she did not know 
whether he truly saw them as friends or not. 

But the situation demanded a less subtle solution: they were in a 
very large room, with multiple fighting parties and a LOT of 
equipment. Consoles, machines and tubes were scattered all over the 
area a€"those would make proper projectiles. There were dozens of 
catwalks leading all the way up to the roof of the building and at 
said roof was another, even bigger machine. That had to be the target 
the Artificial Creature had been talking about. 



Math was fighting an enemy that looked a bit like a cross between the 
armoured Mewtwo and himself; it wore orange-white armour, but looked 
more humanlike than the Pokemon did. It was as large as her trainer 
was and a€"judging purely by the three seconds of time she had had 
before getting attacked herself, the enemy was as strong and fast as 
Math was. The idiot had finally picked a fight with someone as lethal 
as he was a€"and it would be up to his team to safe his ass 
again . 

On to the attack part: Fenrir was fighting his female counterpart, 
Lucy was engaging Mewtwo and lovely little Phoenix was fighting a 
Raichu. It occurred to her that the fluffy Pokemon had finally 
evolved a€"taking on an Electric-form. It was a very good addition to 
their team a€"but she would have to talk to the kid about a few 
ground-rules when it was time to go home and she would ride on her 
back again. 

Her friends were all busy, but this one Pokemon stepped forwards to 
face her a€"his eyes filled with arrogant confidence and a smug smile 
on his face. Two large cannons protruded from his brown shell with 
even darker brown stripes and his stance indicated aggression/ 

It was a Blastoise, looking ready for action. 

It had picked the wrong moment to challenge her, as she was royally 
pissed . 

n **Back off!"** She warned it, but of course the stupid clone didn't 
listen; it was a clone. Something had probably gone wrong in the 
cloning process. 

The Blastoise narrowed its eyes a bit and that was the only 
indication she got that it was about to attack. Twin jets of water 
shot out of the two cannon-like bones that protruded from its shell 
and surged towards her, moving faster than she could coil her body to 
dodge. But that was alright; it was fine. She was a Gyarados; the 
most ferocious, powerful water-type to swim the rivers. Even though 
she was fighting on dry land while she should normally stay near 
water to be the most effective, she didn't doubt for a second that 
this battle was for from one-sided. 

She was a Water-type and this was a Water-type attack. No probl- 

The two beams of water impacted on her head with the force equal to 
Math landing on her in his heavy armour and she got knocked back, 
denting the wall behind her as her body slammed into it. 

That was one powerful shot. She had never fought a Blastoise before, 
but it couldn't be as strong as to knock HER backwards with one 
attack, right? It had to have been tinkered with. 

She hated things that weren't natural; nature had intended for things 
to happen and for other creatures to interfere a€"like Mewtwo had 
done to Lucy- was just plain insulting and wrong. 

A deep growl escaped her throat and she raised her body in its full 
glory a€"as high as her powerful muscles could take before she 
collapsed again- and prepared to strike back at the insultingly 
powerful Pokemon. She gathered the draconic energy that lay deep in 



her being and concentrated it at her jaws, creating a sparkling 
blue-yellow ball, barely contained by her will. 


She had never actually understood the process of breath-attacks. 
Cinder had specific organs that could release extremely flammable 
fluids and gasses, while every creature like Fenrir could learn how 
to harness the untold energy in their bodies for a devastating 
beam-attack. But she had never actually learned how to do so; she 
simply did what her body told her to do. But it had to be the same 
principle, right? Every Pokemon had almost unlimited reserves of 
energy hidden within their body and as they matured, they learned how 
to control it. She simply tapped into those reserves and focused her 
power where it was needed the most. 

And right now, her power was most needed by the face of the 
Blastoise. She inhaled through her nostrils and a€"taking care not to 
accidentally miss and hit Fenrir- released the form of the sphere, 
causing it to collapse on itself, before exploding outwards in the 
form of a sloppy and extremely collateral beam. 

The Blastoise saw the signs of her attack and withdrew in its shell, 
venting water from its holes to propel itself to incredible speeds. 
Before she could correct her attack and blow it out of the air, it 
shot away from its previous position and launched itself towards 
her . 

She couldn't correct herself, nor could she stop. Her Dragon's rage 
had been unleashed and its power needed to fade before she could 
begin anew a€"she wasn't as experienced, she needed to learn how to 
control herself! 

The impossibly sturdy shell impacted on her chest and knocked her 
back, causing her to involuntarily jerk with her neck. Knowing that 
she would blast her friends if she didn't act, she pulled her head 
upwards and the remainder of her beam impacted on a safe place, 
fifteen meter above her friends. 

Or so she thought. While the Blastoise recovered from its spin, she 
took the time to glare at the spot that she had doomed with her 
breath-attack. She saw burned metal, scorch marks and two completely 
destroyed ramps. 

And her trainer was dangling from the remains of one of them, trying 
to pull himself up again. The strange armoured being had also been 
knocked to the side, but he had more success with climbing on top of 
the ruined frame of the catwalk. He managed to restore his position 
in two seconds, while it took Math four seconds. 

So this enemy he fought was not a Pokemon, nor was it one of the 
previous monsters they had destroyed. Just what had Mewtwo wrought in 
this monstrous place? 

The Blastoise recovered from its self-induced spin and its limbs 
popped out again in a somewhat hilarious fashion. 

It had forced her to attack her own trainer, the smug little bastard. 
Now she was truly pissed off. 

She lowered her head and launched herself forwards, intent in 
smearing the wall with the cloned Pokemon. But in stark contrast to 



what she had planned, it didn't roll or jump out of the way. It 
didn't even retreat inside of its shell: it simply held its position 
and accepted her blow, grabbing her large head as it got knocked 
several meters backwards . 

Either she didn't have enough momentum behind her attack or the 
Blastoise was just that overpowered, as it managed to stop her attack 
dead-still . 

But she had another trick up her sleeve. This little piece of dung 
might have been capable of stopping her tackle, but it had presented 
itself perfectly in front of her jaws. Now she could have her 
revenge . 

She clenched the muscles around her water-sacks where she stored the 
water she needed for attacks and self-moisturizing and released a 
powerful jet of water herself, catching her prey in what Math liked 
to call 'point-blank range'. 

The water impacted on the face of the Blastoise and this time, there 
was no jumping away for it. She hit it dead-center in its chest and 
blasted it away successfully, causing it to slam violently into one 
of the large tubes that were spread all around the ground. 

"**Take that you smug bastardaC i " * * She growled and turned away to 
see who she might help next. Fluffy was fighting a creature that she 
could only identify as a Dragonite, one of the few Dragon-type 
Pokemon that existed in the country and also one of the ones she had 
actually seen once or twice in her life. It liked to fly over the 
surface of the river and scoop a Magikarp out of the water for 
dinner . 

Once she had managed to escape it and once it had caught the Magikarp 
next to her. But that wasn't this individual, as this one had 
dark-brown stripes covering its body to identify it as another filthy 
clone. She didn't know much about it, but she knew that it was 
extremely powerful. Fluffy was severely outmatched. 

So everyone had an enemy that vaguely resembled their type and form? 
Phoenix fought a Raichu, resembling her in size and speedaC i Lucy 
fought Mewtwo, resembling her in sheer mental prowess and Fenrir 
fought a NidoqueenaC i basically making that a date for him. Math 
fought his own weird enemy and she had a Blastoise to fight, 
resembling her in pure prowess and capability to tank hits. Or 
something like that. 

Before she could identify what foe Cinder was fighting a€"as she 
could take that foe out with ease, judging by its probable type- a 
hammer-blow impacted on her back, causing her to snarl with pain. 
Quicly spinning around to see what had hit her, she once again 
spotted that damned Blastoise stepping into view, a trickle of blood 
running down its face. Now it didn't look as smug anymore a€"it 
looked royally pissed off. 

But its anger was nothing compared to hers. That clone had officially 
won the Make-Havoc-Furious award. 


And now it would die. 



The flying prey impacted on his body and slammed a paw into his 
chest. He shrieked with anger and pain and lashed out with his legs, 
hoping that he could slice the flyer open with his sharp nails. But 
his prey was built tough like he was and resisted his attack. It 
attacked him with its other paw, knocking it into his head. But his 
skin was hard like stones were and he shrugged the blow off with ease 
a€"before sinking his teeth deep into the flesh of the orange 
appendage that had been used against him. 

The prey screamed with pain and he felt warm, delicious blood pouring 
out of the wound. It was the first time that he had drawn blood from 
his enemy since they had latched onto each other in the sky. But now 
the ground was coming too close and he needed to unfold himself from 
his prey, as he did not like hitting the ground with high speeds. His 
foe had to dislike that too, yet he did not let go. 

He growled with annoyance and increased his crushing hold on the 
orange arm, hoping that he could shear it off before the two of them 
smashed into the ground. That would be bad. 

But his prey was tough and strong and his teeth were unable to crack 
the bone before a claw grabbed a hold of his neck, trying to pull him 
off . 

And then they slammed into the dreaded ground together and he felt 
pain when the metal ground tackled his body. But he was also very 
angry now and the foe was dazed by the impact a€"he was not. If he 
stayed to fight his prey in a deadly wrestle, he would probably lose. 
And he did not want to lose he wanted to win. Win not because he 
liked winning and beating his prey, but winning because he felt like 
it was needed to win. 

His furry nest-mate had changed, but her pleasant smell was still 
present. And he liked the furry one; she was nice to him and she was 
young and helpless. Her scent made him want to protect her, but that 
scent was weaker now. It did not matter though, as he still liked her 
and she liked him. And she was in danger now, yet he could not help 
her as his own prey was not truly prey a€"that was just something he 
liked to see in the flyer. The flying Pokemon was in fact an 
enemy . 

An enemy that threatened him, the human taking care of him and his 
nest-mate . 

And such enemies needed to be killed very quickly before they could 
harm anyone . 

He slammed his wings into the foe and quickly took off, gaining some 
distance between him and it. His prey was a tough one and didn't go 
down from the Wing attack. Instead, it spread its own ridiculously 
small wings and took after him., gaining speed very quick. 

He shrieked in anger when his foe came after him, but he felt faintly 
satisfied that it wouldn't be trying to hurt his nest-mate. 

Then the winged Pokemon opened its jaws and inhaled; a sign that a 
breath-attack was about to be used. He knew that he could do those 
things too, but he had yet to observe something that might show him 
how to do that. Luckily, this enemy was about to demonstrate it. 



It unleashed an intensely yellow beam that sped towards him with 
nearly unparalleled speeds. However, he was the more graceful flyer 
and he quickly rolled to his right in the air, allowing the 
beam-attack to narrowly miss him and blow a hole through the 
roof . 

His left wing got nearly clipped by the attack and he felt the 
shockwaves of heat wash over him, almost threatening to overtake his 
flying direction and send him somewhere else. 

He recovered though, only to find himself at the receiving end of his 
prey who crashed into him. The flyer forced him through the hole it 
had created and they stumbled into the dark, for the big burning 
round at the sky had disappeared again, leaving its pale nest-mate to 
weakly illuminate the world. 

It was a good thing for him, as scents were stronger and living 
things were sharper to him. When it was not light, he could hunt much 
more efficiently. The same could probably not be said for his foe, as 
he quickly found out. He moved his wings tirelessly and led the prey 
past Human Dens, large rocks and even a few trees without colliding 
at all. 

His enemy a€"who was heavier and larger than he was- nearly smashed 
into a Den and destroyed a tree when they took a sharp turn in 
midflight. But those hits didn't do much, as the orange flyer kept on 
following him and threatened to overtake him in speed. Only the 
taking of sharp turns and twists prevented him from being grabbed 
again by those strong limbs. 

But he was out in the open and knew how to use his environment 
against his enemy; they were both equally large, but vastly different 
in their built. And as the flying Pokemon stopped in his pursuit to 
charge another attack, he knew just what to do. 

He widened his jaws and unleashed a super-sonic shriek, meant to 
confuse the sensitive hearing of his prey. When the flyer stopped 
charging another breath-attack, he opened up with his own strongest 
attack . 

He could tear flesh from bones with his teeth and crush limbs with 
his strong muscles. He could choke his prey to death using his limber 
tail and even tear him apart using his own limbs. But those were just 
attacks that he had to use his body for. He knew a different attack, 
one that he had used before in his fight with the Warm mammal. 

His power came and went at its own accord; he rarely had control over 
the usage of things like breath-attacks or other things that used the 
_energy_. It was a hidden source of power, safely kept within the 
center of his body. And when he tapped into the _energy_ he could do 
so much more in a fight. And now that he fought to protect his 
nest-mate, he knew exactly how to utilize that power. He growled at 
the enemy to warn him away; when he charged his ancient power, he 
couldn't have his prey struggling in his face. He needed to be in the 
clear to do so. 

He successfully used his instinctive power and shrieked once more, 
this time to give voice to his will. He felt his _energy_ flow his 
body and enhance his power, flowing into the ground below him. A 



dozen chunks of rock and other projectiles rose from the ground and 
hovered still in front of him, ready to be used to overcome his prey. 
It was his most ancient power; to use Rocks at incredible speed to 
overcome his prey. 

And how did he know that? Because it was his instinct. 

He unleashed the rocks and sent them flying at great speed towards 
his prey, who had just managed to overcome the dazzling assault on 
his senses. He wasn't fast enough to dodge the incoming attack 
though, they never were. 

The enemy huffed with annoyance and flapped his wings once, sending 
him flying high into the sky faster than should be possible. 

It wasn't fast enough to dodge ALL of the rocks and he watched with a 
dulled satisfaction as his attack slammed into the lower body of this 
prey, nearly causing him to flip over and fall from the sky. 

The enemy screamed with pain as the rocks pelted his legs and 
abdomen, but it wasn't downed yet. It quickly recovered and flew back 
to one of the Human Dens, looking at his bleeding limbs. 

And that was his cue to attack. If he got his jaws around the enemy's 
neck, he could slice his throat open and end the fight. And then his 
furry nest-mate would be happy and safe and he could kill everyone 
that was trying to hurt her. 

Because she was small and helpless and he was stronger. 

He charged at the landed form of his prey and attempted to latch onto 
its throat, but the enemy had another breath-attack ready and 
waiting. As soon as he was within striking distance, the foe inhaled 
again and unleashed another attack: a white-blue one that froze the 
air when it came into existence. 

He hated the cold. 

~ 0 ~ 

This was starting to look bad. Very bad. Havoc was extremely mad, 
Fenrir refused to permanently harm his opponent and Phoenix had zero 
combat experience. Lucy was outmatched in every way when fighting the 
artificially-created Mewtwo and Fluffy had just been launched out of 
the building by a Dragon-type. 

And she was currently fighting something that closely resembled a 
dragon too. The most powerful Psychic-type in the country that was 
not a Legendary Pokemon. Her foe was a Charizard, a Fire/Flying type 
combination whose flames were powerful enough to melt steel. She was 
extremely lucky that the heat only served to enhance her prowess, but 
that was her little secret and as soon as the Charizard found that 
out, he would close in and fight her with its razor-sharp claws and 
teeth . 

How would she ever win that fight? How could she defeat a Pokemon 
that was immune to all of her attacks and could kill her with one 
slash? How was she going to do this? 


The only thing she could hope for was that Havoc accidentally 



squished her opponent with her mass, freeing her to fight other more 
equally-typed Pokemon. 

But that wouldn't happen, as Havoc was fighting another 
Starter-Pokemon and hers was also pretty immune to most attacks she 
could dish out. 

The Charizard roared at her and unleashed a torrent of flames, 
prompting her to jump to the side to dodge the flames. The attack 
impacted on the wall behind her and almost melted through it, 
increasing the heat in the room dramatically. 

"**Can't we talk about this?"** She cried out, hoping that her 
desperation didn't come through her voice. She didn't want to fight 
this enemy and the only quarrel she had with Mewtwo was his abuse of 
her friends, his attempts to murder Math and torture Lucy with her 
own mind. She understood that he was being pressured by this unknown 
master and that he hated humans for what they had done to him, but 
his retribution was not exactly equal to what had been done to 
him . 

The Charizard ignored her pleading and unfolded his wings, preparing 
to close in on her and roast her with another burst of flames. She 
was fast a€"much faster than the average target. But if she didn't 
watch out, the dragon would shift his attention and target her 
friends. Havoc was the only possible exception to the rule, but most 
of the Pokemon she fought alongside with were not immune to 
flames . 

And they were all equally outmatched. 

She jumped to the side and landed on a human computer, using that to 
jump even higher and land on one of the catwalks, barely making it as 
her hindlegs dangled uselessly underneath it. 

The Charizard roared and fired off another stream of flames at her, 
but she was just in time to crawl onto the platform and escape the 
heat. The warmth that radiated off of the attack was enough to 
rejuvenate her and allow her to keep on moving, but she couldn't keep 
moving and dancing around forever. Sooner or later the Fire-type 
would change his tactic and close in to beat her using his main 
bulk- 

-and she was being brutally honest with herself: a Ninetales could 
never beat a Charizard. Never ever. But there were a few individuals 
in this room that were capable of doing so. One of them had just left 
the building and the other one was in such a blind rage that she 
almost squished the Raichu that was attacking Phoenix. 

And the last onea€ i was having a battle of impressive desperation with 
his own enemy. Math and his foe were equally matched, as their combat 
in close-quarters happened with such blinding speed that she was 
unable to follow their actions, yet never ended with a clear winner 
or loser. Sometimes her own trainer would get bashed off of a 
catwalk, only to land on another one and sometimes his armoured foe 
would be at the receiving edge to a strike that blasted him off of 
the ramp. 


Perhaps they could be of assistance to her? 



She jumped off of another ramp and started to make her way to her 
trainer, dodging the occasional fire-attack that got sent her way. 
Eventually she reached a ramp directly across of her trainer and she 
jumped, her nine tails trailing behind her as the speed of her 
movement almost threw her off-balance. She was able to compensate 
with her tails and landed on the catwalk that the two armoured 
combatants had been using prior to her attempting to reach her. 

But in the two seconds she had needed to cover the distance to the 
safety of Math, he had already taken his own fight two ramps higher 
in the room. The speed with which those two warriors moved was 
uncanny; she had seen her own trainer move so fast, but there was not 
a single living creature alive on this world that could match him 
with sheer speed and reaction-time. Not a living Pokemon, 
anyway . 

Had Mewtwo messed with his cloning processes so badly that he had 
created a monster capable of outbrawling Math? Had he created another 
super-soldier that could go toe-to-toe with her own trainer? That was 
disgusting! You didn't engineer the perfect organism, they had to 
grow themselves ! Rocket had done those things to Phoenix and she 
hated them for doing so. Math had accidentally created Fluffy from 
the DNA, but that was an accident . 

What unearthly force wanted to mess with living things to make them 
stronger? That was disgusting. 

"**Math!"** She yelled at her trainer before he could move another 
story higher. There were two things that needed to happen right now: 
their enemies needed to be stopped and the chip that Laughter had 
given them needed to be uploaded to stop Mewtwo ' s ships. She didn't 
know how much time was left or how long they had been fighting, but 
it couldn't be very much. 

The soldier didn't respond, but the armoured monster took the time to 
shift his (probable) gaze towards her, before reengaging her trainer 
again . 

She had managed to gain its attention only to immediately lose it 
again. Even though she was currently fighting a fight on live or 
death odds where the winner would decide the future of all living 
things, she couldn't help but feel annoyed. It wasn't every day that 
you encountered a Ninetales like her a€"even though the events 
surrounding her appearance were a bit special. The only person that 
was capable of ignoring her beauty wasa€|well. Math self. 

But perhaps she was just being a little overbearing here. 

And before she could think of something that WOULD get her trainer's 
attention, Charizard landed on a ramp opposite to her and attempted 
to land another hit on her with its flamethrower, narrowly missing 
her as she jumped off of the platform. 

" * *Damnit ! " * * She cursed as she was forced to abandon her spot. What 
would it take to take this Pokemon down? 

~ 0 ~ 


'_**Stop struggling, your efforts are in vein! ' **_ Mewtwo told her as 
he unleashed a Shadow ball, which she deflected using a light screen. 



before catching it with her telekinetic powers a€"for it was a 
projectile- and launching it back. 


The clone managed to block the returned attack without difficulty or 
a visible shield; he simply raised his hand and prevented the 
projectile from hitting him. 

'_**Is that what you thought to yourself when Giovanni used you?'**_ 
She replied, hoping to either bring the Pokemon to realize what he 
was doing or making him angry enough to make mistakes. 

'_**The human thought he could suppress my powers, but he was wrong. 

I won't let anyone else use me again. '**_ 

She pitied the psychic, in a way. He was created and abandoned by 
humans, who had only sought to use his power for their own ideals. He 
had destroyed their lab and fled, eventually being cornered and taken 
in by Giovanni. Then, Rocket's leader had abused him and forced 
Mewtwo to flee. The clone had known nothing but hatred and 
manipulation from humans. Even though he had hurt her and a€"through 
her- her friends, she couldn't help but want to free him from his 
loneliness . 

He was not yet unredeemable. 

'_**Why are you obeying someone else again if you wanted to be 
free?'**_ She asked him and teleported to avoid getting flattened by 
Havoc, who had slipped in a bad mood. 

'_**I do not obey him; I follow his lead to work towards my own 
goal.'**_ Mewtwo replied and relocated as well. '_**I use 
him! ' **_ 

'_**You don't use anybody, '**_ She started. She had heard enough to 
know what this cloned Pokemon was truly like; from both himself and 
the people around her. '_**You care for the creatures you cloned , 
otherwise you would not want to create a world for them instead of 
the humans. '**_ 

'_**I never-' **_ 

'_**But what I don't get is why you wanted to clone humans, '**_ she 
interrupted. '_**You have failed many times in cloning them and they 
all came from a single source. Who is it that you 
cloned? ' * *_ 


'_**That is not important. You don't know the half a€"and you don't 
want to know. ' **_ 

'_**i think I do. For everything you have done to get us to hate you, 
you have never irreversibly hurt one of us. '**_ 

'_**What are you talking about? I took you from your family when you 
were young and forced a mental disease onto you!' **_Mewtwo angrily 
snapped at her, blowing the debris of machines around him to the side 
and cladding himself in a blue light. It was obvious that he was 
making himself ready for a fight. 

'_**Yet you knew that said 'disease' could be fixed using the bond 
between my species and a trainer. You knew that it would not kill me 



if he was ready to fight for me. And you also knew that he would 
always fight for what was right. '**_ 

Mewtwo had tried so hard to get them to hate and dislike him to give 
him more reasons to strike back at them. But he had faileda€|at least 
partially. He had hurt them and tried to kill them, but he wasn't 
their main enemy. He was a confused being that needed help a€"help 
that she could give him. She had had her fair share of pain and hurt 
in the past few days. Most of it had come from Mewtwo himself, but it 
would have never had any effect on her were it not for Math's unique 
mind . 


'_**The flukes that your team creates can never be accounted 
fora€|but I was not created for this. I was created for one purpose 
a€"and that purpose was taken from me by humans. '**_ 

That sounded awfully familiar to her and she couldn't help but 
chuckle at that, even though it was just lightly. It did not go 
unnoticed . 

'_**What is so funny? '**_ 

i_**You. You and my trainer are so much alike. Both of you were 
created to be the perfect warrior and both of you have lost your 
self-proposed purpose in this world. '**_ 

'_**I do not care for that.'**_ 

'_**Don't you? You go through all these lengths to fight and stop us, 
yet stopped when you could have killed me. It is not too late. We can 
still put an end to this fighting if you are willing to 
see 

'_**You think yourself truly capable of seeing through other beings, 
but don't be fooled. Nothing is like you think it is a€"and the 
talking stops now. Everything is pointless; once the Artificial 
creation gets what he wants, there will be room for all of 
us . ' **_ 

She frowned. '_**And what is it that the AI wants then?'**_ 

'_**He said he wanted the Reclaimers gone. I don't know what it 
means, but I do know that he will us to continue existing. And that 
is all I care about. '**_ 

And then the cloned psychic a€"who had been talking very strangely 
about his cloned allies- lashed out against her mind with his own, 
battering against the walls of her defense with all his 
might . 

~ 0 ~ 

_No spoilers, but seriously. The end is really damn nigh._ 


36. The Puppet pt 4 

_Alright people, hang on to your hats as this chapter will stir up a 
hornet's nest. Rated R for Reveal and rated I for 
IMPOSS IBRU ! 



_Also, did you know that I have a cast of thirteen Secret-Spartans to 
use in other stories? Probably, but still. I am such an evil genius. 
All I need is an evil goala€|hey look, a wild Chapter 36 has 
appeared !_ 

_**Kain Everguard: ** A sound tactic indeed. _ 

_** Jcraft596 : ** Thanks, I like the idea of me portraying the 

characters in a likeable fashion :)_ 

_**Guest: **_ .1 kind of tried to make those two individuals the same 

one ._ 

_* *Kingofpickachus : **_ .1 wuv cake._ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: **_ .1 liked your review a lot ;)_ 

_Lovely Mewtwo is male alright. As for the AI's, I tried to lay off 
the canon AI's for this story, as Mendicant Bias is (in my humble 
opinion) a tad overused. _ 

_And of course Fenrir in love is cutea€ | I do hope, at least. And I 
can imagine people seeing Lucy as an AI, or a moral compass at least. 
At times .1 won't bully my readers with threats about the end 
anymore; I will work hard to make this chapter end in a spectacular 
way ._ 

_**Water Guardian 26: ** because that would be boring :)_ 

_**The Blue Tigrex: **_ Thanks for the compliments! And your favor 

wasn't rude or early, just not viable for me. I don't feel any 
part icularaC | attract ion to Star Wars and I am also crazy busy lately. 
I have multiple other crossovers planned, but Star Wars won't be in 
them. Sorry : ( _ 

_* *Sierral 1 0 : ** Oh, I don't know. This chapter?_ 

~0~ 

_Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 49 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight ._ 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 48 significant moves: double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 47- significant moves: 'Fires spin, confuse 

ray, quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 37 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Jolteon, lvl 30- significant moves: tackle, sand attack, 
thunder shock. 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 27 a€" significant moves: tackle, water pulse, 
bite, dragon rage 


0 



*_Se-Spartan Helia-009 has been relocated to the UNSC Wayfarer, 
diplomatic Euclid-class destroyer, as per Section Seven of 
ONI . *_ 

_*WARNING : ANOMALOUS OBJECT HAS BEEN LOCATED BY UNSC SCOUT PARTIES. 
METAL ALLOYS AND PHYSICS-WARPING PROPERTIES SUGGEST NON-COVENANT 
ORIGINS . *__ 

-Important developments regarding new Non-Covenant Vector 
protocols . 

~0~**T-minus 0:9:39** 

He jumped back to one leg, guarded his torso against any retaliation 
that might come while he moved and lashed out with his other leg, 
striking at his target's face in the hopes killing him with a quick 
hit. But his foe was faster than he had imagined and a€"once again- 
stepped out of his line of attack and placed the palm of his hand at 
his knee-guard. Then he placed one foot right next to his and struck 
with the armoured elbow at his throat region. 

He managed to avoid being on the receiving end such a nasty strike by 
sinking through his knees and allow the joint to overshoot him, 
during which he had the time to launch another attack of his own and 
lashed out at his enemy with the palm of his hand. His hand impacted 
on the strange hostile's midriff, knocking it back a good meter 
before it reached the end of the platform, after which it promptly 
fell off. 

He wanted to jump after his foe to press the attack, knowing that he 
would only pay for letting him go. But he had no more than thirteen 
minutes remaining and he still had to ascent at least another thirty 
meters before reaching the large terminal. The Forerunner AI a€"the 
supposedly good one- had sent him a waypoint in his HUD to indicate 
that he needed to go there, right at the top of this room. 

Doing so in mid-fight with his obviously superior foe had opened up a 
nice little opening that the Forerunner bastard had taken, punching 
him twice in his abdomen with fists that had moved as fast as his 
own . 

He threw one more look at the place where his nemesis had fallen 
before deciding that it wouldn't be worth his while to give chase. He 
couldn't even see him anymore, so he had probably fallen all the way 
back to the floor. 

A fall of twenty meters would only scratch its helmet. 

He continued moving up the ramp, jumping the sudden increase of one 
meter of height and sprinted up another ramp, not caring whether it 
would support him or not. These things were obviously built for 
normal human use, not super-soldiers thundering up and down with a 
speed of thirty miles per hour. 

He briefly remembered a mission where one of his fellow 
Secret-Spartans had accompanied him, sprinting with him over a rocky 
beach while Covenant turrets fired at them. It was a mad, suicidal 
dash to the enemy grounds but that was exactly what they were trained 
for. Their superiors had thought it a good idea to let them take the 



full frontal position so that another Se-Spartan could sneak in and 
blow the whole place to hell. 

His temporary teammate a€"what was her name again? Oh well. She moved 
in front of him to increase her speed avoid a bolt of plasma when the 
ground underneath her had suddenly given away, sending her plummeting 
into a dark hole. Naturally he had not had enough time to avoid a 
similar fate, as his teammate had just moved in front of him and he 
had been careful not to step on her heels. So he unwillingly followed 
her into her little hole and then he had suddenly found himself in an 
underground tunnel. It had allowed them to move undetected and reach 
a place that was supposed to be the center of that base-position. So 
they had climbed up into another hole and smashed the brittle ground 
a€"as the thin layer of rocks had not been enough to support their 
weight- and then they were really in the middle of the base. 

He remembered that the mission had been successful and that the 
Covenant outpost had been destroyed, paving the way for their other 
teammate to infiltrate their fuel-depot and blow it to hell. The 
Covenant cruisers that were supposed to refuel there had been unable 
to do so and the UNSC had been able to destroy them. 

Three Secret-Spartans against a full Covenant outpost and fuel depot. 
Three UNSC frigates and two destroyers against three Covenant 
Cruisers. Only one frigate and one destroyed, while the Covenant had 
paid with all three of their Cruisers and hundreds of infantry 
units . 

No Spartan KIA's, as Spartans could never afford to die. 

It was funny that the same thing that had granted them an easy 
victory at that Covenant base could now potentially be his undoing. 

If he misjudged the capacity of the steel for one second, he would 
sink right through it and fall all the way back down. Time did not 
allow such mistakes. 

He ascended another few meters by jumping to a different catwalk and 
using a steel cable to move himself to the other side, where he could 
gain height quicker. But then Cinder yelled something at him again, 
this time telling him to watch out for something. Then, a red dragon 
landed in front of him, blasting a torrent of fire his way. His HUD 
identified it as a Charizard a€"it had better be a male- and he 
realized that this had to be Cinder's enemy. Mewtwo had cloned just 
the right creatures to engage his team, but that did not matter. If 
he could just upload Laughter's data into that terminal, she would 
send a burst-transmission with different orders to the ships. They 
would self-destruct and his job would be done. 

He ducked underneath the flames and delivered a mere back-hand to the 
dragon, sending it flying off the ramp and plummeting down again. 

Such a blow would have easily killed a human target, but he had a 
feeling that there was foul play involved here. The UNSC had only 
recently been capable of cloning animals and plants, while human 
organ cloning was more easily done. They couldn't clone full-grown 
humans yet a€"the parents of the original and real SPARTAN-II's had 
found out about that the hard way. Not that they had really found out 
about it, as ONI would not have anyone know something they 
knew . 


This Mewtwo might be cloned by human hands alright, but the tech 



could not have been human. It had to be this other AI, this 
Forerunner bastard that had wanted him gone since day one. He 
couldn't disagree with that thing as he wanted out too but still, it 
needed to die. Real soon. 

He thundered up another ramp, but then a hail of bullets impacted on 
the wall in front of him and he felt several of them impact on his 
back, his energy shields absorbing them. 

His shields dropped to forty percent and he spun around, reaching for 
his shotgun. During his very first battle with the armoured hostile 
he had lost his assault rifle a€"and fighting with something as fast 
as a Spartan with anything but a knife and bare hands was direct 
suicide. If he had held his shotgun in those close-quarters, he might 
as well have handcuffed himself for all the good it would do him. 

He saw that the Forerunner warrior had returned, this time holding 
his discarded assault rifle and firing it while closing in. 

He thought about running away and risking it to the terminal, but 
thought better of it. Those rounds might penetrate his suit or not, 
but he couldn't allow that hostile to remain armed. The moment he 
would shake that thing, it would turn against his allies and kill 
them all a€"with the possible exception of Fenrir and Fluffy. And 
Havoc, who was currently doing her best to exterminate the floor. And 
she was doing a pretty good job at it. 

He fired a few slugs at the armoured hostile, but the shots were 
blocked by the opponent's energy shield. He kept shooting while 
moving towards his foe though, as the heavy fire of the M90 forced 
the orange-white warrior to make strange and erratic movements in an 
attempt to dodge them. 

And Spartans were fully capable of dodging shotgun blasts. This guy 
was capable too. Was this really another one of Mewtwo ' s messed-up 
clones or was this a full-fledged Forerunner warrior? Perhaps one of 
both, as there was bound to be Forerunner DNA at this world. 

He clashed with the strange hostile and attempted to slam the butt of 
his shotgun right into his face, but his quarry jumped to the side 
and fired two shots at his legs a€"absorbed by his energy shield- and 
quickly closed in again to attack him with his own weapon. 

He too dodged the gun-bash and threw a few jabs at the face of his 
enemy, holding his shotgun at chest level to prevent exposing 
himself. His enemy blocked his attacks and struck at his head, 
quickly following up with a roundhouse kick aimed at his neck. 

He blocked the blow with the butt of his shotgun, which got promptly 
snapped in half by the force of the kick. Dropping the now useless 
rifle, he lunged at his enemy and attempted to grapple him in a 
choke-hold. But he only received an uppercut to his jaw and a blow at 
his stomach with a palm-strike for his troubles and he was forced to 
disengage once again. He was seriously wasting time, but he needed to 
disarm his foe immediately as well. Tough choices had to be 
madea€ i 

Despite the forceful blows that set him back initially, he still 
managed to press his assault on the armoured hostile with his combat 
knife and he managed to slice the barrel of the assault rifle a few 



times, effectively jamming the weapon. Then, he threw a punch at the 
solar plexus of his foe, after which he followed up with another one 
to destroy the black rifle. 

His foe flung the now useless carbine at his head, but he dove 
underneath it and rolled to the side to escape the time-consuming 
fight. He had less than ten minutes left to get to the ceiling 
now . 

He noticed that the fighting on the ground had deteriorated. Fenrir 
and the Nidoqueen were now fighting in a full-blown close quarters 
battle with no regard as to their environment and Havoc was still 
raging like never before, tearing walls made out of thick metal 
plating apart in her attempt to take the Blastoise down. He 
occasionally spotted a spike of electricity that lit up the building 
and set sometimes set a console on fire and despite recognizing the 
familiar shapes scurrying around on the ground, he couldn't spot 
whether Phoenix was winning or not. Since he had knocked the 
Charizard on its ass it hadn't bothered him again, but neither was 
Cinder being effective in countering it. He had no clue where Fluffy 
was hanging out and Lucy was keeping a position in the center of the 
room, directly opposing Mewtwo by herself. She did not move an inch, 
but Mewtwo relentlessly pounded her position with ranged attacks and 
near-invisible moves. Yet she managed to block most, if not all of 
his attacks with her barriers and her rigid stature meant that she 
was communicating with him. 

And he did not seem amused. 

He decided that Mewtwo wasn't important then and there and continued 
to ascend the various ramps and catwalks. The other one kept pursuing 
and blocking him and it was getting harder and harder to surprise and 
subsequently shake his enemy off. 

His countdown timer hit the eight minutes. It couldn't have been that 
long since he last checked his clock, but Laughter seemed to be sure 
of the arrival of the UNSC at the end of the countdown. And they 
would be destroyed if his mission was unsuccessful . Unacceptable. 

He jumped for the nearest walkway, but something grabbed a hold of 
his ankle and he felt his body being pulled down again, preventing 
him from actually reached the platform with his whole body. His legs 
simply didn't make it; he slammed with his chest onto the metal frame 
and it bend under the stress. The armoured hostile had made a return 
and he was currently pulling him off of the platform. 

He slammed his hand f ingers-f irst into the metal and pierce right 
through it, getting a new grip. If the Forerunner pulled him off now, 
he would never reach the terminal in time again. It would stall time 
and when the countdown hit zero, Mewtwo would have won. Never again 
would he have a chance to aid the UNSC like this a€"and never again 
could he gain control back over his life like the past few days had 
taken away from him. 

He felt the metal walkway collapsing underneath the combined weight 
of the two of them and as much as he kicked with his legs to loosen 
the unyielding clamp on his ankle, he couldn't shake the hostile. It 
blocked every single kick and even managed to pull itself up a few 
inches . 



The metal groaned under all that strain and he felt his grip 
loosening. He couldn't fail now, not by this strange alien that was 
beyond the capabilities of even the mightiest Covenant warriors. He 
was a Spartan, unbeaten and unbreakable. 

He didn't want to lose. 

~0~** T-minus 0:8:17** 

"**Why am I filthy?" ** He angrily demanded and swung another claw at 
the female's head. He felt like he had asked that question a thousand 
times and the strange female never gave him a proper answer. The only 
thing she did was aggressively press the attack and her Water Pulses 
were absolutely devastating when used at close range. So, he did the 
only right thing a person could do when outmatched in close combat 
and he engaged her in even closer combat, knowing that she could not 
beat him when he was closer than she was. 

"**You are a blind servant!"** She snapped at him attempted to grab 
his head with her claws. He countered this by stepping even closer 
and headbutting her. His theory seemed to be correct; if he combatted 
closer than close, she could not hit him. 

The Nidoqueen lashed out with her tail like she had done a few times 
before, but he accidentally stepped on the limb in an attempt to bash 
her with his elbow. As such, she was unable to hit him with her tail 
and she was forced to pull it back and create some breathing distance 
for herself. 

Nowa€ | how he was he blind servant? He had eyes, he could see. How 
would he be capable of fighting her if he was blind? That didn't make 
a lick of sense. The only possible way for him to beat her was by 
looking at her and seeing that she wanted to kill him. In that way, 
being not blind made him not dead. So that part of her insult was 
invalid. As for the servant parta€ | he was a Nidoking, so he did not 
lead packs himself. He was too powerful too lead a pack and if he was 
honest, he didn't even need a pack to lead. All he wanted was to find 
a kind mate and protect the offspring that other individuals of his 
species had made. Let Nidorino's and Nidorina's have young, he didn't 
have the urge to create offspring himself. 

Unless his mate wanted to, of course. Back to 'servant': he did 
follow his Alpha's command, but that was a totally different thing. 
The human had proven to be a trustworthy and -more importantly- 
powerful leader. It only made sense for him to follow his trainer as 
he wasa€|well, his trainer. 

Yeah. So her insult was stupid. He had to stupidly insult her back. 
But he didn't want her to feel upset and neither did he know how to 
actually insult someone on his own, so he would need to 
improvise . 

"**So are you!" ** He decided, thinking that that would be 
enough . 

His female enemy growled angrily at him and resumed attacking, but 
this time he had figured out how to prevent her from hitting him. If 
he gave her no personal space, she wouldn't be able to scratch him 
again . 



"**I follow him because he leads us in the new world!"** The 
Nidoqueen yelled back, sounding surprisingly defensive. 

"**What new world? Nothing happens!"** 

"**Wait until he changes it then!"** 

"**I don't want it to change, what needs to be different?"** 

"**We need a place for creatures like us, you blind slave!"** 

Back to the insulting then? "**You striped foolis female!"** 

"**You call me foolish? You are an idiotic brute!"** 

" * * Youa€ | f ight like a girl!"** 

"**You have a small horn!"** 

Ooha€ | now she had done it. Nobody insulted his horn. It was time for 
something dramatic, something htat would insult her very deeply. He 
needed to think this through, lest he say something incredibly stupid 
like a€" 

"**You have pretty eyes!"** His mouth automatically snapped 
back . 

-like that. Why did he say that? Was that an insult? 

The Nidogueen stopped attacking him and went silent for a while, 
during which he became aware of the sounds of violence going on 
behind him. Then, she spoke up again. 

"**You can talk easy!"** The female quietly bit at him, probably 
getting angrier with the second. "**You were born in this world, 
you-"** 

"**_ so were you," **He interrupted her with a scowl. What did she 
mean that he could talk easily because he was born in this world? She 
was born too; had she not been born, she wouldn't have been here to 
fight him with her beautiful body. Erhma€ | admirable spirit. 

"**I was cloned, I didn't grow naturally,"** She explained, her voice 
dropping in volume and anger. 

" * *Buta€ | buta€ | " * * He tried to think of what she was saying, but he 
just did not understand it. How was she not grown naturally? Her body 
grew and she had become big. So she had growna€ | just a bit faster 
than they had. What was wrong with being cloned anyway? It just meant 
that you were based off of an already viable body. She was likea€|a 
second version. She didn't make sense! "**You are standing here, that 
is proof of you being alive... thus born. You grew faster buta€ | 
that's it. You're just normal."** 

She seemed taken aback by that. "**Ia€|I came into this world out of 
the yellow tubea€ | I have no memories of anything, I don't know 
anything else. How can I be normal?"** 


He growled and stomped with his foot on the ground, feeling 
frustrated with how thick this female was. In fighting, she was a 



genius. In livea€|she was at the same level as he was. Bonehead 
stupid. "**You fight like a powerful enemy and you grew like a living 
Pokemon. What is wrong then?"** 

"**It was not natural!"** 

" * *My trainer is stronger than me, my best friend has a crush on that 
trainer and the pack's beta leader has two minds. Our mascot 
manipulates with her smell and her nest-mate has a need to kill more 
than he can eat. What is natural?"** 

" * * A crush on the human?"** The Nidoqueen then asked, sounding 
perplexed. "**a human stronger than a royal morph? What are you 
talking about?"** 

"**I have seen nests fly and explode. I have fought humans that were 
both dead and alive and I have felt the sting of unnatural pain. 
NormalaC | lies in your own body."** 

"**Soa€|I have my own normal?"** 

"**Yes! Now stop talking and fight me!"** He then happily exclaimed, 
feeling glad that she finally understood his point. 

"**But if we both have normala€|why fight?"** 

Actually, that was pretty smart. "**Hmma€|I see. Soa€ | let ' s stop 
fighting then?"** 

They both went silent after that, awkwardly shifting their weight 
from one leg to the other and nervously shaking their limbs. Why was 
she doing the same thing he did when unsure of himself? 

~0~** T-minus 0:7:27** 

Another thunderbolt struck near her and she involuntarily yelped with 
surprise. That last shot was pretty close; this Raichu was getting 
better and better with aiming. Sooner or later it would probably hit 
her. Why didn't it simply fall over? Probably because it still had to 
be exhausted in the first place, but still. She was slowly getting 
just the tiniest bit of tired herself a€ j and she had no desire to keep 
on dodging and parkouring all over the place. She needed a break in 
this fight a€"a lucky streak that would tip the odds to her 
favor . 

She eyed the two Nido's standing in front of each other, having 
finally stopped bashing themselves. Or each other. Fenrir had an 
unusual resistance to a lot of thingsa€ | perhaps he could be of 
assistance? 

She made up her mind about the subject and raced towards her large 
male friend a€"the purple one. When the Raichu gave chase, she smiled 
to herself. She was so clever and that cloned Pokemon was not. Little 
did it know that she could actually absorb the lightning and use it 
to power herself! She had this little thing called Volt absorb. She 
didn't know what a Volt was, or how she knew that it was there, but 
it was just like the innate knowledge about other Pokemon. It was 
just there. 


She sprinted across the wide open terrain and dodged the crashing 



bulk of a Blastoise that was skidding over the floor, a blast of fire 
from the Charizard that was swooping over her and even a piece of 
falling debris when Fluffy and his foe returned to create another 
dragon-shaped hole in the roof. But she was so quick! Nothing could 
catch her! 

Using one of those silly machines to redirect her body, she sailed 
towards Fenrir and landed on his shoulders. Then she winked at his 
conversational partner and took off again. 

A second later, a bolt of lightning impacted on Fenrir as well. He 
raised his head suddenly and turned around, but it was too late for 
the Raichu by then. He crashed full into the enormous Nidoking and 
received a nasty wound at the left forepaw for his 
troubles . 

Fenrir' s poisen was very potent. 

The Raichu jumped away again, but not before he received a slap in 
his stupid face courtesy of a pissed Nidoking. It was a wonder that 
the enemy electric was still conscious after that! 

She held her position a few meters away from the two strange Nido's 
and turned to face her foe, which had landed opposite to her with a 
hurt look on his face. 

"**Got you!" **She yelled at it, seeing how the wound was poisoned by 
the large horn Raichu had crashed into. 

"**Shut up!"** The electric-type yelled back and pumped its tail up, 
stored electricity in those silly cheek-pads and then sent a flare of 
thunder her way. 

She was standing too close and her foe was a fast one himself; there 
would be no dodging the attack for her. Then again, she didn't need 
to. Because she had her little secret! 

The attack impacted on her body and she felt the most intense heat 
since she had nearly been seared by a Fire-attack ... last timea€|and 
it was as if every cell in her body writhed and expanded at the same 
time. All of her spiky not-so-f luf fy hairs jumped upright and then 
she finally felt the full effect of her ability. Her spine processed 
all the electric energy that got pumped into her body and absorbed it 
straight into the cells that had been desperately calling for 
attention. Every sore spot and aching muscle in her body stopped 
complaining and she felt as energetic she had felt when she had first 
evolved . 

She cried with joy and decided to see what she could do with her new 
store of unlimited powah ! 

The Raichu was just about toa€|well, do something in the range of 
running away, pressing the attack of seeking cover. But whatever he 
wanted to do, it didn't work! Because, she was too. Damn. Fast. 

She gathered all the energy she had looted from that attack and sent 
it straight into her spiky hair, unleashing several hundreds of 
electric flares that all combined into a really, really big one. Her 
own electrical attack impacted on the Raichu and sent it tumbling 
backwards, the sheer amount of power she had poured into the attack 



easily overwhelming it. 


She really hoped that her enemy did not have the same ability as she 
had, otherwise she would have most likely healed him again. He was 
poisoned and battered by Fenrir's unwilling assistance and she could 
already imagine herself screwing it up again. 

She did not like screwing things up, she really didn't. 

The Raichu slowly got to his feet again, his tail weakly flapping 
about and his paw dangling uselessly beside its body. 

Then he pumped his tail up again and seemed to charge himself with 
something, as he closed his eyes and flexed the muscles in its 
f rontpaws . 

"**Why donA't you stay down?" **She asked the annoying Pokemon. She 
knew that time was short and that they needed to win their fights 
quickly, as their trainer needed to doa€ | stuff a€ | and fixa€| other 
stuff . 

She really needed to pay more attention. "**Hey Cinder!" **She yelled 
at her former caretaker; the only Pokemon she had initially 
trusted . 

"**What?"** The nervous vixen replied. She had been constantly 
weaving back and forth between the various combating parties and 
falling debris, desperately trying to take her foe down. "**I am sort 
of busy Phoenix!"** 

The Charizard chose that moment to soar through the sky and attack 
her, as if he wanted to prove that she was right. His flames impacted 
on a nearby machine and it exploded in a shower of sparks and molten 
metal . 

"* *Oha€ | right , " **She replied sheepishly, feeling a bit stupid for 
forgetting the flying monster. Then, she used the remainder of her 
totally not stolen power and used it to zap the Charizard. Multiple 
stripes of lightning arced through the sky and impacted on the large 
dragon a€"which violently trashed and squirmed when the electricity 
ran through its body. While that big lizard lost its height and 
crashed into the ground, she turned back to Cinder. "**Got time 
now?"** 


"**Hqw did you a€"why- what? Oh never mindaC | what is it? We are in 
the middle of a crisis here!"** 

"**I know that, I just wanted to know what needs to happen for us to 
win. "** 

The Ninetales sighed and jumped over the crashed form of the 
Charizard, which was already rising with smoke circling its nostrils. 
"**Like you now know, the humans on this world were placed by 
powerful beings. They state that something is out there; something 
that will target and destroy all of humanity. Math 1 sa€ | friendsaC | are 
coming this way to help us beat the mean people and protect the 
humans . " * * 


" * *Right . "** 



"**But Mewtwo has a trap, something that-"** Cinder was forced to 
break off her useful explanation when Havoc smashed her tail rather 
violently into the floor, a few meters away from them. 

"**Watch it!"** She angrily told the Gyarados and gestured for Cinder 
to continue. 

"**Something that kill his friends. He needs to enteraC | the item that 
Laughter Under the Coexisting Years gave hima€ | so that his friends 
won ' t die . " * * 

"**Alright, thanks!"** 

And then she went straight back to fighting the Raichu while it was 
weakened. Cinder should focus on her own foe, that Charizard was 
already starting to rise again! 

~0~**T-minus 0:7:27 ** 

'_**Your resistance is impressive .'* *_ Mewtwo stated and collapsed 
two large, metal plates on top of her. She countered them by using 
her psychic energy to deflect their path in a minor way, barely 
costing her energy but also causing the two projectiles to miss her 
by a few inches. _**'But so futile. '**_ 

'_**Spare me your speeches. I have tried to make you see things how 
they are, but you refuse toa€ | adapt .'* *_ 

'_**I think you do not remember how much you have adapted in the 
past .'**__ 

'_**Whatever do you mean?'**_ 

'_**You and your trainer might have managed toa€ | avoid your mental 
degradat iona€ | but do not forget that you and I are psychics. Our 
potential is unlimitedaC | and you have seemingly forgotten where your 
other side went to. ' **_ 

'_**What do you know of her? ' **_ 

'_**I know that a consciousness needs a body to 
manifest . ' **_ 

i **Y03?'** 


' * * And that you have one idle consciousness, waiting to get itself 

inside of a body to prosper. '**_ 

'_**If you are planning what I think you are, don't bother. It would 
take you weeks to clone a version of me, considering you even have 
the DNA in the first place. Besides; do you have any idea what such a 
creation would do with its powers? '**_ 

'_**Such a creation could lead my forces into battlea€|if I would 
choose to do so. '**_ 

'_**You forgot my message, Mewtwo. You don't have the body or the DNA 
to do so . ' * *_ 

'_**You underestimate my preparations, young one. ' **_ 



'_**What ? ' **_ What was he talking about? Even if he had managed to 
retrieve her DNA over the past time, it would take days for him to 
grow anotheraC i her . And he could never control Spartan-Lucy , to 
attempt such a feat would be suicide! It was repulsing to even think 
about it. For this Pokemon to think that he could clone others to 
join his cause wasa€|well, _was_ disgusting to the point where one 
contemplated where Mewtwo came from. Everyone needed to be with their 
own kind , right? 

'_**Cl 0n ing psychic Pokemon is an incredibly hard thing to doa€| their 
minds tend to fluctuate between each other. '**_ 

Buta€|he had never cloned such a type himself. How could he 
know? 

, _**To clone a Pokemon, their mind will need to be based off of an 
existing individual. If I clone a PsychicaC i it s mind will be 
unpredictable . A ' * *_ 

_**A'How do you know this?'**_ 

~0~ **T-minus 0:6:06** 

He cursed and jumped at the top of the fourth platform, cursing under 
his breath as the armoured hostile followed him with ease. His enemy 
had to be a Forerunner; it was the only creature capable of fighting 
him repeatedly while also managing to win. He could not have 
that . 

He rolled over his shoulder when his five-hundred kilograms of 
MJOLNIR landed on the feeble metal plate and then he accelerated into 
a flat-out sprint, understanding that he only had a few minutes 
before the UNSC arrived. 

He saw Lucy and Mewtwo stopping their fight, proceeding to stare at 
each other with only a few feet to separate them from each other. 
Fenrir wasa€ | doing weird stuff with the Nidoqueen and the Raichu was 
out for the count. Cinder was currently jumping back and forth 
between the Charizard and cover, choosing quick hit-and-run attacks 
to strike at her foe instead of facing him directly. If he was honest 
with himself, he would be rather proud of his team. Phoenix' unbound 
energy had managed to overcome the power of her foe. Cinder had 
finally understood how to switch tactics and Fenrira€|had found the 
love of his live, apparently. Love was overrated. What was not 
overrated, was the fact that Lucy was capable of withstanding 
Mewtwo 1 s power all on her own. And HavocaC | well , she didn't even need 
saying. She was currently wiping he floor with that large tortoise; 
literally. It had withdrawn into his shell and the Gyarados was 
sweeping its body over the ground in an attempt to smash it to 
pieces . 

That did not work. And neither was Fluffy's attempt at tearing the 
Dragonite ' s body to pieces any good; the two flying dinosaurs had 
finally returned to the large building to stage the rest of their 
fight there, but so far they hadn't advanced beyond blasting each 
other with ranged attacks. 


And even with the success of half of his team, he still couldn't 
overcome his own foe. And as the virtually unyielding foe advanced 



towards him one final time, he knew of only one more thing to do. He 
needed to upload that Data chip ASAPaC i and then perform a plan D. 


He disliked plan D. Only a very select few Secret-Spartans liked plan 

D . 

He reached the second and near-last platform by completely skipping 
the six-meter long third platform and only touched it once before he 
landed on top of the first a€"and final- platform. There stood the 
large console, just a few meters in front of him. And he could 
already spot the slit where he needed to insert his chip. 

Behind him, the armoured hostile was closing in on him. Both of them 
were unarmed , but he could not have his enemy reach him before he 
had done what needed to be done. He didn't stop moving until he was 
right in front of the large machine and then he popped the crystal 
chip and with one smooth movement, he brought his arm around and 
placed the tip of the chip against the slit. He extended his leg and 
caught the charging Forerunner with his foot, flexing his muscles and 
using all the strength-enhancing circuits in his body to absorb the 
momentum of his foe and pushing him backwards. 

The crystal-chip slit into the machine and the Forerunner broke 
through his defense, crashing into him. 

"WELL DONE RECLAIMER, I SHALL TAKE CONTROL OF THE FACILITY NOW." A 
new message flared into his HUD, utilizing bright and red capital 
letters that seemed to burn into his retinas. 

The console exploded into a bright, blue light and he felt a fist 
connect with his stomach. Despite everything that was going on, he 
still felt the overwhelming need to continue fighting. His foe was 
still alive and he needed to rectify that. This enemy had to die and 
today . 

He grabbed a hold of his foe's shoulders and slammed his knee into 
the chest plate, promptly knocking it back. Then he let his enemy go 
and delivered a roundhouse kick aimed at the throat, which got 
deflected by a shiny boot. But he had pushed his enemy back to the 
edge of the platform and while the brightly burning console exploded 
into an even brighter form of light, he slammed into his foe with his 
shoulder aimed at the crotch and knocked him into the air. The only 
problem was that the ground wasa€|well, missing. And that alone might 
have been accounted for, weren't it for the fact that he too was now 
experiencing a severe lack of solid ground as well. 

So now both he and his Forerunner enemy plummeted to the floor; a 
good fifty meters drop. During his fall, he received another message 
from the curious A. I: "WARNING, FACILITY COMPROMISED. HOSTILE 
PRESENCE CONFIRMED; STRONG NEUTRON-FLOWS DETECTED" 

He had inserted the chip and won the fight. He had averted the 
destruction of UNSC personnel and property without any casualties 
inflected on his own team. That counted as a major victory. Now the 
UNSC could attain new technology, gain contact with an entire new 
species anda€ i perhaps find out about the new hostiles that the AI was 
talking about? 

Buta€|what did that new message mean then? And why wasn't he hearing 
the sounds of exploding ships? What was actually going to happen 



now? 


a€ | had he made a mistake? Mistrusted someone he should not have 
trusted? 

He looked below him while he fell and forced his limbs apart, 
attempting to slow himself down while he descended. He saw half a 
dozen poles erupt from the ground around Lucy and Mewtwo, connecting 
to each other with a pulse of electricity. He saw Havoc stop beating 
at the Blastoise to look at what was going on, as did Fluffy and his 
foe. Come to think of it, everybody was currently looking at what was 
going on. 

And just as he was about to formulate an opinion on what going on, he 
heard the screams. It was the high-pitched cream of a woman in pain 
and the lower-pitched voice of an asshole in pain. 

So Lucy and Mewtwo, respectively. Whatever was going on was violently 
hurting his friend, he needed to assist her ASAP! But he still had 
twenty meters to fall, he couldn't do shit. The energy field around 
the two psychics had quickly become too thick to see through. What 
was going on? What had happened? 

Plan D involved jumping without any form to slow him down. Fifty 
meters wasn't that much, really. He had fallen from higher grounds in 
the past, but it was the useless bumbling around in the air that made 
him so useless. Or feel useless. He couldn't do anything when he was 
unarmed in the air and those electric pistons were hurting his friend 
in some way. He couldn ' ta€ i he shouldaC | hea€ | 

There _was_ something he could do alright. He just needed toa€|be 
accurate . 

~ 0 ~ * *ETA 0:4:35** 

From the moment Math had managed to get on top of the console, she 
had known that something was wrong. She had felt it in her gut, that 
strange feeling that she always had whenever something was going 
wrong. Mewtwo doubted, her team was winning and her master would be 
successful in activating the machine that he needed to activate in 
order to save his people. All was a€"and would be- well. 

But then the blue spike of energy had erupted from the machine and 
blasted a hole into the roof and she could have sworn that she had 
heard an angry male voice screaming. 

And the pillars had erupted from the ground, trapping both her and 
Mewtwo in a circle of pure energy the likes of which she had never 
seen before. 

'_**What is this?'**_ Mewtwo had asked angrily, looking around. 
'_**What are you doing? '**_ 

"_You have outlived your usefulness, " _A voice sounding not unlike 
Laughter's told the Mewtwo, The voice sounded deep and rumbling 
though, like a machine but also like the darkest human she had ever 
heard. She knew that the person that voice belonged to was just 
_wrong._ So very _wrong._ 


And she felt afraid. Her arms started to tremble and her knees became 



weak. Mewtwo had just been betrayed by his master and realization was 
still dawning onto him, when the pillars all activated. 


A thousand small knives slammed into her body and dug into her flesh, 
igniting her nerves and shrouding her senses. She opened her mouth to 
scream, but while she did she felt something else tearing into her 
mind. It was as if something was driving a wedge between her skull 
and her thoughts, tearing them asunder underneath its weight. She 
couldn't even begin to fathom its immense power, just the sheer 
ancient pressure it exerted on her mind. 

She heard the cloned Pokemon scream in defiance and hurt, but she was 
unable to help him with his pain. The incredible forces that were 
placed onto her mind crippled her; incapacitated and stopped her 
completely still She couldn't do anything except slowly fall to the 
ground as her mind was torn in half. 

But the things that went coupled with mental damage stayed away; she 
had her memories, her feelings and emotions still close to her heart. 
Nothing was taken from her except fora€ | a small place right in the 
middle of her heart. Or her mind. Those two were closely tied and in 
perfect balance with each otheraC i hence why she felt that something 
was wrong with her memories. 

More specifically, the memories of her childhood. While everything 
that had happened after she had met up with her broken demon was 
crystal-clear and completely untouched, the memories of everything 
preceding that f elta€ ! wrong . Corrupted. They felt as if they were 
unreal; the sense of time and gravity of emotions linked to the 
memories were all in the wrong. 

Was that a side-effect from the defiling presence in her head? 

That unknown factor which was being pulled on so violently was 
suddenly and painfully torn from her and she screamed, her knees 
buckling under the stress. She barely saw the floor rising up to meet 
her body and she only remotely felt the steel tiles hitting 
her . 

Mewtwo had also fallen to his knees, grabbing his head in 
frustration . 

"_The clones were tools. Weapons, to be discarded. Ploys to the 
scattering . 

Mewtwo groaned and attempted to rise to his feet, but the blue 
energy-field kept his body pinned down and he was forced to stay in a 
forced kneeled position. She didn't feel the field tugging at her 
body though; she only felt the flaring pain inside of her mind and 
the sheer, boundless horror that dawned upon her as she realized just 
what had been taken from her and what it meant. 

What it meant to be her. What it had always meant to be her. Mewtwo 
had said so himself; cloning psychic Pokemon was an impossible thing 
to do. Their minds fluctuated and wouldn't accept the bodies unless 
the exact mind of an already existing Pokemon was already used. And 
even then, it would develop faults. And she knew that. Always the 
faults, always the troubles. Time was just a concept and always the 
first thing to goa€|but not with her. Her own mind had been pained 
and hurt, but never delirious. Never deteriorating. She had a severe 



case of multiple personality disorder, but it had to have been in 
their plans. In _his _plans. It wasa€ | accounted for. 

There was no such thing as a mental signala€|not to that degree. 

There were future sights and psychic effects and hallucinations made 
reala€|but a psychic could not force such a sabotaging effect into 
the mind of another psychic just so that it could lay dormant. That 
was impossible. For something like that to happen there would have 
been effects on the body. 

Tears ran down her face as she continued to contemplate and 
rationalize that which had befallen her. The things that had been 
done and the things that had yet to come. A white flash appeared in 
the corner of her eyes, but she didn't pay it any heed. The things 
she saw and heard were unimportant; the things she now knew were 
important . 

The electric net of suppressing and manipulating energy stopped 
torturing her mind and faded away, leaving her lying on the floor 
with the implications of what she had learned. 

"Show yourself!" The clear voice of Math cut through the air, banning 
her own ragged breathing and sobbing from her thoughts. By all rights 
he should have walked up to her and picked her upa€ | to see what was 
going on. And perhaps that would trigger her true purpose, she didn't 
know . 

"_Your continued interference cannot be allowed to continue! The 
same terrifying voice yelled and she instinctively tucked her limbs 
in, trying to hide herself against the hateful world that had served 
as nothing but a continuing battlefield for her. 

"Fuck off, " The Spartan then snapped and she heard the sound of metal 
clashing with metal. "Lucy, get up!" 

She softly moaned, not wanting to listen to her human. She didn't 
want to fight anymore, she didn't want anything but lie down and 
forget. But she could not forgetaC i for most of her memories weren't 
her own anyway. 

'_**He has betrayed usa€ ' **_Mewtwo whispered. A'_**Once againaC i I am 
betrayed . A ' * *_ 

"You too." Math stated as more and more Pokemon gathered around them. 
She couldn't see whether they were like her or not. "We got 
trouble . " 

What trouble could possibly arise? What could possibly be worse than 
what had happened? 

'_**Look at all of you gathered there, freaks and slaves alike, '**_a 
female voice snared, sounding frighteningly familiar. She weakly 
raised her head and attempted to look at the scene that was 
escalating around them. She could see Fenrir and a Nidoqueen standing 
side-by-side, both of them growling at the armoured person whose head 
she could not see. Cinder was standing next to Phoenix, with Fluffy 
lurking over them as the three of them stared at someone or something 
with a mixture of fear, hatred and sorrow. She could see Havoc 
lowering her head in a gesture that was surprisingly close to 
defeataC i and she could see her trainer walking to the middle of the 



circle, stopping next to Mewtwo as he too stared at an unknown 
person . 

She raised her head even more and took in what everybody was looking 
at. The creature that she had thought to be a Forerunner alien was 
standing right next to a Gardevoir with deep yellow eyes, who was 
holding her arms spread out as if she was manipulating some unseen 
field. That alone wasn't so strange, considering what she was, but it 
was her partner that was calling her attention. The fall that Math 
and his foe had endured to get down to the ground-level a€"the fall 
that had crushed one of the metal pillars, destroying the field 
holding her and Mewtwo captive and ripping that specific detail from 
her mind- had somehow managed to break off the helmet that the 
armoured warrior had been wearing. 

And she could see his face now. And she despaired. The amount of 
revelations after each other, all of them coming without allowing her 
hurt brain the time it needed to process it all, was just too large. 
Mewtwo had been betrayed by her master, her life was a lie and now 
this Gardevoir and her mastera€ | her captive, her slave. Her tool, her 
weapona€ | her master. 

Math grabbed Mewtwo by his shoulder a€"as most of the PokAOmon's 
armour had crumbled off during the intense wave of energy- and pulled 
him back, throwing him near the rest of the Pokemon. They had now 
formed a rough half circle around him and the fallen form of the once 
formidable Psychic. Standing in front of them all were the Gardevoir 
and the human. 

" * *Matha€ i how is this possible?" **Cinder weakly asked. 

"**That is funny," **Phoenix added. 

"**What has Mewtwo done?"** Havoc asked. 

'_**It wasn't mea€ | I didn't know i t ! ' * *_ The defeated Psychic stated. 

'_**This couldn't possibly have been me; I recreated the cloning 
means from the humans. '**_ 

"And the humans got it from this guy, " The Spartan growled, referring 
to the disembodied voice that was behind all of this. "A war in 
Kanto, people forgetting and alien tech spread everywhere. Two AI ' s 
fighting for control." 

She looked at her master in surprise, suddenly understanding just why 
things were happening like they were. Her entire life a€"and the 
soldier's presence in this world- could all be explained by that 
sentence. Two creatures fighting for control. Laughter and Mewtwo ' s 
mastera€|but where did that leave these two? 

"And who is _that_ supposed to be?" Math then snared right back at 
the duo standing in front of him, facing them all by himself despite 
the sheer amount of creatures standing behind him a€"all of them 
having stopped their conflict to see what was going 
on . 

" * *Ehma€ | Math? " * * Fenrir asked, "**When did you last look into the 
mirror? " * * 


"**Don't you see it?" **Havoc asked with shock. 



"What is it?" 


"_Human DNA was always within our grasp. All we needed was an imprint 
of your minda€ | and your life's blood. The being referred to as Lucy 
granted me both."_ 

She remembered how Math had been hurt and pained by what she had 
thought to be his suit interfering with their mental messages, but 
now she understood. She hadn't been hurting him with her telepathy; 
she had been hurting him as he had been hurting her, by simply 
bonding to his mind. She had unconsciously been scanning his 
thoughts, feelings and emotions. And Mewtwo had taken it from her on 
top of that spirea€ | hence why the hurting had only continued for an 
hour at most. 

It had never been the armour. It had been the signal. And it had 
never been the signal, it had been her body. Her life was designed 
like that. 

"Is _that_ what I look like?" The human asked and then shook his 
head. "And you cloned me why?" 

"_Your judgment, however clouded and limited, is correct at one 
point. I cloned you, as your genetic make-up was enhanced. 

"Why? I thought I was reclaimer, or was that a lie?" 

"_You are too early. The reclamation is too soon; your presence 
endangers the other sites. All forms of extra-terrestrial humans will 
be sterilized until the time is there. 

'_**He wanted you gonea€ i '**_ Mewtwo elaborated, "_**you and your 
people are an obsession to him and he wants you all 
dead. ' **_ 

"**Sounds familiar?" **Cinder snarled at him. Mewtwo was still 
kneeling on all fours, sounding like his spirit was broken. 

And she could easily imagine how that must feel like. 

'_**But there are additional plans! '**_ The Gardevoir named 
Spartan-Lucy laughed with a sadistic tone to her voice. Whatever this 
alien being had done to her, it had torn the psychotic and 
sociopathic split-personality from her mind and brain and placed it 
in a separate body. A new body. A body that had been lying in wait, 
as Mewtwo had the procedure readya€ j and already tested. '_**So many 
monsters out therea€ | so many fears that prey on your suffering. And 
so many memories of death and chaosa€|all is a change to grow 
stronger. TheseaC | ForerunnersaC | they created all Pokemon and placed 
all humans who, in turna€ | created the cloned ones. And their one goal 
was aa€ | garbled experiment. A waya€ ! to cheat the 
gods 

Spartan-Lucy could not have acclimatized to her body that well in 
such a short span. She spoke with her mind as that was the only thing 
she had any control over and even that sounded forced and messed 
up . 

But she knew these things, as they were logical. But there was one 



message hidden in the rambling of the monster: she was going to hurt 
her friends. Her master. This world. She needed to be stopped. 


She managed to get to her feet, before her legs gave out underneath 
her and she nearly collapsed towards the ground again. But Fluffy 
reached out and supported her with his large head, allowing her to 
rest against his grey skull. 

"_The testing grounds will be contaminated; this world. Is 
contaminated. Purging is the final solut iona€ | and after this world is 
cleaned, I shall return to the other worlds . 

"Waita€ i " Math muttered and shifted his gaze to the Gardevoir with 
her merciless and excited eyes. "Spartan-Lucy? With a cloned body? 

You also took Lucy's DNA?" 

"_I did more than that . The Forerunner creation spoke. "_But the 
Pokemon are all irrelevant. By-products. Tools. Weapons. They too 
shall perish. 

i_**You promised a world where everyone could live without 
conf lict ! ' * *_ Mewtwo snapped at the voice. 

"_I promised change. Change is eternal and everlasting; change is 
what I bring. 

"Wait, the Forerunners created these creatures?" The only true human 
amongst them spoke, "Why?" 

"_That which you refer to as Laughter Under the Coexisting Years can 
tell you morea€ | she holds the answers and the key to your 
manipulation." _The disembodied voice thundered again before it faded 
away . 

"What are you talking about?" Math snapped and took a step forwards, 
but a blast of pure kinetic energy blasted him backwards and he 
crashed through the outline of their circle, landing on the ground 
several meters back. 

The Pokemon that were loyal to him all opened fire on Spartan-Lucy 
and Math's clone, but those attacks were easily deflected by an 
invisible shield that protected the pair. All that time, the armoured 
human's expression had not changed one bit. He might be a copy of 
Math, but it was the Math from before they had met him that she saw 
standing there. Without all the change in his character. 

And that was a frightening concept. 

~0~ * *ETA 0:2:49** 

He received the blow before he really understood anything of what was 
going on and his body got blasted through the air, his shields barely 
flaring in response. It wasn't a solid object or projectile that had 
connected with him; it had been some invisible push, pushing him back 
like a Brute would push a Grunt back. 

But he touched the ground with only his shoulders and arms, as he 
immediately placed one hand on the ground and transferred the 
momentum of the blow through his shoulders into the other hand, which 
then dented the steel ground. 



It allowed him to get to his feet without granting his foe the 
opening it would probably want to take, but there were no 
retaliations. His team had attacked the two cloned hostiles, but only 
succeeded in battering an invisible forcefield. 

He still couldn't believe the things he was seeing and hearing. His 
primary enemy had just revealed more than his so-called ally ever had 
donea€ | and he had done it with two sentences. The Forerunners had 
created the Pokemon as a by-product of some experiment? And now 
Spartan-Lucy wanted to harness that power fora€ | something . It 
probably had something to do with the cleansing that the obviously 
male AI had been rambling on about. And the field that had activated 
briefly before he had dive-bombed into it had somehow split Lucy's 
split personality into a whole new body. So this facility had also 
access to her DNA? Had Mewtwo obtained it when he had kidnapped her 
from her family, or did he have it preemptively? 

The concept of everyone abusing each other just because his ship had 
slipped into some ancient star-road by means of a one-in-a-billion 
mistake was sickening. And after he had dispatched of these two, he 
would have a serious talk with the AI that had called itself his 
ally . 

'_**Don't think that you have won, '**_ the murderous psychopath 
sneered at him in his mind. Her voice had a tone that Lucy did not 
have. It was a luring, possessive tone that indicated a dominating 
personality. It was a wonder that his partner had managed to stave 
her off for so long without succumbing. those ships happen to 

be disabled, I will think of another way to destroy your friends. You 
are still trapped on this world, under my mercy. '**_ 

She widened her fingers and her sadistic smile grew a€"and he 
realized what she was doing. He tried to intercept the creature, but 
it had already managed to tap into the psychic powers by using its 
new body and a black field surrounded her and her new partner. A 
split-second before they disappeared he spotted that which was 
supposed to be his own clone, extending a hand to him as if asking 
him for help. 

And then they disappeared in a flash, leaving him alone with the 
cloned and original Pokemon. 

He frowned and looked down, noticing that he too had extended an arm, 
as if he had wanted to grab his counterpart's hand. 

Mewtwo had been an unwitting pawn, his AI partner had manipulated him 
and now the most unstable and violent consciousness he knew of had a 
body of her own, limited only by her imagination. And she was 
assisted by a Spartan that might not even want to assist 
her . 

"**Math?"** Cinder quietly asked him, but he ignored her. He felt his 
arm slowly lower itself until it hung by his side and then he 
clenched his fists, feeling genuine anger for the first time since he 
had arrived at this world. It was just like a scheme set up by ONI, 
what with the manipulating and betraying everywhere he went. 

He took a deep breathaC | and smashed his fist into the nearest 
console, putting a large hole in it from which sparks and pieces of 



glass exploded outwards. 


He had traded one enemy for anotheraC | one that he had no idea how to 
fight. It was time for answers. 

"_I am so sorry. Reclaimer, An annoyingly familiar voice spoke up 
behind him and he was aware of the fact that with the hostile 
presence in this building gone, it was open to a new hostile 
presence. Why, he had inserted her chip himself. How else had she 
been able to send him messages? 

He clenched his teeth, feeling so very stupid. And with the countdown 
timer stopped even before it had gotten to zero, there would be no 
telling what was going to happen once the UNSC arrived there. 

"What happens to the ships now?" He asked her and marched over to 
Lucy, who was sitting on the floor with a depressed appearance that 
was unmatched by any previous depression he had spotted with 
her . 

"_I think you had better leave this building and go outside now. Your 
allies won't be destroyed," _The traitorous AI softly spoke, almost 
sounding apologizing. 

He ignored her remark and knelt next to his partner, noticing that 
she did not look very good. He had no idea what had happened to her 
that her other personality had been ripped from her body, but it 
could not have been very healthy. 

'_**I never foresaw this, '**__ Mewtwo spoke to nobody in particular. 

' _* *Not when I created her. ' **_ 

Yeah, nobody had foreseen that a fragmented personality could develop 
into a murderous bitch and gain a new body. That was useful. 

"**I don't really think you are to blame,"** Cinder told 
him. 

"**Alien S are bad,"** Phoenix took the time to formulate what was 
probably the wisest remark as of yet. 

He wasn't even mad at Mewtwo. The pitiful creature had been 
manipulated just like he had beena€ i there was no good or evil. ONI 
had created him and the twelve other Spartans just to prove that. He 
couldn't be mad that Mewtwo had done what he had deemed necessary, as 
he had done so in the past too. 

Only without the whole ' create-your-own-race ' thing. That was a bit 
unexpected . 

"Are you alright?" He asked his first friend. When she didn't answer, 
he looked around him once and decided that enough was enough. 

"Get out of here. Now. We are leaving." 

Both his own team as the cloned one obeyed him without complaining 
even once and while they all evacuated the building, he reached out 
and grabbed Lucy when she didn't respond. 

The fragile form in his arms didn't react to him at all, but while he 



carried her outside, accompanied by Phoenix and Cinder, he heard a 
soft voice whispering in the back of his mind. 

And he refrained from replying to her, like she asked him. And he 
listened while Lucy told him what had been done to her and what she 
really was. He listened all the way to the large set of doors that 
had appeared when the "good" AI had told them to get out. 

He set Lucy down near a group of rocks, where Phoenix and Cinder kept 
her company. Fenrir and his Nidoqueen had separated themselves from 
the rest of the group, standing a good half dozen meters away from 
him and his own gang. The door had exited near a beach, where the two 
Water-type Pokemon could finally rest on their own accord. 

It was still dark out there, but the sky was illuminated by the 
presence of at least eight Forerunner pyramid-shaped ships floating 
in the sky in a rough octagon. It was as if they were waiting for 
something, but the AI had promised that his allies would not 
die . 

And his promise was truly everything he had. He didn't have anything 
else anymore. 

There were many things he needed to think about, starting from the 
moment he had arrived on this world. His ship had been pulled into an 
alien star-road, causing it to avoid destruction but also to slip 
into a physics-defying journey towards a planet that served as a 
testing-ground for ancient alien Artificial Intelligences. 

A nearby rock came up from the ground and disintegrated, its 
free-floating particles reforming themselves into a metal 
cylinder . 

He recognized it, but chose to ignore it for then. And even when a 
hologram appeared from its top, he didn't show any signs of 
recognition . 

"_You are mad?" _The AI asked him. 

"What is going to happen?" He asked right back. 

"_This world is a testing ground for a project of great importance. 

It was to be maintained by two constructs, but over the years our 
methods diverged and changed. I thought it was time for humanity to 
find our project on this and other worlds. He disagreed. We had a 
falling out . 

"The war?" 

"_A falling out. From the moment he granted the humans here the 
ability to clone Pokemon, I knew that I had to do something. Your 
arrival was predicted, remember? If he had the means to destroy you, 

I needed the means to protect you . 

He realized something weird. And then he chastised himself silently 
for not noticing it before. "Your namea€ | " 

"_Laughter Under the Coexisting Years . 


"Yes. That. L.U.C.Y." 



"_That is correct. Psychic creatures on this world are a fluke. 
Normally, psychic powers are ruled by concentration and willpower. 
These creatures however, are not limited by the laws of nature. I 
could not foresee youra€ | inherit traitsa€|so I needed a way to 
protect you from what would be a one-sided battle. 

"I remembered that namea€ | but there are no Spartans with the name 
Lucy . " 

"_From the moment you arrived at this testing ground, I decided to 
push you towards your new destiny. Your armour was compatible with my 
softwarea€ | but my guess is that there was a backslash. My presence in 
your Combat-Skin could not remain unnot iceda€ | and as such, your sub 
consciousness became aware of my presence. 

He didn't really care anymore about whether the AI lied or spoke the 
truth. He just wanted his team to be alright and his allies to be in 
one piece. Whether they were with Section Seven or no, they were UNSC 
personnel . 

He looked down from the sky where the eight ships had gathered and 
noticed that Mewtwo was standing next to him, also staring up at the 
sky. Not too close of course; the Psychic was wise to keep a meter or 
two of distance. 

"Where did you get the DNA?" He asked the feline-resembling 
creature . 

'_**There used to be a small family of her species residing near the 
border of a different country. I gathered the DNA there, but added 
the genetic material that the Old Machine gave me . ' * 

"And you created her to get to me?" 

'_**I originally created her to serve as my lanceaC | and to function 
as my morality should I have forgotten it. When the being that 
functioned as my master told me that me that a human would arrive, 
wielding the capability to destroy the world of Pokemon, I decided to 
send her to sabotage you.'**__ 

"And then you hurt the creature that would serve as your moral 
compass ? " 

'_**Yesa€ | but with a back-up plan. I had always planned on her 
survival, hoping that her suffering would get her to see things like 
me. But I never accounted for the instability of Psychic 
Pokemon . ' 

Lucy was a cloned Pokemon. Mewtwo had created her and then placed 
her, instead of taking her from her family. She had first came to 
that conclusion when she had been split from her evil personality, 
when the hostile AI had activated that strange energy-field. She had 
noticed that her memories were corrupted and false. Then, she had 
figured out that something like a normal mental signal was impossible 
to place in a living brain. She had her faults built into her body, 
making her a living weapon. And then, when she had seen that her 
Split-personality had been torn from her and placed into a new body, 
she had figured out that she had been cloned once before in order to 
make it work. The Forerunners weren't gods and for all their 



abilities, they were still incapable of inducing psychic abilities in 
cloned creaturesaC | but why? Why could the Forerunners induce such 
strange abilities but not psychic ones? And why could they do so with 
human beings? Sabrina had been psychic and a€"according to his own 
theories- so had his clone been. 

Someone had murdered his first Rocket captive and someone had 
brainwashed Surge. 

Why could the Forerunners make humans psychic and not Pokemon? What 
were the Pokemon and why did they exist? 

"_Not long now, " _The AI said, at the very least having the 
well-willingness to stay with them to the point where it could become 
obvious whether she was to be trusted or not. It showed that she was 
not maleficent. "_Threea€ | twoa€ | one . 

And then a purpleaC i diskaC i appeared in the air, not unlike an 
in-atmosphere jump courtesy of the Covenant. But instead of the 
sleek, bulbous warships of the alien soldiers he saw the trusted and 
familiar grey shapes of UNSC ships. Only they weren't made according 
to the design he knew; these ships were larger, sleeker and had 
strange appendages that were seamlessly integrated in their design. 
The one reason that he had recognized their different attachments was 
because of his familiarity with normal ships. 

The lead ship was at least one kilometer long. 

"_I have guided you here for one purpose and one purpose only; the 
purpose you claim to be serving with your life. It is why you are 
worthy. I want nothing less than the survival of mankind. To do 
thisa€ | 

The eight orbiting ships flared to live and moved to intercept the 
UNSC ships. They were close, very close and they only had to move a 
few dozen meters to get close to the crafts. Before they could react, 
every pyramid-shapes ship had selected one UNSC ship to attach itself 
to . 


"a€|_our specialized Inter-dimensional fighters have been 
reprogrammed- 

The central dorsal points of the Forerunner ships radiated an 
intense, blue light and soon, the light consumed the ship as well as 
the UNSC craft it was attached to. He felt a sting of panic when ho 
recognized it as a Slipspace activity. 

"_-with new star-coordinates, enabling their dimensional-bombing 
effects to translocate their target instead of destroying it. 

Humanity needs to find the other testing sites, as this is the last 
remaining project we are aware of that can possibly prove useful 
against the Flood. 

The glare had grown too intense that stare at and he instinctively 
averted his gaze while his visor polarized. "What are you doing?" He 
demanded . 

"_There are other sites where the project is tested. These test-sites 
shall be the first steps for mankind to ascend to their Reclaimer 
status . " 



Had she forced the UNSC reinforcements capable of saving them to 
other planets? Were those inhabited by Pokemon too? 


"_And while I do not personally oversee those sites, I can guarantee 
that they will find useful results there. 

"Are you insane!" He snapped at her and clenched his fists. "Where 
did you send them? What testing grounds?" 

Lucy immediately got to her feet when she heard him scream, as did 
the rest of his team. 

"**What happened?"** Cinder asked. 

"**Did she call you ugly? Did she did she did she?" **Phoenix 
yelled . 

Lucy did not talk, since she was still too shocked and depressed to 
do so. But she got to her feet for him just like her friends had done 
before. And it gave him relief. 

"_You misunderstand, reclaimer. If your allies were to be 
concentrated on one site, the benefits would be inferior to the 
benefits of being scattered across different sites. "_ 

Not good enough. "What if they run into trouble?" 

"_Each vessel was transported to a location we know to be a test-site 
for the project. They should not run into major trouble a€"at least 
none that they will be unable to conquer. Mankind has been surviving 
indefinite odds for years now. You were meant to inherit this, 
human . 

"Are there Pokemon on those sites too?" 

"_No . The Pokemon were an unwanted side-effect of the project. The 
other sitesaC | are an unknown factor. "_ 

He turned back to the place where the UNSC had briefly existed before 
being sent on a detour again. Only a lonely frigate remained, 
although it seemed to be untouched. If it were to deploy, he could 
contact his people and let the scientists figure this one out. But he 
had one thing to do before it came to that. 

"Laughter, I need the truth. The full truth. Gather your Intel and 
meet me here in five minutes. Lucy? Listen to me and listen 
well." 

Fenrir and Havoc might not be there with him at the moment, but that 
might make what he was about to do easier. "I don't care for cloned 
or not, " He began and immediately attracted the attention of both 
Lucy and Mewtwo . He needed this out of the way right now; he couldn't 
have Lucy fretting over whether she was a normal Pokemon or not. He 
needed her at the optimal capacity and a€"if he was honest with 
himself- he thought it rather important to let his team know that he 
supported them whatever the scenario might be. He wasn't a normal 
human himself; he was probably the farthest thing from a normal human 
safe for the Covenant. "I don't care if any of you are cloned, or 
born, or created. What matters is _who _you are. It's not about the 



question of 'am I real' but about the question of ' am I a person'. 

And so far, the six of you have been the only individuals capable 
enough for surviving and winning despite the entire world having 
turned against you. In my opinion, you six are more real than the 
humans out there." 

While his team integrity disintegrated in sentimental banter and 
' thanks-you ' s ' , he spotted Lucy glaring at him with a strange 
expression in her eyes. Cinder started a conversation with her former 
nemesis, as did Phoenix and Havoc. While they did so, Mewtwo just 
continued to stare at him with a strange expression of his 
own . 

'_**Do you truly think so master? '**_ Lucy then hesitantly asked him, 
sounding shy and hurt . 

"I do." He replied. "I am a Spartan. I fight to protect the lives of 
all humansaC | whatever the cost and whatever I may be." 

'_**But you are a human yourself, you were born as 
one 

"Correct.," He replied and knelt down next to her, dropping his voice 
to a whisper. "And you are more human than I am, even though you are 
a clone. I exist to kill -you exist to protect." 

Mewtwo was staring at the now empty warehouse, his long prehensile 
tail slowly moving back and forth behind him. 

'_**Thank you master... for saying that. I apologize for forgetting 
what we have learned. '**_ 

He smiled faintly, aware of the fact that it was the first time he 
had smiled in a long time. "And what have we learned?" 

'_**That there is always something to learn. '**_ 

"Ain't that the truth." 

The hologram of Laughter reappeared on her console, the colour of her 
helmet having shifted from black to white. "_I am ready. What is it 
that you want to do?"_ 

"Hunt down and take out the two Spartans. But first, I want the 
truth, " 

"_What part of it?"_ 

"All of it." 

~ 0 ~ 


"_As I continue to work with the Secret-Spartans , I find myself 
agreeing and disagreeing with more and more of my previous statements 
and papers. These Spartans are in no way classified under a single 
file. Some of them are like children at one moment, while becoming a 
wary old man the next. They continue to fluctuate and baffle me with 
their irregular and inhuman responses and way of thinking. It serves 
to remind me in what desperate times these soldiers were created, 
even though we experience a time of relative peace at the moment. I 



now understand that there is truly no way that these Spartans will 
ever integrate in any society. Sociopathic tendencies, psychotic 
tendencies and a blatant disregard for everyone around them are but a 
few of the traits that prevent them from being normal humans. 
Two-Sierra zero-one-one set the right example by disappearing all 
those months ago. And while I hope he found peace in his last 
moments, I cannot help but wish that all thesea€ | Secret-Spartans 
perish in a fight. Only God might help us if one of them learns to 
think for themselves . 

_Logbook entry Jennifer Sunfield, Senior MHS a€"April 
2 553_ 

_~ 0 ~_ 


37. The Last Ride Initium 

_Back with another chapter people! The UNSC is here and they think it 
has been months. As such, they think that Math is probably an 

unreliable narrator. The question is : Just how unreliable is he 

now? _ 

_** Jcraft596 : ** Wow, I don't know what to say. I am glad that I was 

able to influence a reader like that, thank you!_ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: **_ .It is always the dragon-ones, right?_ 

_I think that I stated in an Author's Note, likea€ | thirty chapters 
backa€ | that I like to plan out everything from the start. I am glad 
that I managed to tie all those knots togethera€ | only there is one, 
big knot still missing. _ 

_We ' re lucky that the Pokemon here have a guardian, right? Good times 
will be a very good thing indeed, if only it were that simple. Fate 
has a morbid fascination with the Secret-Spartan project, I shall 
say . _ 

_Despite the awkward implications, I couldn't help but envision a 
Gardevoir in a fetish outfit. It was mordidly fascinating. I will 
need to stay alive long enough to finish this it seems. Shouldn't be 
harda€ | hey ! A mountainbike ! 

(Masterdude2 lWillNotBeHeldAccountableForStupidThings ) _ 

_Also, Spartan-Lucy kill-desire: 1_ 

_**Kain Everguard: ** a€| so basically, very cute : 3_ 

_**The Blue Tigrex: ** Aww, thanks! I like shocking people. 

Positively. Also, Spartan-Lucy kill-desire: 2_ 

_* *Dracologistmaster : ** Thanks !_ 

_* *Spartan-2 62 : ** Once again, I too am left speechless. I have to 
admit that this chapter was a real mind-boggler even for me, but the 
end result having touched so many people can only be described as a 
new mile-stone in this fanfiction, but also for me as a person. 


1: I aim to surprise! 2: Spoilers :D. 



_3 : a€ ! I think so too. 4: perhaps both?_ 

_5 : Rocket's experiments were, almost all of them anyways, aimed at 
catching Mewtwo . Going after Ghost-types in the Tower, making the 
Master Ball, Operative Sa€ | .and Phoenix. 6: I put that in Italics to 
give my readers the idea that something was wrong with Lucy, that she 
was different from the rest._ 

_Well, I hope your brain is ready fora€ | The Last Ride pt . 

l._ 

_**Water Guardian 26: ** a subtle foreshadowing of the end, that is 

what happened :)_ 

_**Solar Jarl the Cannon King 44K: ** Glad to see you still with us! 
Lucy realizing the truth can be attributed to the revelations brought 
upon by the separation of her split-personality and with that, 
revealing her false memories. Buta€|well, it is stated that psychics 
have always been an enigma. Anyways, you got the right ideas. Just 
not gonna say which ones. _ 

_I have posted the start of part two of the Scattered Series, 
directly following the events of Chapter 36. Perhaps you can lose 
yourself in a new book all over again?_ 

_**Deathmask83 : ** Thanks for placing it in English, really helped 
me since I don't speaka€ i Spanish, I thought? Anyways, I am glad to 
see you liked it :D_ 

~ 0 ~ 

"_As of April the 3th, 2553, Secret-Spartan-0 1 1 is both the first of 
his unit to have ever found a small moment of peace, as the first to 
have successfully reflected on his past life, before 
ONI . 

Masterdude2 1 ' s trivia-moment s pt . 1 
~0~ 

_Lucy AKA Gardevoir lvl 51 - significant moves: teleport, confusion, 
magical leaf and reflect. Light screen. Psychic. Future 
sight ._ 

Fenrir AKA Nidoking, lvl 49 significant moves: double kick and horn 
attack. Poison jab. Earth power. 

Cinder AKA Ninetales, lvl 49- significant moves: 'Fires spin, confuse 
ray, quick attack and will-o-wisp. Flamethrower. 

Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl, lvl 40 a€" significant moves: bite, wing 
attack, supersonic, ancientpower . 

Phoenix AKA Jolteon, lvl 33- significant moves: tackle, sand attack, 
thunder shock. 

Havoc AKA Gyarados 30 a€" significant moves: tackle, water pulse, 
bite, dragon rage 



0 


The night was long. Even though it was an otherworldly, alien sky, it 
was bound to be dark for a long while. He had spent several nights on 
this planet, all of which had resembled an ordinary night on past 
missions. He could see so many stars in the skya€ | some were more 
bright than others but all had a healthy glow, making realize that 
each and every one of them was a potential place where the UNSC ships 
could have been send. 

"_Your allies are here now, " _Cinder told him, "_What are you going 
to do?"_ 

"Talk to them, " He explained as he watched three pelican dropships 
leave the lone Frigate that had been nleft untargeted for some 
reason. "Find out what is going on." 

The Forerunner AI had told him the truth about the world he had found 
himself in a week ago. She had spent at least ten minutes explaining 
something that could have been explained in onea€ | things about the 
war with the Flood, things about their desperation and creation of 
their AI ' s to oversee the project. 

Oh their project. The sheer potential of what those aliens had 
attempted to do was still beyond his understanding. 

"_And then?"_ 

"Then we'll see." Laughter had proven to be reasonably trustworthy 
after all; the UNSC really HAD been coming for him and they really 
had improved in their shipbuilding. He could see that the designs for 
the Dropships were completely different from those he had known in 
the past . 

'_Strange thing to think about, the past, ' _He thought. It felt so 
wrong to see his own world, one that he had left only a week ago, as 
part of history. It had really, physically been a week for his body 
and mind. But for the world around him, it had been months. His world 
had moved ona€ mankind had managed to win the war. Without him. 

They had moved on without him. 

"_Will they like us?" _Phoenix carefully asked him. 

"Probably not." 

"_Aawwwa€ | "_ 

"_CouldnA't you at least soften the blow for her a bit?" _Lucy 
berated him, having recovered quite swiftly from the mental blow she 
had received. 

"Probably . " 

He heard both Cinder and Lucy sigh and began moving to the point 
where the Pelican Dropships would be the most likely to spot him. 
"Cinder, fall in." 

He had no idea on where to start with those people; what he was going 
to tell the scared and confused soldiers aboard those ships. But he 



did know that he had to talk to them first; explain to them just what 
the hell was going on before the undisciplined marines started 
shooting at everything they saw. 

He couldn't have that. 

"_What do you need?"_ The Ninetales asked him. 

"A signal-fire. A big one." 

"_A1 right, why? And where ?"_ 

"Those soldiers coming here need a place to go; a place to rendezvous 
where someone can inform them. We'll provide that place." 

"_Master?" _Lucy asked him and joined them, Phoenix and Fluffy 
scurrying after her. "_You told us that your people might harm us for 
their own benefit. Why are we helping them?"_ 

"Because, " He replied, not stopping to let his team keep up, "the war 
is over. There is no desperation nowa€ | no need to dissect and learn. 
This will be diplomatic." 

"_And if not?". Cinder asked him, _"If they still wish to bring harm 

to us, what will happen?"_ 

"If they want to learn more, I will let them." 

"_And if they wish to harm our group; our team?"_ Cinder then 
replied, "_Will you stop them?"_ 

"It won't come to that." 

"_Is that a promise?"_ Phoenix asked. 

"It is." 

They were silent for a while, allowing him to make his way to the 
barest, tallest piece of rock he could find. The Frigate had taken a 
position above the ocean, waiting while the dropships moved towards 
the closest piece of land and civilization available. 

Which would be their island. Nevertheless, he needed their attention. 
He needed to make sure. 

"_Well, he DID save me when I was drowningaC | " _Phoenix 
stated . 

"_And me when I was about to be torn apart by GrowlithesaC | and when 
this guy was going to shoot mea€ | probably some other times 
too . 

Lucy sighed. "_I have forgotten how many times he has saved my body, " 
_She stated. It was still a bit uncanny to hear her talk about 
herself and her body like they were two different things, but at the 
very least he could understand it. But her evil personality having 
been turned into a real, living body with real, existing abilities 
was not something he could understand. 

Quite frankly, there was almost nothing about the situation that he 



was able to understand. Lucy had been cloned before she had met up 
with him, serving as a decoy to harm him. Then, she had developed the 
bodily and mental faults into a complete split-personality, which had 
haunted and hurt her throughout the brief time she had had as a 
Gardevoir. Then, the Forerunner AI had attempted a€"no, succeeded in 
transplanting that psychotic part of her mind into a new body. Then, 
Mewtwo a€"a cloned psychic himself- had been revealed to have cloned 
_him_ as well, cladding him in Forerunner armour. 

But what for? Humans were supposed to be the inheritors of the 
Forerunner technology, marking them as Reclaimers. 

"Cinder, start a fire," He told the nine-tailed vixen. Throughout his 
time on this planet, he had somehow managed to befriend the local 
wildlife while alienating the local humans a€"as per Spartan-ways. 
Except that the local wildlife were really all intelligent creatures 
with the mind of a human stuck in the body of an artificially created 
animal, having been called into life as by-products of the 
Forerunner's last-ditched project to guard mankind against the 
Flood . 

Except that they really _weren't _artificial, as they were capable of 
reproducinga€ | .like Fenrir was desperate to show at the 
moment . 

s _Where?"_ The vixen asked. 

"Anywhere, " He replied. Watching while the Ninetales started to put 
up some heavy fire in the air, he noticed the Dropships slightly 
changing their direction and moving towards him. 

At the same time as they had noticed him, his speakers burst into a 
fit of static activity. Someone was hailing him. 

"_This is Lieutenant Delaware of the United Nations Space Command, " 
_The voice spoke, "_Broadcast ing to any and all UNSC personnel in the 
vicinity. Repeat, this is Lieutenant Delaware of the UNSC on an open 
broadcast, to any and all UNSC personnel in the vicinity. Do you 
copy ? 

He opened up a secure channel with the origin of the call and 
replied. "This is Two-Sierra zero-one-one of the UNSC _Platernus_, 
reading you loud and clear." 

"_Copy that zero-one-one, we are descending to your location now. 
What's your status?"_ 

"Gray, sir. We got a possible Omega-level threat." 

"_Come again Spartan? What threat ?"_ 

He sighed, realizing that the 'Omega' threat level was a 
Secret-Spartan code-word. It usually meant hostile alien activity, 
but marines didn't get that. And apparently, neither did officers. 
"Sir, " He started over, addressing the Lieutenant as if he were his 
superior, "We got live Forerunner activity here. Two AI ' s . I need a 
diplomatic party down here ASAP." 

"_Ehm, Spartan? I know of the Augmentation procedure for your unit. 
Everyone on this ship got hand-picked by ONI for clearance. It's been 



months of isolat iona€ | I need you to calm down and stand by for 
immediate medical attention. 

"Negative sir, " He replied, feeling agitated that this man suddenly 
adopted such a childish tone. "I'll explain when you get down 
here . " 

It was silent on the other end of the line for roughly half a minute, 
during which the officer was obviously discussing what to do with 
someone else. Then, finally: "_Roget that. Prepare for touch 
down . "_ 

It was about damn time too. The dropships had grown in size 
considerably during the conversation, to the point that it was close 
enough to land. 

"_Two-Sierra, you got some indigenous life-forms besides you. Suggest 
you uh, clear them out. How copy?"_ 

"Negative, " He replied. Then he flicked the secured channel off again 
and turned to his Pokemon. "Get clear." 

The four creatures didn't need to be ordered a second time and 
quickly moved away from the large platform where the two Pelican 
Dropships were going to touch down. He stayed his ground as two of 
the pelicans landed right next to him, while the third one moved to 
the beach. 

He deliberately chose to remain unarmed while awaiting the UNSC 
response a€"and with unarmed, he meant not immediately capable of 
pulling a trigger. He had lost both of his weapons during the fight 
alright, but he had stuck a side-arm in the hip-holster on his right 
and left side, only to be used in desperate situations. 

Marines attacking his team was a desperate situation. 

The hatches of the two closest birds opened and seven marines 
thundered down the platforms, clad in different body-armour than he 
had remembered. Usually, any and all military personnel assigned to 
his unit used to wear black fatigues with special heat-resistant 
armoured plating for additional protection. These soldiers were 
wearing armoured plating alright, but nothing like he had seen 
before. The BDU seemed more refined; sleek and subtle, less bulky 
than usual . 

They also seemed to be better protected than usual. They all waved 
their own rifles around; some of them wearing Battle Rifles and 
others holding shotguns. One of them was wearing an ODST helmet and 
held twin magnum-sidearms in his hands. The silver bar on his 
fatigues identified him as a First Lieutenant and he snapped to 
attention, feeling glad but also oddly frustrated with the presence 
of UNSC officers after an apparent intermediate time of a few 
months . 

"Sir!" He snapped, saluting the man. He took notice of at least 
twelve of the fourteen marines bringing his rifles to bear on him, 
aiming down their sights as if he was their primary target. 


He didn't see how his team responded to this unusual display of 
violence, but he hoped that they did the smart thing and stayed 



out . 


"Two-Sierra zero-one-one?" The XO asked him, "Is that you?" 

"Looking for another Spartan?" He asked the officer, suddenly feeling 
a surge of adrenaline spreading itself through his system. He didn't 
yet understand why, but he felt increasing aggression against these 
people. _His_ people. 

"Eleven, look, " The Lieutenant started. Three pelicans worth of 
personnel wasn't very much; the majority had to be still aboard the 
Frigate a€"the frigate that looked more like a destroyer, if he was 
feeling honest. "Like I said, this is a delicate time. You have been 
out for a long time; you're lucky to be still capable of 
talking . " 

He raised his eyebrow, unaware of the proper procedure for telling an 
officer to 'shove it up his colon'. Why hadn't them an expected him 
to be capable of talking? He was bad with people alright, but a few 
months of the worst-case scenario a€"surviving in the wilderness- 
wouldn't reduce a Spartan to a feral animal. He had problems with 
aggression alright, but that just something that was his personal 
problem. Everytime he was away on a mission for longer than seven 
days, he felt increasingly frequent desires to kill, maim and murder. 
It was a fault in his personality, but it wasn't anything that 
couldn't be remedied by thinking or calming medicines that the UNSC 
would give him after such missions. 

ONI was aware of his aggression problem and they tried to help him 
the best they could. So why did these people think of him in such a 
strange way? 

"Sir, with respect. There is nothing wrong with me and we seriously 
need to talk . " 

"Spartan, I can honestly say that a€" Jenkins ! Get those animals out 
of here now!" The Lieutenant suddenly snapped and pointed at the lone 
group of Pokemon, still waiting for him at the edge of the barren 
rock platform. 

One soldier stepped forwards, his rifle at the ready to fire off a 
warning shot, but he acted sooner. He stepped forwards and grabbed 
the marine's rifle, tearing it out of his grip while simultaneously 
ripping out the magazine. 

The marine cried out in surprise and jumped backwards a€"moving like 
he was suspended in jelly, or very thick saliva as his movements were 
slow and predictable. 

Without realizing it, he had slipped in the combat-mode that spelt 
the time-dilation he was so prone to. He then heard the clicks of a 
dozen rifles being primed and he spun around, reaching for his 
sidearms. "These creatures are of great importance and should be 
treated as VIP's, sir!" 

"Oh for crying outa€| listen up eleven!" The Lieutenant snapped. "You 
will stand down, or we will take you with violence. You have been 
without counter-agents for months; no Secret-Spartan is capable of 
withstanding that! Your mind is messed up and you need to face 
reality ! " 



"Sir, you need to listen. There is Forerunner technology involved, it 
was never months for me!" He barked at the man, having aimed his 
right arm at the Lieutenant's forehead and his left arm at the 
closest marine that had the second-highest rank. "There is a rogue AI 
on the loose and I have important Intel on the situation!" 

The Lieutenant was about to reply, when he jerked around with his own 
rifle snapped up a€"aiming at nobody in particular. "Who's there!" He 
yelled . 

"Ehma€|sir?" The now-disarmed Jenkins asked him," Nobody?" 

"That's bull, I heard her! Who's there!" The officer ignored the 
signs of his own marines, all of whom were now staring at the man 
like he had gone mad. 

He turned around for a second, risking the moment of 
concentration-loss to take a look at Lucy. The psychic hadn't moved 
in any way, but a faint green aura was currently encircling her and 
her face looked different. Her eyes were narrowed and her mouth was a 
straight line, signaling that she was not happy. 

She was probably responsible for the XO ' s apparent 
illusions . 

"Marines, listen up!" He yelled at the directionless soldiers, fully 
understanding that the 2553-era ONI had way more knowledge of the 
Forerunners than the 2552 one had, "There are no animals on this 
planet. These creatures were created by the Forerunners and have 
human-level intelligence. They are to be protected at all costs." 

"I think this guy has lost it!" One of the marines yelled and stepped 
back, as did two others. 

"This place got to the Spartan and the El Tee alike!" Another one 
stated and lowered his rifle. "I say we bag 'em and get the hell out 
of here ! " 

These were the men and women that had been chosen by ONI? 
Disappointing . 

Lucy moved closer and one of the soldiers, a female one, turned to 
look at her. 

"What thea€|?" She muttered and actually lowered her rifle too. The 
golden bar on her chest identified her as a Second Lieutenant, but 
her actions showed that she had the mental capacity for more than 
that. She actually put her rifle away and moved closer to the 
Gardevoir. "Lower your weapons, soldiers." 

"Ma'am, not you too!" One of the marines complained, but she 
immediately snapped back at him. "You will get your shit in order 
Mac ! Do it ! " 

The man sighed and lowered his rifle, soon to be followed by the rest 
of the marines. As soon as the overall threat-level had lowered, the 
hallucinating Lieutenant calmed down and sat down on the ground, 
courtesy of the mental manipulation that Lucy was playing on him. 



Or at least he thought it was her. 


"I don't know what the hell is going on here, but I saw too much 
things to start panicking just because I heard the voice of one chick 
on my head, " The female a€"a Sergeant, by the looks of it- then told 
the group, "We all survived the crazy shit of these Forerunner 
aliens; their halos, their machines and all those other things. Hell, 
we even survived the Flood, didn't we?" 

A few marines softly agreed with her. 

"I said 'Didn't we?'" She then yelled at them, earning a chorus of 
"Yes ma ' am ' s " 

Then she turned to face him. "I think you had better start 
talking . " 

Why was she being so hostile to him? Had he done something to these 
people that they feared him like that? He had only been biologically 
gone for a week or so, what did they expect to find? 

"Follow me, " He ordered her and turned around, his mind set on 
reaching a safe place on Cinnebar Island where he could talk to the 
marines without anyone interrupting them. 

And he didn't miss the three marines quickly aiming at him when he 
moved. Those men were supposed to be working for ONI; so they would 
have ice-water for nerves and a thoroughly trained heart. Why were 
they treating him like he was a feral Brute Chieftain 
then? 

~ 0 ~ 


"_**Cinder, I need you to keep a close eye on Fluffy while me move 
with our trainer. We can't have him attacking these people a€"it 
would be a bloodbath, "* *_Lucy told her. It was funny that she would 
worry about a bloodbath so openly, as the Gardevoir had just managed 
to avert what would most likely have turned into one. 

"_**D 0 n't worry girl, I got this** , " _She told the Psychic**. 

" * * * * You keep the humans from eating each other and I will keep the 

flyer from eating them too."**_ 

Lucy nodded, looking grateful. "_**Thanks. These people fear Math 

like I have never seen before. They came**. _**here expecting a fight, 

which was narrowly averted. I don't trust them, if I may be so 
blunt. "**__ 

"_**Sure, be as blunt as want to be as long as you keep them easy 

like good little humans**. " _She said. **"**__* *Might I ask just why 

targeted the female?"**_ 

Lucy shrugged, moving with them in a tight formation behind the human 
group. "_**She had an air of command anda€|well, she was a female. I 
knew she would have the most common sense. "**_ 

Behind them, she could hear Phoenix chastising Fluffy for attempting 
to eat a rock. "_**You don't say? And what did you do to that mean 
Human then?"** 



"_**Th e misunderstanding leader** , Lucy explained, **''**_* *Became 

frightened when I contacted him. So I created a few mirages of female 
humans in a misjudged attempt to calm him down. After that, 

Ia€ [mentally calmed him down . " * *_ 

"_* * I s that as perverse as I think it is?"**_ 

"_* *No ! " * *_ Lucy replied with shock, **"**_** 0 f course not! I just 
forced his physical being to relax that is all!"**_ 

"_* *Alright , " * *_ She laughed at the Gardevoir and moved closer to the 
group of humans. They smelled weird; not at all like Math smelled. 
They smelled cleaner, more natural. Whatever that was supposed to 
mean, was still beyond her. A few of the men looked rather young and 
held her interest in a minor way. There was only one female with them 
and that was the one who had been contacted by Lucy. 

"The AI told me that the Platernus had slipped into something called 
a 'star-chart', pulling it towards this planet," Her Spartan 
explained to the group, "It is their method of traveling, but it was 
damaged. It took the ship months to get there, while I experienced it 
as a week at most." 

"So it preserved you like an external Cryo-field?" One of the older 
soldiers asked her trainer, who didn't respond at all. Math's way of 
talking sounded rigid and forced, as if he couldn't stand being near 
these people. 

His people. Had he been estranged to such a degree that he despised 
his own humans, or was he simply more comfortable around his new 
team? 

"There are two AI ' s at work here. They oversee a project called the 
"Energy Conversion Project", he then continued and moved towards the 
outcropping of rocks he had stood while listening to Laughter, a good 
half hour ago. It had taken the human Flying Birds a long time to 
finally start flying, but it hadn't taken them as long as to teach 
the shore. 


"What is that thing?" One of the "marines" asked as they walked past 
the place where Havoc was residing, still calming down from her 
rage . 

"A member of my team," Math replied to the male soldier. "One of 
six . " 


"With all 
with nine 
that uses 
him, much 
shouldn ' t 


due respect; you got a large snakea€ | a dinosaura€ | a fox 
tailsa€|a yellow rabbit with spikes and a humanoid thing 
telepathy. How did that happen Spartan?" The female asked 
to her frustration. She didn't even know Math; she 
be talking so freely to him! 


"By accident, " Her trainer replied and knocked on the exterior of the 
large laboratory-turned warehouse. Then, the door slit open and they 
entered the building. 


"Laughter? You copy?" He asked, looking around to see where the AI 
would manifest. 


When it stayed silent, she feared that the Artificial woman wouldn't 



reply to Math's calls. But she manifested from a metal cylinder after 
a while, much to her relief. 

"_What should I be copying? Laughter Under the Coexisting Years 
asked as she appeared from her metal device. Several of the humans 
jumped back in surprise, while four of them aimed their weapons at 
her. Two guys simply stared; their mouth's hanging open just wide 
enough to see their teeth. 

All across time and space, an entire civilization and years of bloody 
war away from this world a€"and still did the guys stare at the naked 
females. Was that a universal male thing? 

If soa€ | did that qualify Math as a non-male non-female? 

"This, is the Forerunner AI . She will talk now," Math then finished 
and crossed his arms, pulling his mind off of the dusted, rusty 
button that said "talk to people" and switching it to the overused 
button that said "Be quiet and sexy." 

Perhaps that last one was inaccurate. 

"_These are your allies I see. Very well. They know of our plight 
with the Flood and the Array, so I shall explain only the situation 
of this world. I cannot tell them more . 

"Why not?" The man that had been identified as "Lieutenant" Demanded, 
"Why can't you tell us more, missa€ | " 

"_My name is Laughter Under The Coexisting Years, The nude female 
finished the man's sentence and sighed. "_I am only in command of 
this particular Testing Ground. There are others more fit for 
explaining; others who have stayed behind throughout the ages, 
waiting to be discovered by Reclaimers. Millennia Never Fall, for 
example-"_ 

"Miss, let me stop you there," Lieutenant snapped. "If you are going 
to say the word 'protocol', I will have no choice but to shoot your 
terminal and await further orders . " 

The marines whispered in agreement, but the female sighed and rolled 
with her eyes. 

"_I am sorry? Have I caused offense?"_ Laughter asked them, sounding 
pretty confused for an all-knowing creature. 

"Just some really bad experiences with rampant AI's, let's leave it 
at that ma'am," One of the younger men reassured her. 

Her helmeted head turned to look at the human that spoke to her and 
then seemed to decide that she would address the issue further to 
him. "_Very well then. This world serves as a testing ground for us 
to oversee, me and him."_ 

"Him?" The female human repeated and pointed at Math, who raised his 
head and looked at her. 

"_No , there is another research Ancilla in this world. He and I were 
supposed to oversee the experiments, but our ways changed. 



"What Experiments?" Lieutenant asked. 


"_For the Energy Conversion Project; one of our most crucial means of 
preserving mankind should the Flood attack. The other one felt like 
humanity was not yet readyaC | and sought to protect the results 
against any and all Reclamation attempts. I did not agree with him 
and a war was inevitable. After that, I made sure that nobody could 
remember the cause of the war and peace returned. 

"What is this 'Energy' thing?" The Sergeant asked the AI . 

"_Our means of an end to the Flood. The Energy Conversion project was 
meant to increase the efficiency of an energy conversion to a near 
hundred percent. For example; your weapons. The projectiles are meant 
to convey a lethal kinetic energy and penetration, but energy is lost 
in friction in the hull of the weapon and in the path it travels. Or 
the lights mounted on your helmets. A part of the energy poured into 
it is converted into heat. The Energy Conversion Project was meant to 
optimize the transformation of energy within biological lifeforms, 
amongst others . 

"Hold on, within biological lifeforms? Like these animals that teamed 
up with the Spartan?" One of the soldiers asked. 

"_Yes, but no. The Pokemon a€"their scientific names- are byproducts 
of our attempts to allow for lifeforms increasing their efficiency. 
For example, the adult specimens of the Vulpix line have a near 
one-hundred percent efficiency in their metabolism. Their ingested 
food is burned and the energy received is used for sustenance and 
offensive means . 

A few males turned around to look at her and she sat down, her nine 
tails waving through the air periodically as she tried to impress 
them. She knew that Laughter was talking about her like she was some 
sort of a test-subject and she disliked that, but the attention that 
the humans gave her was quite enjoyable. 

The more the admired her, the more she would be able to influence 
them into acting like they should. 

"SoaCiyou created animals that can do weird stuff?" One of the larger 
males replied, much to her chagrin. Time for a chance. 

'_**If you consider weird stuff being me burning you to ashes within 
seconds, yes, they did. I was born naturally however, as nobody but 
my parents created me!A'**_ 

The human she talked to neatly performed an entire pirouette when he 
heard her speaking to him telepathically , before finally deciding to 
reach for his rifle and aim at the AI . 

"I just heard someone talking to me in my head!" He snapped at her. 
"Explain that ! " 

"Stand down soldier," Math told the man. "Telepathy is common in 
these creatures." 

"What?" The man asked, before looking around to see which Pokemon had 
been responsible for that attractive female voice in her head. 
"Animals that can read your mind?" 



"_Can we focus on what is important?"_ Laughter then proposed. 

"Yes, " Lieutenant then stated, sounding rather agitated. "Like 
telling us where the hell you sent our battlegroup? Where does that 
fit in your plan?" 

"_I stated it before. This world is a testing ground where we tested 
the Energy Conversion Project on biological processes. There are 
other testing grounds; places that need a Reclaimer presence for 
other plans to be set in motion. I have sent the other humans there, 
as there is more to be found. More to be reclaimed. It is your best 
chance to survive the oncoming stormsa€|the coming 
darkness . 

"Excuse me?" The woman asked, before turning around and picking six 
men at random. "You six! Secure this island, make sure that we are 
alone. Don't fire on the things called Pokemon and keep frosty!" 

The six men agreed on that random, silly order and then left the 
building. Curious. 

"Sir, " Math asked Lieutenant, "we have bigger trouble than the 
battlegroup being scattered-" 

I can guarantee they are safe-" _ Laughter added. "_Moreover, let 
me explain. Reclaimer. The very first Pokemon that we managed to 
create with the project came to be called A'MewA'. From her 
successful DNA, we created the other species. The humans we reseeded 
on this world were given access to cloning technology, to advance up 
the technological tiers. However, because of the war and the lack of 
governing bodies, the only group finding success was a group that 
sought to increase their own power. 

"Hurry it up," Math impatiently told the Artificial creature. 

"_As a result, they managed to clone this first energy being for 
their own purposes. 

While Laughter Under the Coexisting Years explained the Mewtwo 
situation. Math walked up to one of the remaining soldiers and asked 
him for his weapon a€"which he got." 

"**Cinder, the longer we wait the more our enemy will prepare. This 
needs to enda€ ! and I hold no desire to be with these people,"** Lucy 
told her. It was a sentiment she shared. 

'_**Math? 1 **_ She told her trainer telepathically , '_**I do not like 

these people very much. We need to go after Spartan-Lucy and your 
clone and stop them before they can abuse thisa€ ! Pro jecta€ ! that 
Laughter is talking about. '**_ 

"Sir, I operate directly under Section Seven of ONI in my 
operations." Math started to explain. 

"And what does that mean?" The man he addressed replied, crossing his 
arms in an authoritarian gesture. 

"It means that, when a Secret-Spartan is on an official operation, 
nobody is his superior officer. As such, my presence here cannot be 



counteracted by orders coming from Commanding Officers. 


The soldier huffed. "Spartan, you have been in this jungle for too 
long; your mind has fallen apart. You have allied yourself with 
animals, thinking that they are your new team for crying out loud! 
Just because some old AI a€"no offense ma'am- told you that she 
created them, doesn't mean any of it is true!" 

She sighed. These people could be soa€ i so _thick_ at times. She had 
half expected them to be like Math was, but they resembled him in 
virtually no way. 

And that might as well be a good thing. 

"Lucy, bring him up to speed, " Math told his psychic sidekick and 
then marched out of the warehouse, ignoring the confused looks that 
the marines threw at him. 

"**Cinder, I have a question," **Young Phoenix asked her. 

"**Go ahead,"** She replied, watching as Lucy kept her distance while 
explain the situation to the man in command of the group. 

"**These humans are friends of our trainer, right?"** 

"**Sort of, yeah."** 

"**Then why does he act like he hates them?"** 

Phoenix brought up a reasonably good point; Math had to be, for all 
intents and purposes, more comfortable with the humans than with 
them. They were his people and he had spent virtually every waking 
moment searching for them. But now that they were here, he treated 
them like they were a bunch of strange civilians pushing him around. 
He acted very hostile around them, even going as far as to aim his 
weapons at them. What happened to the whole 'my people' thing he had 
going on lately? Was it that he had grown so close to his Pokemon 
that he didn't know how to act around humans anymore? 

Noa€ | it had to be something else. The humans had come here prepared 
for a fight, that much was obvious. They had been trying to keep him 
calm alright, but their primary thought had clearly been dealing with 
a hostile Math. They had insulted and belittled him, saying that he 
had gone mad from the isolation when his body and mind had only been 
a week away. And why would any human go insane from being alone? Math 
had never struck her as the type that needed people around him; on 
the contrary, he had always acted like he wanted to be alone. 

The words that these soldiers used against Math werea€ i strange, to 
say in the least. They spoke to him like they expected him to attack 
them on first sight. Was that how Spartan soldiers were treated in 
public? Feared and hated for what they were? 

"**I think they simply don't like each other," **She explained to the 
Jolteon and quickly ran towards her trainer, knowing for sure that he 
was going to pursue their fight. 

Something was very, very wrong with the way these humans treated 
Math. And even though they were supposed to be understanding Laughter 
quite clearly with their experience, they just didn't take them 



serious . 


Lucy had better convince the man in charge. 

~ 0 ~ 

The difference between Math and his human friends was quite obvious. 
These soldiers were more like the civilians she had encountered in 
the cities on their journey; worrying about human things like people 
being weird, or things not making sense. In their heads, her master 
had been gone for months on an end, disappeared in the middle of a 
desperate war. Then they had managed to find him again, tracking him 
to a planet filled witha€|well, them a€"Pokemon. Beings that defied 
the laws of physics by existing. 

And these soldiers didn't know anything like them. These men had been 
born in a world without Pokemon, a world where things like telepathy 
and psychic abilities didn't exist. 

And it showed. Their sheer surprise at the things that Laughter had 
told them had only been kept in check by a certain amount of 
discipline that every soldier seemed to possess. But then Math had 
ordered her to 'bring the man up to speed' and she had been forced to 
make the soldier in command understand that their memories were, in 
fact, realistic. 

And as she had showed the man her memories of the past events 
a€"their fight with the alien robots, the cloned Mewtwo, the battle 
for Saffron city- she had felt his consciousness struggling to accept 
all that she showed him. In the meantime. Math was moving out with a 
freshly acquired rifle and Phoenix and Cinder moving behind him. 
Fluffy was sitting and staring at all the new humans, while she felt 
the minds of Sabrina and Blaine in his gym. They were doing the smart 
thing; there were things going on that no Pokemon or human not part 
of Math's army could understand. Ancient civilizations having created 
them all as a part of a greater plan to protect mankind, a monstrous 
parasite still seeking to consume them and the soldiers fearing her 
masteraC | they were all things that were understandable and even 
normal to the people from beyond the stars. But to her and the 
Pokemon that resided in the region known as Kanto? Those things were 
like myths to her. Legends. Horror stories. 

Eventually, she decided that enough was enough. They had more 
important things to do than sitting around educating people that 
didn't remotely care for them; both her and Math had a clone running 
rampant through the region and these people were obviously not going 
to help them track them down. 

She sighed and teleported away, tracking the mind of her master and 
using that to guide her own corporeal form towards him. 

When she arrived at the place where the Spartan was standing, she was 
surprised to see that he was discussing something with a fellow 
soldier. Both of them were standing right next to a Pelican and from 
the looks of it, they weren't very amused. 

"Sorry sir, " The soldier told her master, "But the Lieutenant was 
very clear on this. While the AI debriefs our squads, nobody may 
leave the area. 



"Marine, this is a delicate and black operation. Hostile elements 
have attempted to engineer their own super-soldier. I need to stop 
them . " 

"Sir I have no idea just what the hell is going on here, but I cannot 
let you leave with this dropship until the LT gives us the 
order . " 

She felt Math's frustration rise, but once she broadened her view, 
she found that that wasn't the only emotion currently rising. Fenrir 
had been hiding with the Nidoqueen ever since they had moved out of 
the large laboratorya€ i but she could feel his emotions now. 

And the raw torrent of feelings and sensations she was currently 
experiencing from his mind made her blush heavily. It was aa€ | good 
thing that the two of them were hiding, as they were currently 
working ona€ | celebrating their newa€ | friendship . 

Fenrir had found a girlfriend and judging by HER emotions, she had 
found a boyfriend. If there was an award for the world's worst timing 
possible, Fenrir would have won it easily. 

Havoc was finally done with recovering from the fight and she was 
already keeping a close eye on Math, making sure that nobody would 
try anything weird with him. 

"I don't answer to your squad, _Private_, " Her master told the young 
soldier and stepped closer him, unleashing a torrent of fear and 
other, less prominent emotions. She long since understood that Math 
had a really terrifying effect on human beings, but the mere fact 
that he managed to scare a warrior by simply being near him was a 
testimony to the inhuman personality that seemed to dominate the 
Spartan. "Now move out." 

The marine swallowed, looked at the Pokemon surrounding him with a 
very nervous demeanor and then nodded, stepping away from the ship. 
"Aw man, the Lieutenant is going to get my assa€|" 

'_**He wonA't find out,A'**_ She told the scared soldier. It was 
obvious that these men and women were still as human as possible. 

They weren't like her master, but that was a good thing. She could 
keep one emotionally-damaged soldier under control, but not many 
more. And she couldn't help but feel sorry for these people; having 
been sent by their leaders to a world they could not possibly find 
anything in. And she had the need to take care of the creatures that 
couldn't take care of themselves; to tend to them and help them. 

It was probably a Gardevoir thing. 

"Who-" The man asked, but then he looked at her and he visibly 
relaxed. "Oh, it's one of you lot. You look more human than the 
rest . " 

While she managed to have an actual, pleasant conversation with the 
man. Math started to inspect the dropship and check it for any 
weapons, explosives and possible traps. She knew that he did that 
because she _knew _him. Their bond throughout their time together had 
strengthened, escalated towards a perversity rarely seen in her kind 
and then somehow settled down, growing stronger all the while. 



And with thoseaC i messed-up thoughts and desires brought upon by 
Math's own suppressed emot ionsaC i she could not have helped BUT to 
mistake them for her own. The emotions of a human being were 
different than those of a Gardevoir. They were darker, edgier and 
sometimes moreaC i explicit . While her own thoughts should have been 
pure and untainted, the dark influence of Math's own bottled-up 
feelings had been more powerful than she could have ever thought 
possible . 

As such, the creation of Spartan-Lucy had led her to believe that the 
perverted and violent things she had been thinking were her own. But 
now that she was gone, her mind was her own again. 

She smiled, knowing that these humans might dislike her master and 
think him to be a liability, but that would help them save this 
world. Laughter Under the Coexisting Years was doing an excellent job 
explaining things for them, allowing them to do what needed to be 
done. They couldn't truly be defeated now; there wasn't anything in 
their team that could undermine their effort anymore. 

Mewtwo had spoken the truth. Her relationship with Math had truly 
been based on lies and perversionsaC i on her being a clone and her 
mind being ruled by all her dark sides. But now that Spartan-Lucy was 
goneaC i and their team was closer than everaC | there was nothing left 
to hurt them. 

And with Spartan-Lucy ' s departureaC i Cinder was now the only one who 
had a crush on her trainer. 

She had mistaken her other self's feelings for her own, but now that 
her mind was hers again, she knew what was there and what was not 
there. She loved her master and she wanted to do anything to make him 
happyaC | but she didn't love him the way Cinder did. She was there to 
protect and help him; to be his friend, his partner and his 
companion . 

ButaCithat revelation had a bitter and sad undertone. At the very end 
of the conflict, she had managed to briefly feel the feelings of 
Math's clone. She had felt no desire for violence or murder, unlike 
her own trainer. She had only felt a very vague cry for help; a brief 
moment of weakness. 

And she knew that Spartan-Lucy had a twisted crush on MathaC | or on 
one of them. And she had escaped by teleport ingaC | taking Math-II with 
her . 

And she had no illusions about what would happen should Spartan-Lucy 
have another violent fit. In a way, they only had one enemy. 

And that enemy was her. Except it was Math. 

~ 0 ~ 

It was time. The UNSC could no longer help him with this. He had 
uncovered secrets greater than he could comprehend and it was up to 
the AI to bring the humans up to speed. If they had moved on without 
him aC"and the war was over- he didn't really have any reason to stay 
with them. If he couldn't protect mankind like he had sworn to do, he 
would have to find some other way to do so. Without the UNSC to help 
him, he would have to work on his own. 



He had a team and with that team, he was going to move find S-Lucy 
and kill her. And then he would kill his clone. And then, only then, 
would mankind be safe from the threat that this world posed. He was 
right back at the beginning; no allies, no help, no hope. No problem. 
Fighting without UNSC support was basically his thing a€"he had done 
it all of his life. Fighting, killing, kidnapping and torturing all 
on his own, with rarely any support unless the Covenant invaded. This 
was exactly the same, as the current soldiers stationed on the island 
couldn't do anything to stop him. He operated above them. And this 
time, he truly did have a team. 

"Fluffy, Phoenix?" He told the two kids, "Guard this ship. We'll need 
it to leave the island." 

Without waiting for their consent, he beckoned to Cinder and Lucy and 
made his way to the place where his motion tracker indicated that 
Fenrir was. He was together with a Nidoqueen, according to his. Very 
close to her, in fact. He had been fighting her in a rather violent 
fighta€|was he still fighting her even though they were supposed to 
be allies? 

Mewtwo was watching the soldiers move in and out of the Laboratory, 
having apparently decided that he wanted to stay low. 

He looked at the Psychic and made eye-contact with him, after which 
Mewtwo subtly nodded, understanding what was going to happen. 

The AI was probably done explaining to the UNSC what had happened, 
but he could understand that the lack of Intel could be seen as a 
sign of hostilities. 

She had forced almost an entire battlegroup into a new slipspace 
vector, sending them to distanced worlds where other experiments were 
being conducted. Whether those were safe or not had yet to be 
determined. But that could easily been seen as a sign of aggression 
a€"it was nothing short of a miracle that the marines sent by ONI 
didn't initiate hostilities. It meant that they believed her 
storya€|but now they would take action. Strip the tech, scan it and 
use it. But seeing as Secret-Spartan-0 0 9 had once gotten away with 
punching a Rear Admiral in the face, the Office of Naval Intelligence 
wouldn't berate him too hard for ignoring the presence of UNSC 
forces . 

Although the Admiral had been the lower halfa€|oh well. 

"Lucy, " He softly spoke, knowing that the green Pokemon would hear 
him . 

"_Yes master?" _She asked him. 

"Find out where Sierra-Lima is heading." 

"_Ehma€ | what is a Lima?"_ 

"A code for the letter L." 

"_Ooha€ | and what is Sie-"_ 


"Code for letter S." 



"_I see. So I must find out wherea€ | s 1 is going? 

"I meant Spartan-Lucy . " 

"_I shall find out where she is heading master. 

"See to it . " 

He made his way past the few spiky rocks to the place where Fenrir 
was supposed to be sitting next to the Nidoqueen. 

"_Ehma€ i master ? " _Lucy tentatively said, "_I wouldn't do that if I 
were youa€ | 

"Lucy, focus on the bigger picture, " He told the slender girl and 
jumped over a large rock. "Fenrir, fall in and 
a€"oha€ | ehma€ | sorry . " 

He coughed awkwardly, realizing just why the two Nido's were so close 
together. They were copulating. And he had disturbed them. And that 
was bad. 

He turned around, feeling a bit strange. He could see Lucy standing 
just far away enough to not see the two mating Pokemon a€"she was 
frowning and her arms were crossed. 

"_I told you," _She told him sternly. "_I told you it wasn't a good 
idea. And you ignored me . 

"Yes. Sorry," He stated. "Ia€ ! seem to have made a tactical 
mistake . " 

"_You have developed a fault ?"_ 

"I have developed a fault. Can you tell what I am feeling?" 

"_Excuse me?"_ 

"I don't know whether I am disgusted or shocked. You feel what I 
feel, right?" 

"_Ia€|yes I do. You feel neither disgusted nor shocked, but you feel 
confused. Mildly so."_ 

Right. It had been a bad idea to ask Lucy for her opinion on that 
matter. "Fine. I need him to join me ASAP." 

"_LetA ' sa€ | give them additional time. Go get Havoc, IA'll wait around 
for them toa€ | finish . 

"Got it. No peeking." 

"_I would never!" _ Lucy replied with a shocked voice, but he was 
already walking away. It had been a joke. It was humor. 

He marched over the rocky terrain for another thirty seconds, taking 
notice of the many soldiers walking around and carrying equipment. It 
seemed that they were going to set up a base of operations at 
Cinnebar Island. Good. If only he didn't have to steal one of their 



pelicans. It was a very positive thing that he was able to recall his 
Pokemon to their PokA© balls, as they would have been impossible to 
carry with him otherwise. 

He spotted Havoc at her little clearing between the rocks, finally 
alone after having calmed down. 

"Hey," He said and stopped near the edge. "How are we feeling?" 

"_I am feeling just fine!" _The mighty serpent snapped at him with an 
edgy tone. 

"Really?" 

"_Yes . "_ 

"You don't sound fine to me." 

"_And you would know when I sound fine, would you?"_ 

"Why the attitude?" 

"_Justa€ | leave me alone. 

He sighed and shook his head, not understanding what was wrong with 
Havoc. "I thought things were fine?" 

"_Your friends are here now, why would you need us?"_ 

"What?" 

"_0h please, I have known about your goals from the very beginning. 
Calling your people so you can escape this world and leave us behind, 
won't you?"_ 

"Things are different now Havoc." 

"_And why is that?"_ 

"I had a war to fight," He replied, understanding just why Havoc had 
been so mad with him all the time. It wasn't because she disliked him 
or because she resented him for how he treated her. It wasn't because 
of him being a Spartan or her being just generally angry a€"although 
that might have contributed to the problem. 

No, Havoc was scared. Scared that he was going to leave her all alone 
just when she had finally found someone. Buta€ | why would she care for 
that? She hadn't grown as attached to him as Cinder and Lucy had. Why 
would she care if he left her or not? 

"Havoc, listen to me. I never had the luxury of deciding where to go 
a€"my people were dying in a war againstaC | monsters . " Calling the 
Covenant aliens would only confuse the Gyarados further. "I was 
neededaC | more than any of you needed me." 

"_How would you know how much we needed you? You were our trainer! 
Nothing was supposed to get between us ! 

"Not supposed, no. But that is behind us nowa€ | the war is over and my 
people don't need me anymore. I can be with you a€"all of you." 



"_0h you are so pathetica€|" _The serpent then laughed without 
humor . 

"What?" 

"_You talk about everyone needing you and you needing to do 
everythingaC i but what about you?"_ 

"What about me?" 

"_Don't you need anyone?"_ Havoc asked him, taking him aback. Did he 
need someone? He needed personnel to supply him with weapons and 
ordnancea€ | he needed pilots to bring him to places he needed to go. 
Only he could scavenge and improvise his own weaponry and he was 
certified to pilot every vehicle in the UNSC arsenal. He could 
single-handedly arm himself, prepare himself and then transport 
himself to the location he needed to kill people. If he looked at the 
question with a rational eye, he didn't need anyone. 

And yeta€ | he had proven time and time again that he was no good when 
it came to doing anything _but_ hurting living things. He needed 
someone to talk for him lest he alienated possible allies and he 
needed someone to tell him how to act to take care of people. He was 
unable to convey his thoughts to anything but a fellow Spartan and he 
could not function in society. He was, essentially, a living weapon. 

A weapon couldn't do anything but kill and maima€ | just like him. 

For all intents and purposes, he needed people close to him when he 
was in a time of peace. And the UNSC had just conveniently managed to 
end their decades-long war. 

"I need peopleaC ! because they are people," He told the serpent. "I 
need my team with me toa€|help me through moments of noncombat. 


"_Wait, what?"_ Havoc asked, "_You need to be helped through 
peace? 

"Yes. Answering your questiona€|I need all six of you. Very much 


The Gyarados sighed and brought her head closer to him, placing one 
of her great eyes right in front of his helmet. "_When all of this is 
overa€ | I want to swim with you. In the ocean. To show you what the 
world underwater is like."_ 

He kept his mouth shut and repressed the memories of his last 
under-water operation. "Where does that thought come from?" 

"_Just my way of saying thank youa€ j and I forgive you . 

"What for?" 

"_Which one?"_ 

"Both. " 

"_I forgive you for how you treated me when I was smalla€|and I thank 
you for rescuing me from my small, meaningless life. You might have 



made me feel bad buta€ i you made me part of something that affects so 
many souls in so many worldsa€ | it is the greatest thing I could wish 
for. I should not have forgotten that . 

A weak sensation of warmth in his stomacha€ | a brief weakening of his 
knees. He felt satisfaction. Satisfaction at having repaired his 
relationship with Havoc. 

He extended his hand towards her head, reaching out to pat her on her 
scales. "Are you ready for one last ride?" 

"_The last ride of the day?"_ 

"One way or the other." 

"_I think we don't have time to cross the ocean againa€ | the crazy 
bitch might blow up the world in the meantime. "_ 

"Trust me," He told her, "I have a plan B." 

Havoc closed her eyes, looking pleased at his affection towards her. 
Then, he pressed the button on his PokA© Ball and recalled her. 

The two AI ' s that had ruled this world had created the Pokemon called 
Mew as a by-product for their Energy Conversion Project, enabling 
weird biological processes. In turn, through Mew's DNA and the 
curious effect that the Project had on wildlife, the rest of the 

Pokemon species had been created. A fox with the efficiency in her 

metabolism could have become a Ninetales and a snake could have 
become a Gyarados. The world had been turned into a place of hope for 
mankind, but then the other AI a€"who Laughter had stated did not 
possess a name- had decided that they should keep working, as their 
work wasn't yet ready for the humans that were bound to come. And 
when the _Platernus_ had appeared on their testing grounds, the AI 
had taken action. 

Mewtwo was the direct result of the humans on this world having 
received Forerunner tech, allowing them to clone Mew. The AI had used 
Mewtwo to try and wipe the humans that were supposed to land there 
out, only Mewtwo had developed a consciousness of his own. Team 
Rocket had sought to gain control over the city, but he had put a 
stop to them. And the war he had heard so much over had been the 
conflict between two incredibly intelligent, but differing AI ' s . 
Laughter had worked for a long time to erase all signs of hostilities 
and protect the Pokemon and humans alike, but his own arrival had 
messed her plans up. 

In the end, he was still the pawn of greater powers. But he didn't 
care. He had a team he cared for and his team cared for him. They 
were all subjects of larger experiments a€"he was a pet to ONI and 
his Pokemon were pets to Mewtwo and Laughter. But if they worked hard 
and fought like Spartans, they could turn the fate of mankind 
around . 

Thata€ | or they could finally find peace for themselves. As the war 
was over, mankind didn't need him anymore. He had plenty of humans to 
defend on Kanto. 


"Hey Spartan!" A female called out to him, but he ignored the voice. 
Humans were only important to him once he had destroyed Spartan-Lucy . 



Then, he could broker a truce between the Pokemon, led by Professor 
Oak and Laughter, and then UNSC. 


But only if the Office of Naval Intelligence kept themselves out of 
it. And he knew that that would never happen. 

"Spartan, listen!" 

He spun around a hand on his sidearm and his mind set to kill. But it 
turned out to be the Sergeant, the female one. She seemed to have 
attracted the attention of Lucy in the past, so she had to be 
clear . 

"What?" 

"Listen to me. The UNSC can learn so much things from this world, the 
AI wishes to work with us. ButaC | the Eltee isn't too happy with your 
attitude . " 

"So?" 


"Soa€ | one could think that the Ark is way more important than this 
place for mankind. So on the grand scheme of things, your actions are 
not important . " 

"a€ |so?" 


The Sergeant opened her mouth, lost the words she wanted to say and 
shut her mouth again. Thena€|"I don't know why the Lieutenant thinks 
you to be uncontrollableaC | and neither do the rest of the soldiers. 

We were never granted permission on your files. ButaC | as your actions 
aren't importantaC | the disappearance of one Pelican Dropship is even 
less important." 

He paused, realizing that this female knew what he wanted to do. That 
meant that she was aware of the looming threat. "What do you 
know? " 

The marine looked around carefully and then sighed. "Your 
friendaC | she calls herself LucyaC | she is so human." 

No shit . 

"And she knows so much. She told me about a creature similar to her, 
in possession of incredible intelligence and seeking this Forerunner 
tech to destroy the world." She paused and took a deep breath. "I 
have no clue how big this thing is, but you do. You have been here 
for a long timea€|and if you think it is the right thing to do, you 
should do it . " 

That was a very long speech to tell him to "take the ship and get the 
hell out" , but he appreciated nonetheless. 

"What are you going to do?" 

"We are going to establish a base of operation, set up a perimeter 
and investigate the tech we found. When this is all overaC | we can 
take you back to the UNSC. Things will return to normal. There are a 
LOT of things you missed out on, Spartan." 



He got that much. Things had changed for the better and for the 
worse. Buta€ | he didn't know about returning to the UNSC. 

He nodded at her, letting her see that he understood what she tried 
to tell him. "Keep your lieutenant busy." 

"I think he keeps himself busy pretty good," The Sergeant told him. 
"I'll just goa€|to the other side of the perimeter, okay?" 

He nodded, realizing that the UNSC wasn't going to assist him, but 
also that they weren't going to interfere. 

He had one more mission ahead of him. One more effort remaining to 
finish what the Forerunners had started millennia ago. 

Watching was the Sergeant moved away, he realized that the Pelican he 
had prepped was now also unguarded. Even though he had managed to 
secure it properly, he now had two windows of opportunity. 

"Lucy, " He yelled, hoping that the psychic would hear him. Phoenix 
and Cinder had remained with the ship, as had Fluffy. He still needed 
his Nidoking though, before they would all leave. "How far is 
Fenrir ? " 


'_**Still going strong, master.'** 


He walked towards the rocks where he had left Lucy behind. "I thought 
you didn't want to peek?" 


'_**I didn't. Fenrir's emotionsaC | speak for themselves .'* *_ 

"How to break them up?" 

'_**How about now? Why don't we let themaC | finishaC | their passionate 
moment ? " * *_ 


"I don't need mating Pokemon, I need a fighter. Give them two 
minutes . " 


' * *Mat h ! You don't give two people in love an ultimatum! Didn't you 

a€"erra€ | never mind. Get the rest ready and IaCil'll see about Fenrir 
and his new mate. '**_ 


He made his way to the Pelican dropship, spotting Cinder and Phoenix 
sitting around Fluffy, waiting for their trainer to come to them. He 
knew that they were ready for their final operation, just like he 
was . 


"_What now?"_ His Ninetales asked him. 

"As soon as Fenrir is ready, we are going after Sierra-Lima . " He 
explained . 

"_And then?"_ 

"ThenaC | nothing . We'll be done." 

"_Buta€ | wouldn ' t we have to fight for our lives anymore?" 
asked . 


Phoenix 



"You'll be safe. When _she_ is gone, the UNSC can search and leave 
without harming anyone." 

"_Are you sure of that? How can anyone be sure of that?"_ 

"I'm not. I know you will be safea€ j and I know that this will all be 
over one way or the other." 

"_One more thing before we leave, Cinder asked, "_Are you sure that 
your people won't help us?"_ 

"I don't want them to. We will do this by ourselves." 

Before any of the two ladies could reply, he heard another voice 
speaking to him. A voice that was pretty 
familiar . 

'_**Humana€ | before you leave on your last voyage, you and I need to 
speak 

He turned around and had his weapons at the ready within half a 
second, longer than it took his allies to process the words. "What do 
you want?" 

i_**One last exchange, you and I, '**_ The powerful psychic known as 
Mewtwo stated, having teleported himself to his location without 
letting anyone see him. 

~ 0 ~ 


"_Like I said in previous chapters, the potential of a Psychic 
Pokemon can be unlimited. Were a maleficent Pokemon to find out the 
workings behindaC | saya€ | a glassing beama€ | the consequences would be 
catastrophic. Good thing that no psychic as had access to the mind of 
a Spartan, right? Oha€ | waita€ | 

Masterdude2 1 ' s trivia-moment s pt . 2 

~ 0 ~ 

_This was chapter 37 people. I can confirm that 38 will be the last 
onea€ | and I think, when I look at my previous work and the things I 
have planned for it, that the very last chapter will be all kinds of 
badass. I shall save my long, bittersweet speech for when it is all 
over. For I cannot tell anyone whether this story shall end in 
victorya€ | or in absolute heartbreak. _ 

_Such is the nature of the narratora€ | and such is my nature. Be sure 
to check out part Two of the Scattered Series, which is called "When 
Destiny burns". Also, post a review. I do want to reach the 300 
reviews after this is all over._ 

_See you all ina€ | twoa€ | perhaps three weeks with the climax to 
"Broken Demons and Angels" !_ 


38. The Last Ride Finem 

_I ' d been thinking about the total amount of chapters for this story. 
My friend told me that 42 would be a good one. I told him that I 



thought 40 better than 42. In the end, I decided that the number of 
chaps would not matter. For even though 38 holds no significant 
meaning, it is still the very last chapter of a distinct story. As 
such, the number 38 becomes itself a magical number. _ 

_**Guest: ** love is a strange thing. _ 

_* *Madcat 32 0 0 : ** thanks for the compliment. I'm sorry to say that 

an Ash cameo will not happen though. _ 

_**Kain Everguard: ** Well. Giovanni is still very much alive. 


_** Jcraft596 : ** I can understand your emotions. Although it doesn't 

neccesarily have to mean a permanent enda€ | right ?_ 

_**Deathmask83 : ** He is a Spartan. Only overtime is killing 

timea€|or is it?_ 

_**Siphon 117: ** You are back! You were gone for quite a while. I 

can only hope that the conclusion will truly be 
epic ._ 

_* *SPARTAN-2 62 : * * Those things are all needed indeed. The problem 

with these soldiers is that they were briefed by ONI on the 
Secret-Spartan Augmentation procedurea€ | and they are aware of the 
mental state Math should be in. _ 

_As for your other remarka€ | no comment. _ 

_I do plan on making this last ride an epic one. I hope I can 
deliver 

_* *Dracologistmaster : ** I am sure that it will prove to be an 

interesting fight. _ 

_**Solar Jarl The Cannon King 44K: ** As much as I like to plug 

holes immediately a€"no pun intended- I do have to ask which plot 
hole you meant. And I will look forward to that closing review. I 
always enjoy reviews. Give it your besta€ | I know I will._ 

_**Lay Down Hunter: ** .he concluded for himself that he felt better 

with his team than with the humans. _ 

_Well, Cinder is rather fond of her own looks. And should both Havoc 
and Math survive this chapter, they could swim together. But we all 
know that Spartans rarely end happy. And I told you that I was not 
predictable! _ 

_I won't say many more things, as you will just have to see, but 
still. And it has been a very good run. I will leave my own speech to 
the end. This arc might end, but others will come._ 

_And when you made that dragon-comment, I thought that you had read 
the other story already! That was strange. I can only hope that this 
chapter won't disappoint. _ 

_**The Blue Tigrex: ** I too, find myself saddened by this end. This 

will probably be the very last chapter I will reply to people of this 
storya€ | and I hope that you can fit one more Review in this story 



: D 


_* *Maturedeath : ** I know that an end is better than no 

enda€ | although some people will disagree. I for one am satisfied with 
a story that has an end._ 

_**Water Guardian 26: **_ while I am happy to see that I did not 

become predictable for you, I must say that the term "Deus Ex 
Machina' is kind of an insulting one regarding works of fiction. I 
always strive to be realistic and originala€ | I hope. Do youa€ | feel 
otherwise? : 0_ 

~ 0 ~ 

Lucy AKA Gardevoir 
Fenrir AKA Nidoking 
Cinder AKA Ninetales 
Phoenix AKA Jolteon 
Havoc AKA Gyarados 
Fluffy AKA Aerodactyl 

"_Today, nobody's stronger or better than the other. We're all 
soldiers and we got each other's backs . 

~ 0 ~ 

The Pelican dropship had been prepped and readied with enough 
munitions and fuel to last for a prolonged fight. He had known that 
when he had first checked it and he knew it now that he checked the 
screens. The marines were all busy with something else and nobody had 
seen him enter the ship. He had procured a fully loaded assault 
rifle, together with five clips worth of munition. To further 
supplement his arsenal, he had taken two M6C Sidearms and four 
fragmentation grenades. The powerful magnums should be strong enough 
to punch straight through every PokAOmon's skin but the toughest 
Rock- and Ground-types. The UNSC had upgraded since the war was over 
and he could feel the difference in his weaponry. He had checked the 
munition of both kinds of weapons and he had not been disappointed. 
The pistols fired a much higher-caliber round than the ones from his 
time and judging by the new grip of the Assault Rifle, its recoil had 
been dramatically reduced. 

"Everyone ready?" He asked the portion of his team that fit in the 
dropship once again. He had withdrawn Fenrir too, allowing only the 
three smaller members of his team to stay inside of the ship. Fenrir 
stood taller than he did, meaning that the Nidoking could not 
possibly fit inside of the Pelican. The same thing went for 
Fluffya€|and only the largest Scarab walker could hold Havoc. 

He briefly considered the idea of Havoc fighting the quadruped 
monstrosity and then discarded it. He wanted to make sure that no 
Pokemon would ever be used against the Covenant, as this world was 
unique. It had to serve some other purpose than war. The UNSC had 
peace with the Covenant, so there no reason for them to start using 
these living beings as weapons. If Laughter was right, the Flood was 



still out there somewhere and they needed to be ready. 

Besidesa€ | something had changed in how the marines treated him; he 
used to be treated with awe and respect. Sure, he would inspire more 
fear in them than a Brute duel-wielding an energy sword and a Gravity 
Hammer, but they had still respected him. 

No they treated him as if he was some unintelligent ODST. He did not 
like being left in the dark about things concerning hima€ | and he was 
aware of the irony of that. ONI had always left people in the dark 
regarding him when he had served his purposea€ | and now he was the one 
being left in the dark. 

"_I am ready! I am ready! So ready! Oh yes ready!" _Phoenix rapidly 
and cheerfully yelled, jumping up and down while investigating the 
metal objects around her. Her curiosity was a liability to the craft. 
The Electric-type was very enthusiastic regarding her new environment 
and if he didn't calm her down during the trip, she would probably 
discharge a burst of electricity and fry all the systems in the 
dropship . 

And knowing his luck, that would happen just as they were flying high 
above the ocean. 

"_Oh please, I was born to be ready, " _Cinder haughtily laughed, 

"_Our enemy is but two and we are seven." _It was good to see that 
her demeanor had improved as of lately. The Ninetales had had a 
problem with morale and willingness to fight when everything had 
turned southa€ | and that had started long before the disastrous ambush 
at Saffron city. But it seemed as if their journey towards Cinnebar 
Island had improved her confidence again. And as annoying as she 
could be when she was being arrogant, she was even worse when she was 
being depressed. He would much rather have her arrogant than 
depresseda€ | arrogant he could deal with. Depressed not. 

"_How can one truly be ready to face one's self?" _Lucy stated, 
setting a perfect example for how members of her typing behaved: 
cryptic. There was no indication that she was stressed, neither did 
she look as shell-shocked as she had before, back when she had 
realized that she was a clone. She had come a long way since he had 
first saved her, all those days agoa€ i even with him as her master. 
None of the terrible things that had befallen her would have happened 
if it hadn't been for him. It was basically what he did; bringing 
death and destruction everywhere he went. She was lucky that recent 
events had played out in her favor, as she would have never gotten 
rid of Spartan-Lucy otherwise. 

Everyone in his team had grown strong and capable in the brief time 
they had been together. Lucy's mental prowess was only rivalled by 
that of Mewtwo and her own clone and he had yet to see the two 
Gardevoir's fighting against each other, so Lucy might even prevail 
without assistance. And even though Cinder wasn't as psychically 
gifted as Lucy was, she too had considerable abilities. And she 
compensated for her lack of psychic abilities by being able to 
breathe fire, like a dragon could. Her ability to create searing 
flames at a whim would prove invaluable in the coming fighta€|and it 
was very handy in a survival situation. 

The individual abilities of his entire team would be invaluable in 
the coming fight. Havoc was a humongous serpent with scales that 
could resist bullets, a stamina that rivalled a berserking brute and 



the ability to shoot both water as elemental attacks out of her maw. 
The Gyarados was without a doubt the most destructive force in his 
team a€"he had yet to see a Pokemon that was capable enough to bring 
her down. 

Granted, the Pokemon that might have enough energy to bring her down 
was already on her side. Phoenix the Jolteon, with the ability to 
create deafening thunder-strikes purely by wanting them to happen. He 
had seen what she could do during the brief moment he had had to 
observe her: Phoenix was able to directly absorb electrical energy 
and use it to heal her sores and strike back at her foe. Of course, 
he didn't even want to start thinking about her physics-defying 
ability to shoot the razor-sharp hairs that grew on her body as a 
projectile. That was plain silly a€"and precisely the kind of twisted 
pattern of evolution that might identify her as a beast of war. 

But Phoenix wasn't a beast of war. She was a kid a€"an overly 
energetic, bouncing and destructive child, but a child nonetheless. 
That description might also fit with Fluffy, the murderous 
Aerodactyl . He wasn't too sure about the viability of using that 
reptile in the coming fights, but his air-superiority was without a 
doubt a tremendous factor in their coming victory. It had finally 
calmed won enough to listen to him, making it a destructive tool of 
war. The actions that had resulted in the Aerodactyl ' s creation had 
all been completely and totally random. . .but if he gave it some more 
thought, it had probably something to do with the forces roaming 
through the land interfering with him. 

But still; the presence of a bulletproof, tank-destroying force of 
nature that listened to the name of Fluffy and was led by its 
hyperactive electric canine was a presence he could tolerate. 

As was the presence of Fenrir, his other mass-destroying bulletproof 
and tank-destroyinga€ | tank . Fluffy might be almost indestructible, he 
still looked a bit frail. The eight-foot tall Nidoking did not. 

Fenrir was, for all intents and purposes, a tank. He dealt 
punishment, took punishment and caused collateral damage on equal 
scales with a Wraith-tank. And both were purple. The difference was 
that one of them was the most awe-inspiring and lethal sight humans 
could see before their guaranteed death, while the other one used 
Plasma . 

And even though he had only known those six for a week at most, he 
still trusted them above the UNSC. He did not know why his people had 
treated him like they had, but it couldn't be normal. Something had 
happened in the past monthsa€ | something that had damaged his 
reputation beyond repair. Either that, or ONI didn't think they 
needed him anymore. 

Not that he really gave a damn about his reputation, but the thought 
was still disturbing. With the one form of stability and reality in 
his life gone, he had no choice but to either continue on on his 
owna€ | or to trust the few allies he still had left. And those allies 
were the Pokemon that had been created as a part of a Forerunner 
scheme. Everything considered, he had more in common with his team 
than with the marines that had been sent by ONI . Both him as his 
Pokemon had had no control over their life for a long time, as he had 
been bouncing back and forth between one mission and the other, while 
his Pokemon had all been part of a mixed scheme of Mewtwo and his 
AT . 



He didn't blame the UNSC though. He knew perfectly well that he 
wasn't capable of returning to civilian life, especially not now that 
there was peace. There couldn't be a use for him in ONI ' s eyesa€|but 
he knew better. He had decided to put his trust in Laughter Under the 
Coexisting YearsaC ! and the female AI had basically told him that the 
Flood was still out there. She had spent more than a hundred-thousand 
years preparing for the return of the parasiteaC i and he wouldn't sit 
idly by while they returned. After everything he had done to protect 
mankind, he would never let a foul parasite destroy them. 

But he couldn't be certain of anything before he had killed the two 
remaining targets. After the two Spartan-things were dead, he could 
talk to the UNSC and initiate diplomatic activities between them and 
the AI responsible for the Pokemon caretaking. If they worked 
together on this planet, they might stand a chance at convincing the 
AI to reveal where she had sent the other ships. 

"_Master, might I ask you a question?"_ Lucy asked him. 

"_Since when do we need permission to ask a question?"_ Cinder added 
dryly . 

"Permission granted, " He told the psychic while turning around to 
stare at the Ninetales, who stared right back at him with a smug 
expression on her face. He had been about to activate the dropship, 
but it seemed that the two ladies wouldn't let him fly without a few 
comments . 

Cinder yielded and looked away, while Lucy explained what she had on 
her mind a€"while at the same time placing her hand on top of 
Phoenix' head, gently pushing her down when the Jolteon had been 
looking at a piece of electronics. "_What is it that Mewtwo told 
you? 

He activated the jets and prepped the Pelican for leaving. "Not 
yet . " 

"_Strange message, Phoenix saw fit to notify him. 

"When the time is ready," He notified them and pushed the throttle. 
Normally he would need a co-pilot to maneuver the Pelican, but he 
would have to compensate. He was a Spartan, he was certified to fly 
the things. Buta€ ! the design was so new. So alien. The UNSC had made 
some very noticeable changes. Nevertheless, the engines roared and 
the thrusters burned. Soon, the ship shot into the air. 

"_Math evolved into a psychic-typeaC | Cinder sarcastically 
stated . 

The Pelican dropship quickly gained speed and the land sped away 
underneath them. He still had no clue where to goa€ | except for north. 
He had been everywhere in the land except for the most north 
partaC | and for some reason, he thought that the one foe remaining 
would not want to fight in any of the known areas. Spartan-Lucy was 
created from _his_ bottled up and boxed away emotions, feelings and 
needs. She had Lucy's tremendous mental capabilities and his mind. At 
her core she was just like hima€ | and that mean that, in a way, both 
she and him thought the same things. And he would not go to any place 
his enemy had visited before, as they would have a probable advantage 



there. Even though the psychopath had been in Lucy's mind all along 
she still had to physically visit that place. 


So if she chose a place to engage them, it would be a place she could 
plan an ambush, lay traps and sabotage the area. It would be neutral 
grounds for her, but hostile grounds for them. 

"What he said is only important if we can win, " He clarified and 
looked at the various screens and images on his HUD, which was 
intimately linked with the Pelican's software. He could see the round 
reticule where the 70mm chainguns would fire their depleted-Uranium 
rounds, the current altitude to sea-level and even a strange bar that 
looked similar to the one that signaled the current strength of his 
Energy Shield. The UNSC couldn't have reverse-engineered an energy 
shield for dropships yeta€ | could they? 

"_Alright, we can talk about something else if you want to, Cinder 
agreedaC i 

He heard the sound of skin sliding over metal and he became aware of 
Lucy attempting to enter the cockpit. The girl liked to act like she 
was above the odd traits and mannerisms of the rest of her team, but 
on the inside she could be just a child as they were. 

"_What is this?"_ She asked him while pointing at a screen. 

"A large-range motion tracker." 

"_Ooh . . . and what does it do?"_ 

"It indicates hostile and friendly elements on the 
battlefield . " 

"_Can I touch it?"_ 

He didn't want to turn around and shoo her off; he had to focus on 
driving the ship after all. But if Lucy was going to mature into a 
new version of Phoenix just as he was piloting a delicate piece of 
equipment, he _would_ threaten her with swimming. Not that he would 
actually throw her in the water, but still. 

"No . " 

"_If I understand correctly, " _Cinder mused, "_We are in a metal bird 
roughlyaC | a hundred meters in the air-"_ 

-He looked at the altitude-meter and saw that they were actually 
two-hundred meters in the air- 

"_-and it can actually fly faster and longer than a Pokemon 
can? 


"Depends. Without fuel, it can't fly. It's faster than living beings 
though . " 

"_And this is the same kind of thing Lucy took us to once you had 
been ambushed, to strip your armour? 

"Yes," He said, frowning when he thought back at that day. It had 
been the day that he had taken his armour off, leading to a lot of 



in juriesa€ | like the giant puncture in his abdomen, given to him by a 
Nidoking. Lucy and Cinder had determined that the pain in his head 
had come from his suit acting as interf erenceaC | but that had been 
false. It had actually been the Kirlia, already sharing a close link 
with his thoughts and accidentally harming him by being near him. 

Only when she had evolved into a Gardevoir had the pain stoppedaC | he 
should have noticed that. 

But he hadn't. And his team had suffered because of it. 

"It is." 

"_And your people used this in the war?" _ Phoenix asked, sniffing at 
another piece of equipment if the sounds he was hearing were any 
indication . 

Lucy looked bewildered and started to poke at random buttons and 
screens . 

"They did." 

It was amusing to see the usually so calm and contained Pokemon act 
just as curious as Phoenix did. It confirmed his theory that at their 
core, the creatures were similar to how they had been before 
evolving. Lucy had only recently reached the 'maturity' that her new 
form offered hera€ | and come to think of it, so had CinderaC | and 
FenriraC | and even Phoenix. The only creature that hadn't been a child 
when he had found her was Havoc. In a way, the Gyarados was his 
senior. She had been hardened by life and age when he had found her 
while he, for all intents and purposes, should have only recently 
exited puberty. 

But the Augmentation process at the ripe age of ten years old had 
artificially induced the effects of puberty in his body, causing him 
to rapidly grow in body and mind. The experience had been 
unpleasantaC i to say in the least. Despite having had to learn how to 
control a body that did not fit with what he knew, it had been the 
sheer pain and misery that that particular augmentation had caused. 

It hadn't been as bad as the one that had replaced all of his nerves 
with hyper-conducting wires or engrafted titanium implants in his 
bones, but it had felt plain wrong. Of course training had never 
really stopped, even though they had placed him in his own set of 
MJOLNIR roughly a year or two later. 

He had made his very first kill when he was eleven, when ONI had 
inserted him in a rebel outpost to test his new capabilities. Fifteen 
people he had shot and killed before he had found their leadera€ ! and 
then he had murdered him too. Even though a good eight years of 
indoctrination and training should have readied him for it, he hadn't 
expected to feel the emotional backlash he had felt right after the 
mission. Of course he had steeled his heart and soul to do what had 
needed to be donea€|but once the mission had been over. He had had 
plenty of time to overthink what had happened. The sensation had been 
terriblea€ | the realization of what he had done had hit him directly 
on the ride back home and he had locked himself in a room, away from 
all the humans on the ship. And he had cried. Cried like a little 
childa€| for the people he had killed, for their families and for 
himself. It had taken the officers from ONI at least five hours to 
find him and when they had, they hadn't even seen how he had been 
struck by the deaths. 



He had still been wearing his MJOLNIR. 


The mere sight of him had scared and unnerved them and all but one 
had left, while the last one had asked him what he was doing there. 
What the officers had seen was a Spartan hunched in a small room, 
away from all eyes and ears. What had really been sitting there had 
been a disturbed and traumatized child, weeping because of the 
terrible feelings of guilt and shame that were overwhelming him. 

And the feelings had been gone the next day. 

As if she sensed his brooding, Lucy stopped trying to massage the 
copilot's seat and turned to look at him, her large eyes radiating 
concern and curiosity. She was still closely linked to his mind and 
she could still sense his emotions, as vague and suppressed as they 
were . 

"_Are you alright, master?"_ She asked him. 

"Affirmative, " He replied. 

"_Is he having emotions again?"_ Cinder asked from the back, moving 
towards them as she spoke. 

"_Impossible ! " _ Phoenix whispered. 

"I heard that." He told her. 

"a€|_double impossible . "_ 

"I was just thinking," He told them, "that if we win this, we will 
have to find a way to keep the rest of the UNSC awayaC i or at least a 
mutual agreement to form an alliance with both nations." 

"_How are you going to do that?"_ Cinder asked him while Lucy kept 
staring . 

" I don ' t know . " 

"_How are we going to find the bad lady and her you?" _ Phoenix 
curiously asked him, bringing a new subject. 

"_I was curious to that as well, master, " _Lucy asked him without 
giving up on staring. "_You have plotted a course, but where 
to?" 


He remembered having seen a map of the region once, in a Pokemon 
Center. He had seen plenty of places that they hadn't visited before, 
but one of them had looked pretty promising. 

"There used to be a Pokemon League to the north, at the Indigo 
Plateau, " He explained. Because the war between Laughter and her 
enemy and his own war against team Rocket had most likely chased all 
official tournaments away, that Plateau would be empty. "We've never 
been there, our target has the advantage there. She will be 
there . " 

"_Don't you think you are getting a bit too close to the enemy?"_ 
Cinder asked him. 



He smiled, albeit without any semblance of humor. "They're both 
clones of me. It doesn't get closer without being ansty." 


"_I don't like nasty thingsaC i Phoenix exclaimed and jumped from 
one seat to the other, clearly amusing herself with the activities. 
"_Fenrir did nasty. 

Excellent. He didn't want to pursue that subject and Phoenix formed 
the perfect diversion. Waita€|what? 

The two mature ladies looked at each and then burst into laughter, 
but he was less amused. He jerked around and nearly ripped the handle 
he was holding out of its socket. "And how do you know that young 
lady?" 

Lucy and Cinder quickly stopped laughing and jumped backwards, Lucy 
throwing herself over the seat of the co-pilot and Cinder quickly 
disappearing behind a chair. 

"_Duh, that's easy. I have earsaC i and a nose. And he is very 
loudaC | and she was very loudaC | and when you and Lucy peeked on 
them-"_ 

"_-we did not peek, we just found them there!" _ 

"_I was sneaky and followed you. And then I saw them there and they 
were being nasty. 

He felt the desire to throw something at the kid. "You are too young 
to have seen that . Forget it . " 

"_Why?"_ She asked. "_Isn't that supposed to be natural?"_ 

"It is. Now forget it." 

"_I think Math is a bit shy ! "_ Cinder's head peeked out from her 
little hidey-hole. 

"I think we should stop talking about this. Now." 

As soon as he had told that, Lucy appeared over the seat of the 
chair, wearing a headset. 

"_What is this?" _She asked him. 

"You talk through that, " He told her while feeling his greatly 
increased reserves of patience declining rapidly. 

"_A completely different topic, but exactly what are we going to do 
once we find the evil twin and her sidekick?"_ Cinder asked. 

He remembered how the 'sidekick' had lookedaCihow he had extended a 
hand towards him, asking for help. Whether he was a clone or not, he 
was still a Spartan. A Spartan should exist purely to protect 
mankindaC | not to threaten it . 

He wanted to think that a Spartan should also never serve such a dark 
and corrupted forceaCibut he would be lying to himself. His whole 
life had been laid down in service of the UNSC a€"but under complete 



and utter control of ONI. He and his clone were simply two sides of 
one coina€ | and which side would land upwards when the coin was 
flicked away depended on the circumstances of their fight. 

"We locate them, ambush them and send a round through their heads, " 

He explained. "Preferably from a large distance." 

"_That ' s kind of aa€ | desperate tactic," _Cinder told him. 

"No close-combat, its too dangerous for you." 

While the three ladies continued to ask him various questions and 
discuss their strategies with them, he realized that they were very 
close to the indigo Plateau. 

"Hang on, " He told them and then pushed the throttle, forcing the 
nose of the dropship down. Then, he cut half of the thrusters to 
minimize their velocity before firing the counter-thrusters. The ship 
descended rapidly, but his effort to slow it down was more than 
enough to prevent it from slamming into the ground with too much 
force. There was a large building with an orange roof ahead, but the 
way towards that building was littered with rocks and weird 
structural arcs, all preventing their ship from properly 
landing . 

"Think this is it?" He asked Lucy. The Gardevoir closed her eyes and 
fell silent for at least two minutes while he circled around trying 
to find a way to land the Pelican. Eventually, Lucy opened her eyes 
again and nodded slowly. 

"_His mind is as closely guarded as yoursa€|but I sensed it, 
alongside hers. His mind is remarkably close to yours, master. 

No shit; his clone was like him? What a wonder. "Why is he helping 
her? Of his own accord?" 

The psychic frowned and bit her lips, looking very unsure. "_I cannot 
say with accuracya€ i she seems to want him to be close to hera€ | and he 
does not wish to go away. He is not bound in any waya€ | .neither is he 
combating someone with his mind."_ 

So 011-11 wanted to stick with Spartan-Lucy willingly? That meant he 
would have to kill him too. 

He briefly wondered how killing your own clone would feel like and 
discarded the thought. It shouldn't bother him more than the murder 
of any other human and Lucy had had worse; she had been living with 
her own psychotic side ever since she was born. Would she have a 
problem with fighting Spartan-Lucy? 

He spotted an open area on top of a flat bed of rocks and decided to 
land the Pelican Dropship there. After all, there was no knowing what 
the clonea€"or second clone, as Lucy herself was a clone- would do 
with the power of the energy conversion project. 

As soon as he had deactivated the engine and gotten up from the seat, 
the link between the ship and his HUD faded away. While it did, he 
noticed a little message in the corner of his vision, right below the 
Energy Shield-bar. 



"_Reclaimer, you must worry. Your foe might realize the extent of her 
powers and once she does, she won't need the Project a€"just like she 
won't need this world anymore. She will stop at nothing to destroy 
it . 

How did the AI know that? She was obviously still in contact with his 
head, but how did she know what Spartan-Lucy would do? 

On the other handaC | Laughter Under the Coexisting Years had been the 
creator of the Pokemon-world . She had created the Ralts-line and she 
was more than aware of the limits of the creatures that lived in her 
world. If she thought the Clone would want to destroy the world using 
her psychic powers, she would know. 

But how? How would Spartan-Lucy destroy the world? It was such a 
clichA© goal, really. She didn't have a Covenant fleet to assist her 
and neither did she have an army or a stock of nuclear missilesaC | so 
what would she do? 

He opened the hatch and Phoenix immediately jumped out, rolling and 
jumping over the rocks. Cinder and Lucy both had the decency to let 
him exit before them and when they finally left the ship, he closed 
the hatch and looked around with his rifle already brought to his 
shoulder . 

"Phoenix, save your energy for later," He ordered the Jolteon. Then, 
he released Fenrir and Fluffy. Havoc would have a hard time 
maneuvering in there. She would have to wait with squishing the two 
Spartans until he had reached them. 

"Listen up, " He started, but then he heard the sound of a rifle-shot 
and he had barely any time to twist around and dodge the shot that 
would have impacted on his back. 

"Scatter!" He then ordered his team. The effects of the 
adrenaline-induced time-dilation was more than welcome right then, as 
it helped him sort the ambush out without any difficulty a€"for it 
had to have been an ambush. 

The shot had come from the building called Indigo Plateau itself; a 
window was placed right at the top of the roof and a dark barrel had 
been jammed through it, in such a position that the gunner was only 
barely visible to his eyes. 

"Fluffy, take off! Fenrir, take point! Lucy, take Cinder and Phoenix 
and teleport to the entrance!" 

The Pokemon quickly acknowledged his orders and jumped at their 
individual tasks; Lucy disappeared with Cinder and Phoenix by her 
sides, after throwing him a worried look. Fluffy jumped in the air, 
beat his wings twice and then shot up in the sky while Fenrir lowered 
his head and started a wild push upwards the hill. There was only one 
person firing at him and he knew just who it was. Even though the 
first shot had missed, the continuing shots all managed to hit at 
least one of them. One round flattened itself against Fluffy's head, 
another one bounced off of Fenrir 's think hide and a third struck him 
against his own helmet, being reflected by the energy shield that 
surrounded his armour. It was curious how the gunner hadn't aimed 
once at the softer targets, even though he had had plenty of time to 
do so. He could have made the first shot count many times more by 



simply shooting Lucy in her head, killing the largest threat on the 
battlefield . 


But for some reason, the cloned Spartan had not taken the 
kill-shot . 

Instead, he had been shot a€"something that the enemy must have known 
would not kill him. 

He banished the doubting thoughts and sprinted up the hill, taking 
over the Nidoking's speed within seconds. Another three shots rang 
out, but none of them found their marks. 

Being the first one to have made it across the open road to the 
Indigo Plateau, barring his teleported Pokemon who lacked the brutal 
strength and Spartan-thoughts to do so, it was up to him to break 
through the enemy's blockade. No way that a single Spartan had been 
the only one guarding the building. Spartan-Lucy was bound to have 
laid a dozen traps a€"and he would most likely be the one to trip 
them. No matter; he was more than resilient enough to withstand any 
and all traps that might have been laid and they wouldn't hurt his 
team if he activated them first. 

He used the classic break-roll-and-shoot technique and broke right 
through the wide glass doors, shattering them into little pieces as 
the 500-kilograms weighing armour t\smashed right through 
them. 

Lucy, Cinder and Phoenix quickly followed him inside and after he had 
swept his rifle through the large atrium, making sure that everything 
was clear, both Fenrir and Fluffy entered the building too. Nobody 
had been hurt by the Spartan's salvoaC i which was strange, considering 
that Spartans tended to have a one-hundred percent accuracy rating. 
Why had this one opted to miss? 

"Anyone hurt?" He still asked, not trusting the situation. One of 
them might be suffering under a mental attack even as they were 
speaking . 

But they were all unhurt by the sloppy ambush. The next thing that 
was to come was finding the two clones and dealing with them. 

A task that would not be easy. 

"_Was that your clone that shot at us?"_ Cinder asked, sounding a bit 
shaken by the sudden teleport. 

"Yes . " 

"_And he is here?"_ Phoenix asked. 

"Yes," He replied, grabbing the PokA© ball that contained Havoc. The 
next room he barged in might contain his enemies; that meant he 
needed everyone in his team at the ready. 

The current room was relatively large; approximately three meters 
high, but easily twenty meters wide and deep. He saw a computer 
standing near the right wall, right next to the same counter that the 
Pokemon Centers had. This had to be the gathering area for when the 
Pokemon league startedaC ! whatever that meant. He had heard about the 



League a place where people would test their skills, but that was 
just a smaller part of it. This entire country had been controlled by 
higher forces, like ancient AI ' s and crime lords. 

'_Giovannia€ | He thought. Because of all the more important things 
and problems he had been forced to deal with, he had completely 
forgotten about the head of the terrorist organization that had been 
his fore-most enemy. Giovanni and the mentally gifted Operative had 
disappeared inside of a chopper and he didn't know where to. 

No matter. Once he had dealt with the problems at hand, he would 
track down and kill the two manipulative hostiles too. 

He released the Gyarados and then marched to the only visible door. 
What lay behind it was clear, but he still did not know how he was 
going to beat the two Spartans if shooting them didn't work out. He 
might have to improvise on the go during the fight. 

"This is it," He told his team. "Be ready for anything." 

He opened the door slowly, jamming the barrel of his Assault Rifle 
in-between the frame of the door and the wall. Clearing centimeter 
for centimeter as he further opened the door, he soon found the first 
room to be clear of enemies. It was a cubical room, roughly ten by 
ten meters large. Another door lay at the end and he breached that 
one in similar manner. He and his team worked their way through 
another two rooms, before Fenrir suddenly growled. 

"_I can hear thema€ | He then hissed and swept his tail around, 
sliding the heavy appendage across the ground. 

"_I don't smell anythingaC | but I can feel them. They are there," 
_Cinder verified. 

"_I can feel their minds. The next room holds them both," _Lucy then 
added . 

He nodded, looked at the three members of his team that had stayed 
quiet and then mentioned with his head at the door. Fenrir took the 
hint and moved towards the entrance, gently pressing his right 
shoulder and arm against it . 

He pried his elbow into the Nidoking's side, letting the creature 
know it could get to work. Fenrir then increased the weight he put 
onto his shoulder, bursting right through the door and stumbling 
inside . 

The explosive breaching allowed him to get a perfect few on hiss 
enemy and he took in all the information within half a second. 
Spartan-Lucy was standing underneath a large, round hole in the roof. 
The cloned Spartan was standing next to her, but he moved as quickly 
as the original version and reached for an old machine-gun that had 
been used in this country frequently. 

Using the relatively bullet-proof Pokemon as a shield, he poked his 
head and rifle out and fired off three shots at the two clones. But 
the warrior standing next to the psychotic Gardevoir fired back with 
his own rifle and one round impacted on one of his rounds, producing 
an odd 'clank' and sending the two bullets falling to the ground in 
flattened bits. The rest of the bullets went wide as both of them 



dived to the side to avoid them. This Spartan was as trained and 
disciplined as he was when it came to firing arms. So why hadn't he 
killed anyone during his opening ambush? 

He rolled over the floor, snapped his rifle up and unleashed a spray 
of deadly fully-automat ic fire, filling the area with 7.62 NATO 
rounds. But by the time he could lay down that field of superior 
firepower, Spartan-Lucy had reacted to the combat as well. She 
somehow managed to act faster than the normal Lucy did, placing a 
reflective barrier that absorbed many of his shots. A few managed to 
penetrate it, but those rounds merely pinged off of the Clone's 
armour and the wall behind him. 

'_**You filthy human! '**_ A rough, yet young female voice screamed in 
his head. '_**You dare harm my companion? '* *_ 

He ignored that obvious emotional remark and stopped firing, allowing 
the rest of his team to pour inside. The room wasn't that large a€"if 
would only limit them all in fighting. It was fifteen by fifteen 
meters large and at the very back of the room, an oversized console 
rested . 

The helmetless Spartan looked at the sadistic Gardevoir, before 
shifting his gaze and staring at the kind one instead. 

Then he frowned. 

Spartan-Lucy looked at her partner, a scowl appearing on her 
face . 

"_It has come to this?"_ Lucy asked her. 

"_This world is not my world, these people not my 
people . 

"_Everyone can find a place. 

"_Not us. Not me. I do not belong in this worldaC | therefor , I shall 
remake it . 

He frowned, taking notice of the aggressive PokAOmon's words. "How 
will you remake it?" He asked her without letting her partner out of 
his eyes. The cloned version of him kept a careful eye on him too, 
just like would expect of a good soldier. This clone was so terribly 
similar to him that it actually disturbed him. 

'_**Calm your tongue, or I will tear your liver out, The bitch 
then threatened him. He snorted subtly when he heard that especially 
violent promise. How would such a frail female harm him? Apart from 
flaying him with her mind, of course? 

"_No living being holds the power to remake a world, " _Fenrir 
growled, "_You speak of foolishness . 

"__Like a vicious animal would understand. You are so much like your 
trainer, Fenrir. All of that cruel powera€|all of that desire to 
kill. He taught you well."_ 


This girl's hatred for him was as obvious as it was puzzling. His 
mind had basically been the template for hers; why did she hate him 



like that? 


'_**Math, give the sign for the attack, '**_ Cinder subtly spoke in 
the back of his mind. 

He didn't acknowledge her. Something was terribly wrongaC | and it 
didn't have anything to do with needless threatening or the likes. It 
was as if Spartan-Lucy ' s presence was unnerving him; he couldn't look 
at her for longer than a few seconds before averting his gaze again. 
There was something profoundly wrong with hera€ | and it made him 
uneasy. Was it her semblance to the original Lucy? 

But the problem was that there wasn't an official Lucy. The Gardevoir 
he had come to care for was also a clone. The DNA had been taken from 
a random wild Ralts, before being molded into Mewtwo ' s personal 
weapon. Which meant the personal weapon of the AI that had controlled 
and manipulated the Mewtwo. 

"Laughter?" He whispered, hoping that the AI was still with him, as 
he needed her assistance. "How do you kill a Forerunner AI?" 

He continued listening to the conversation as the female AI send him 
another message, excruciatingly slow this time. "_Ancilla's are 
unique creations-"_ 

"_Then how? How can a lone Psychic working for her master change the 
world?" _His Gardevoir asked her namesake. 

"_I do not work for anyone!" _ Spartan-Lucy snapped at her, causing a 
great wind to rage through the room despite the little detail that 
the room was not connected to any outside area. "_I am a free 
being ! 

"-_we can exist in many ways, be it console or micro-chip-"_ 

"_Free my scaled backside!" _Havoc snarled at the frail psychic, 

"_You are a slave to your own insanity !"_ 

This was slowly running out of hand. He had guessed that both 
Spartan-Lucy and Math-II worked for the enemy AI . If the psychopath 
denied that accusat iona€ i it made them unstable. Unstable enemies were 
even more dangerous . 

"_Havoc, shut your mouth. Were it not for your pitiful attempts at 
hiding your incompetence, you wouldn't even BE talking right 
now . 

The Gyarados roared and attempted to strike at her foes, but he held 
up a fist and gestured her to stop. This fight would start when HE 
wanted it to fight. And he wanted information, not bloodshed. Not 
yet . 

"-_to destroy a Forerunner AI, one must destroy their main form of 
materialization. His console-"_ 

"_Tell me now, Lucy insisted, "_How do you plan on changing the 
world when you are but one?"_ 

Phoenix was nervously walking back and forth while growling softly at 
her two enemies, while Fluffy constantly moved his own body above 



that of her, in order to better protect her. Both Havoc and Fenrir 
were enraged to the point where only his command prevented them from 
attempting to destroy their foes with all their might. And he doubted 
whether that would last long enough to gain him his information or 
not . 

"_You have been in his mind too, haven't you?"_ Spartan-Lucy asked 
her clone, "_You have seen the many things that swim around in his 
a€"in our- mind."_ 

"_-is standing in front you. Destroy it and you destroy him."_ 

The corners of his mouth curved upwards in a small smile when he 
fully read the AI ' s message. Unbeknownst to the enemy, he had just 
received a way to remove their leader. When he struck, it would be a 
quick and decisive action. Their leadership would be decapitated in 
one blow and he could then proceed to murder the remaining 
elements . 

"_What are we waiting for? Slap her!" _ Phoenix yapped. 

"_I have seen many things in the past days. Your creation is the one 
I regret the most."_ 

Spartan-Lucy smiled; a creepy, depraved gesture that only served to 
unnerve those who stood before her further. He decided that enough 
was enough and spoke up. "Your master is located in in the terminal 
behind you. If I open fire now, he dies. I suggest you-" 

"_What, this terminal?" _The psychic interrupted him with a smile. 
Then, she did the one thing that he had not expected. The one thing 
that he could have never expected. Had the crazy Pokemon been sane, 
he might have been able to account for it. But she wasn'taC | and he 
couldn ' t . 

With a simple motion of her right hand, the terminal imploded. It was 
as if some invisible giant wrapped its hand around it and crushed it 
into a small fraction of what it used to be; fragments and sparks 
exploded outwards as the entire terminal got crushed into a fraction 
of what it used to be. 

"_Nowa€ | shall we get started then?" _The creepy overpowered mad 
Pokemon bitch then laughed, her eyes glowing an eerie red colour. 

He instinctively reached for his mind as he felt something plummeting 
itself into it. The sensation was very unpleasant and -if the sudden 
sounds and movements of his team were any indication- not limited to 
him alone. 

His vision blacked out for just a second and during that second, the 
entire world changed. The room had changed into a vast, dark abyss, 
where many dozens of islands and other objects floated. It reminded 
him starkly of Lucy's mindscape, before he had fixed it. Only this 
one was worse. 

He knew where he was. He knew what had happened. Spartan-Lucy had 
somehow pulled him and his entire team into her minda€ | or at least 
their minds. 


This was bound to be an unpleasant experience. 



~ 0 ~ 

The very moment that the psychic had started talking, she knew that 
they were in a bad position. The strange confidence with which the 
clone had spoken should have already indicated that she had something 
up her sleeve. 

And boy did she have something up her sleeve. There always had been 
rumors about the untold powers of the creatures who fought with their 
mind. The rumors stated that they were supposed to have untold 
capabilities, with unlimited options available said to be limited 
only by their minds. 

If the world she currently found herself in was any indication as to 
the state of Spartan-Lucy ' s mind, however, the crazy girl couldn't 
possibly possess the mental ability to do what she had just done. It 
looked, in one word, alien. 

She looked around, spotting additional floating islands just like the 
one she was currently resting at. Her long, red coils were draped 
across a chunk of rock, drifting in the endless darkness that was her 
foe's mindscape. She knew that it had to be the mind of Spartan-Lucy, 
because she was not alone. She could see Fluffy flying to cross the 
gap between another two islands, before he disappeared on an 
abnormally large one. She couldn't see Fenrir or Phoenix or the rest 
of the team, but she knew that they had to be there too. 

She frowned, looking around to see if she could spot her foe. She 
couldn't spot Math or his clone; could it be that, for some reason, 
Spartan-Lucy had only captured Pokemon in her 
mindscape? 

Wella€ | captured? That wasn't possible. What must have happened was 
that the psycho-bitch to have used some sort of 

hallucination-inducing technique on all of them, causing them to see 
the world as she dida€ ! or as she wanted to see. 

She snorted loudly and redoubled her effort to find the person 
responsible for this, looking across the many islands for a sign of 
her. But she couldn't see the Gardevoir anywhere. Had she turned 
herself invisible or something? 

"**Come out of hiding you fool!" **She cried at the psychic and 
trashed around with her tail, intent on proving that such a pitiful 
illusion could not hold her, a true force of nature. 

As her powerful tail swept across the small island she was supposed 
to be trapped on, she took notice of the end of the appendage swiping 
into nothingness. Not the sort of nothingness that showed that the 
island was fake, but the kind that showed that the island did in fact 
have an edgea€ i an edge where her tail could sweep right 
over . 

CuriousaC | so her environment was actually real. That meant she had to 
reconsidera€ i well , everything really. The strategies she had been 
thinking up from the moment her world had changed were all tailored 
to dealing with an illusion. If the ground underneath her was solid 
and reala€ | she was in deep trouble. 



"**Lucy?" ** She then yelled, hoping that her allies could hear 
her . 

"**Havoc!"** The voice ofCinder replied with a shout. She looked 
around and then spotted the Ninetales, waving her long tails around 
to indicate where she was. "**Are you alright?"** 

"**I am fine. Where the hell are we?"** 

The Ninetales jumped from her own, smaller island to a bigger one, 
crossing the abyss between them with a graceful jump. A lone palm 
tree stood on the middle of the island, looking too alive to belong 
in the dark void they had stumbled into. 

She watched as Cinder landed on the larger island, touching down on 
the dark rocks with her lean legs without any visible strain. 

"**I don't know!"** The Ninetales cried out and looked around. She 
too spotted Lucy and Fluffy, but then one of the slowly rotating 
islands spun around at just the right time, revealing the muscular 
shape of Fenrir the Nidoking, looking around with more confusion than 
she had seen from him in a while. 

" * *Hey Fenrir!"** Cinder shouted at the Nidoking, who then turned to 
face them and waved when he actually saw them. But his island was 
rotating a bit too fast for him to keep up and soon he spun out of 
their vision again. 

"**Alright, that was weirda€|" **She muttered and lowered her head. 
She felt a bit useless like that, draped across a large floating rock 
in the middle of nowhere. Why was it that they always fought in a 
location where there wasn't any water? She could only use so much 
water of her body to keep herself moisturized, lest she would start 
to dry out. And she didn't want that. 

"**Where are we?" **The Ninetales asked her. 

" * * N o idea,"** She replied. If this wasn't an illusion, it had to be 
something else. Perhaps a nasty game played on her senses? No, that 
was basically what an illusion was. It could be that her foe had 
teleported them all to some unknown area where they would be at a 
disadvantage? But what unearthly location could this be then, that it 
would break all known laws of nature? And where was the rest of her 
team? 

"**These are horrors beyond horrors," **A voice spoke up and she 
looked to her left. A Gardevoir was positioned on a new island to her 
left, one she hadn't seen before. The female Pokemon was floating 
roughly two centimeters above the rock, her arms crossed and an angry 
expression on her face. 

" * *Ehma€ | Lucy ? " * * Cinder asked the psychic warily a€"and she had good 
reason to do so. If this was the psychotic creature that had sent 
them here, they were in even deeper trouble than they already 
were . 

"**Yes, "** The Gardevoir replied and sighed. "**And I think I can 
prove it. But before that, do you know where we are?"** 


" * * N o 


H * * 


She growled at her. She hated having no idea where she was; 



it was a vulnerability that only made her feel weak. And she was NOT 
weak. " * * D o tell."** 

"**There are two options, really. One is thata€ | one of us is in a 
deep trance, made to feel real by a clever manipulation of the 
physical sensesa€ | like touch, hearing and smell."** 

"**Only one?"** Cinder asked. 

"**Yes. It means that whoever is in a trance is only seeing things, 
so the other Pokemon can not be real. However, this can easily be 
disproved . " * * 

"**And how is that?"** She asked. 

"**Touch. One might be able to manipulate the senses to a certain 
extent, but you can't fake a living, breathing being. "** 

"**So if we touch each other, we will prove that we are all real?"** 
Cinder stated. 

"**Yes. Our adversary uses unconventional techniquesaC | fear those you 
trust. And as you two do not know for sure whether you can trust 
* *_* *me* *_* * , I shall let the two of you touch each other. Then, when 
you are sure of your existence, you can overwhelm me if I prove to be 
hostile . " * * 

"**You have no idea how suspicious that soundsa€| "** She told the 
Psychic, noticing that both Fluffy and Phoenix had fully disappeared 
from her sight. Fenrir's rock was once again turning back to face 
them and this time, the large Nidoking jumped across to the nearest 
island a€"which shook heavily in return to his heavy body landing on 
it. He would be having a hard time reaching them. 

And if Lucy a€"if this really was her- told them the truth, they 
could muster a considerable defense. ButaC ! the implications were also 
present. If this wasn't just a hallucination to her, what was it 
then? What could have possibly happened for them to get pulled into 
such a strange world? 

"**How do you know so much?" **She asked Lucy suspiciously. 

"**I am a Psychic, Havoc. I recognize what is going on when I see 
it."** 

" * * t h e n why won't you just tell us what is going on?"** 

"**Would you believe me for my word even if I did not prove that I 
was, in fact, me?" ** 

"**Wella€|I cannot know that you aren't a psychotic murderous batshit 
insane mad Pokemon bitcha€ | slut . " * * 

"a€|**got it out of your system now?" **Lucy simply asked her, 
raising an eyebrow. 

"**Yeah Havoc, that was really brutal," **Cinder agreed. 

"**I think we can be sure that this truly is Lucy," ** She told the 
two girls with a large grin on her face. "**After all, nobody can 



stand being insulted like that." **It was rather simple. Their enemy 
couldn't handle such insults being flung at her head and as such, she 
would have stopped the pretending to strike back. That hadn't 
happened, so this had to be the real Lucy. The Spartan one would have 
dropped all pretenses long ago. 

"**Thata€|is actually pretty smart!"** Cinder told 
her . 

" * *Thanks . "** 

"**You are lucky that Spartan-Lucy is unstable, else she would have 
continued her faA§ade. But you are quite right; she is unable to 
withstand being insulted like that, because she values herself 
greatly,"** The obviously real Lucy explained. "**You could have also 
asked me a question that only I could know, as we have determined by 
now that our nemesis has only come into existence after my last 
evolution. And what is a slut?"** 

"**Ehm..."** Cinder cautiously said, " * *Wella€ | it ' s an insulting name 
for a girl. That's all I want to say for now."** 

"**Agreed, " ** She added. "**And hello to you too, Fenrir . "** 

The Nidoking had finally managed to get across of the floating 
islands to reach them, but he didn't respond to their conversation in 
any way but to sigh explosively. 

And then he saw fit to add a remark of his own. "**Are you females 
done bickering? Where are we?"** 

It was funny to see that Fenrir was so simple that he didn't even 
question the things around him; he simply took them all for granted 
without complaining. 

And now that they were all standing on their own individual floating 
islands, it was time for Lucy to start explaining. Which was 
basically what she started doing. 

"**I am afraid to say that our foe has reached a point with her 
powers that exceeds that of Mewtwo and me-"** 

" * * That isn't too bad!"** Cinder 
interrupted . 

"★★-combined. "** 

" * * that is bad,"** Fenrir decided and seriously nodded. He looked 
like he was some scientist firmly concluding a new theoryaC | and it 
looked strangely amusing, even though the situation was ten levels of 
messed-up . 

"**Can you explain that?"** Cinder then asked. "**And where are our 
enemies? Where is our trainer?"** 

Lucy sighed and sat down on a black rock. "**I do not know where the 
two humans area€|but I can feel my own clone. She is watching us, 
from up close. But I cannot see her, as we are currently in her 
mind . " * * 



"**Hold on,"** She interrupted her friend, "**We are in HER mind? How 
the hell does that work? I thought that psychic fights revolved 
around protecting your minds. Why would she want to have us 
a€"including, you of all people- inside of her 
thinking-box? " * * 

" * * Y o u misunderstand. We are in her mind, but not in her 
mind . " * * 

" * * That makes sensea€| "** Fenrir the Professor nodded again. 

"**Does it now?"** Cinder snapped at him, "**Then you don't you 
explain what is going on here!"** 

"**Very well. Spartan-Lucy has created a shared mindscape, where she 
has hypnotized us into. With all of our minds linked together in the 
mental world she created, she is free to do whatever she wants to. We 
can see and hear each other and interact with each other, but cannot 
escape unless she destroys the mental world."** 

"**Yes ! "** Lucy confirmed, her eyes large with shock. "**That is 
exactly what is going on! How did you know?"** 

"**It is simple. I can see you all and you can see me. We cannot see 
the thoughts of our foe, so it isn't her mind. Yet this place is 
messed-up and damn crazy, so it is still her mind."** 

"**Look at that, Fenrir the professional!"** Cinder laughed. 
"**Gooda€|so that leaves us with one question: where is our 
trainer? " * * 


"**I do not knowa€| "** Lucy said, lowering her head and clenching her 
hands. "**I cannot even sense his mind anywhereaC | so either we are 
beyond the normal world, ora€| "** 

She didn't finish her sentence and neither did she need to. Her 
sorrow was nearly tangible, it was that intense. The mere thought 
that Math could be dead a€"while annoying for the rest of them- was 
enough to nearly bring Lucy to tears. The mental link between a 
Gardevoir and a human was a terrible thing. 

Any doubts regarding Lucy's true identity and motives were 
gone . 

"**Relax sweetie,"** Cinder kindly told the psychic and hopped right 
onto her island. "**I am sure that he is fighting his own battle 
somewhere else, doing the one thing he does the best. Which is 
winning . " * * 

"**0h please, can't you separate the real from the unreal?"** A 
familiar voice spoke. It was Lucy's voice, only it sounded way more 
mocking and seducing. 

She turned towards the origin of the voice and immediately felt her 
temper shoot all the way into the danger-zone. 

" * *Damnita€ | " * * Cinder breathed and slowly stepped backwards. Fenrir 
started to growl loudly and Lucy frowned, stepping in front of Cinder 
in a protecting gesture. 



Spartan-Lucy appeared through a red tear in the black darkness, her 
body enveloped in a red aura as lances of energy crackled around her, 
buffeting the rocks floating close to her and occasionally spawning a 
new island that was larger than those they were resting on. She was 
floating in the dark air, using nothing but her pure psychic powers 
to keep her afloat. "**Only now does fear begin its trickle. Can you 
feel yourselves losing?"** 

She didn't wait for anyone to reply and immediately attacked the 
psychic with a Water Pulse, sending the round shockwave of water 
racing towards the Pokemon with all the power she could muster. But 
the projectile never impacted on the Gardevoir, as the attack 
dissipated when it had covered about half the distance. 

"**What have you done, witch!"** Fenrir roared at her. 

The Gardevoir giggled and waved her hand through the air in a gesture 
similar to the one that Lucy always used. "**Down you go!"** She 
snickered and the rock that Fenrir was standing on exploded in a 
collection of small rocks and pieces of rubble, sending the Nidoking 
crashing towards a new island, where he impacted with enough force to 
create a deep crater. 

"**What did you do? Where are we?"** Lucy carefully asked the crazy 
girl . 

"**0h, your overgrown collection of needles and poison was quite 
right. I have sucked you all into a world I created myselfa€|a pocket 
dimension, where only your minds are present."** 

"**I knew ita€ i " **Lucy muttered. "**Our bodies have not moved, have 
they?"** 

The other Gardevoir pulled her shoulders up and flashed a sadistic 
smile while doing so. "**Unless some wild Pokemon has showed up to 
drag your unconscious bodies away for their own purposes, they have 
not moved. But you will feel every little thing that happens to your 
corporeal forms. Not that it matters."** 

"**Where is our human!"** The Ninetales bravely screamed at the 
senseless creature, showing no regard for her personal safety, even 
after having witnessed what had happened to Fenrir. "**What did you 
to Math?"** 

"**I have no idea where the humans went. Perhaps their minds got lost 
when I pulled them inside?"** 

"**The lives of our masters are no things to joke abouta€ | you know 
this."** 

"**One must know her limitations!"** Spartan-Lucy angrily snapped. 
"**Clearly, you do not."** 

The lances of red energy around the Gardevoir grew ever wilder and in 
the distance, all the small islands started to drift together. Then, 
the female clenched her fists a€"and the island where Lucy and Cinder 
were standing on started to disintegrate too. 


"**No!"** She screamed, but Lucy clearly had other plans. While the 
Ninetales backed up to regain her footing, Lucy surrounded herself in 



a green aura and started to directly counteract the effects on the 
small floating island. For a second, it ceased disappearing. 

Then Spartan-Lucy frowned and the destruction continued, causing many 
portions of the ground to simply fade away and disappear into the 
ether as the powerful Psychic gained control over the material. 
Millions of particles simply faded away, decreasing the size of her 
friends' underground with every passing second. 

Lucy grunted with exertion and the psychic aura around her 
intensified, surrounding their island and completely halting the 
destruction of the one thing that kept them afloat. 

"**Fool ! "** Spartan-Lucy cursed at the original Lucy. "**You are no 
longer my equal!"** 

The kind Gardevoir shook her head at the psychotic one. "**I never 
was. A creature with our powera€ | and the mind of my mastera€ | could be 
considered a broken angel."** 

"**More like a demona€| "** The floating psychic muttered and her 
smile faded away. 

"**Let me help you, Lucy, lest you succumb to insanity."** 

For a split-second it looked as if their enemy might give in to their 
words, but then her red Aura strengthened itself many times, while 
the islands behind her continued to grow in size and frequency. Large 
pieces of land cluttered together and formed new land and soon, one 
large mass had formed. 

" * * D o you know the difference between insanity and genius?"** The mad 
Gardevoir laughed loudly and touched down on a large spire of black 
stone, landing with her frail feet on the top. Lances of red 
lightning struck the islands around them and soon, she could spot 
things moving at the places where the Pokemon had impacted her 
energy. "**I do not know why you continue to rebuild your minds, all 
of you. You are so afraid of what lies deep inside of you and yet you 
keep struggling to contain it. No more."** 

The forms that she had been seeing slowly crawled closer and one by 
one, she could recognize just what they were. And what she saw 
chilled her to her core. 

"**I shall tell you what sets me apart from you,"** Spartan-Lucy 
continued, "**For the difference between insanity and genius is 
success . " * * 

The red energy-discharges that the mad girl had been unleashing 
everywhere had been creating Pokemon. She spotted a Gyarados, 
crawling around an island with a tower in the middle. The large, blue 
coils wrapped themselves around the massive stone structure and 
crushed it with ease. 

On a different island, a storm of fire appeared. A lone Ninetales sat 
at the top of a rock, summoning many tidal waves of fire by simply 
waving her tails around. To her right, a Nidoking crawled out of the 
bowels of a smaller islands, its movements powerful enough to tear 
through solid stone. 



"**0h noa€| "** Cinder whispered. The Ninetales had spotted exactly 
what she had spotted, and more. She could see a Jolteon crawling from 
underneath a tunnel and a giant Aerodactyl simply appearing from thin 
air . 


"**0h yes!"** Spartan-Lucy grinned and crossed her arms, laughing at 
them with a vicious smile. "**Now beings the downwards ushering of 
your souls . " * * 

There were six new Pokemon, scattered throughout the area. All of 
them had strange tints of red and black over their bodiesaC | and all 
of them looked more powerful than nature could have intended. 

This was what her foe wanted to happen; the mad girl wanted them to 
be vanquished by their own forms. 

This was way worse than the fight that Mewtwo had set up. 

~ 0 ~ 

The many islands were slowly floating towards each other, slowly 
entering the vicinity of the giant one. He could see a total of 
twelve Pokemon spread out and fighting, two of each kind. It reminded 
him of a strategy employed by the Pokemon called Mewtwo; setting two 
creatures up to fight each other on the same grounds with the same 
tact icsa€ | only this was way worse. Spartan-Lucy had somehow created 
exact copies of his team, forcing them to fight each other in a 
deadly game of hide-and-seek. The many dozens of floating rocks, 
debris and islands made a considerable battlefield, but also allowed 
for deadly traps. He had found that out at the very moment he had 
entered the world, fighting his own clone. 

The Spartan was without his armour, garbed only in a strange, black 
bodysuit . 

And so was he. He had appeared inside of the dark abyss without his 
armour, which had led him to believe that the world around him wasn't 
real. It couldn't be, as it was so incredibly reminiscent of Lucy's 
mindscape. This had to be Spartan-Lucy ' s head he was stuck ina€|but 
that also meant that the unstable hostile had managed to draw his 
entire team plus her own guardian in. If that were true, they were 
currently fighting inside the head of a psychotic murderous and very 
gifted Psychic. 

That wasn't a positive thing. 

He had been exchanging blows with the other Spartan for at least 
sixty seconds before they broke off, allowing each other a brief 
moment of rest. 

"Why are you fighting me?" He asked the cloned human. This Spartan 
possessed the pattern of his brain and the power of his body, yet his 
personality could not be the same. The personality of a human was 
dictated by environmental influence foremost. Even if the two of them 
were the same on the genetic level, this person could not be like him 
when it came to the mind. 


The clone, who had just been about to launch another attack, stopped 
dead in his tracks. "You want to hurt my companion." 



"She wants to destroy this world." 


"I won't let her." 

That was surprising. "You are on her side. Why stop her?" 

"She doesn't know what she's doing. She needs more training, more 
discipline . " 

"And then?" 

The Spartan looked to the west, where the dark clone of Phoenix was 
currently traversing the smaller rocks and stones to get to the 
mainland. Fluffy was moving to engage his larger double, while the 
violent tremors and shockwaves all around them indicated that Havoc 
was also fighting her own copy. 

The two of them were standing on a moderately large island, just 
large enough to allow for multiple combat rolls and techniques to be 
utilized without falling off. From that vantage position, they had a 
perfect view on the brawling and fighting that went on underneath 
them . 

"I have your memories. I know of the UNSC and I know they're here. I 
won't leave this worlda€ } I won't leave her." 

He nodded, understanding where his foe was coming from. Both Lucy and 
Math-II were based off of him, so it would only make sense for them 
to understand his thoughts. It would also make sense for them to have 
the same, tight bond that he and Lucy had. The problem was that he 
had been trying to ask for help last he saw him. His team had 
believed that Spartan-Lucy would abuse and hurt hima€ | yet here he 
was, fighting for someone he claimed to care for. 

"She's a danger to humanity. She must be neutralized." 

"I can help her. She cannot handle our dark side." 

"_My _dark side. You came after her." 

"She wasn't the only one who had your neural pathways stuck in her 
head. Your partner was augmented too. She decoded your braina€ i and 
Mewtwo took advantage of that to make me." 

"You have my brain? " 

"Not a flash-clone, but close enough." 

"If you have my mind and body, you're a Spartan. Humanity should be 
your first priority." 

"My Gardevoir is. I'll train and calm her- she won't be a 
threat . " 

He looked aside and spotted the two psychics locked in an epic 
battle, utilizing everything around them as weaponry to batter each 
other's shields. Lucy was constantly being forced on the defensive by 
her adversary, who was too ruthless and vicious to be blocked 
effectively. Spartan-Lucy then tore an island out of its path, 
forcing the two combating Ninetales to jump to a different island and 



continue there. Then, the psychic ripped the black plateau apart and 
split it up in seven different projectiles, all long and elongated 
nails . 

Lucy spun around and dodged four of the launched spikes, destroying 
the remaining three with a blast of psychic energy. 

"Yeah, no threat at all, " He sarcastically said and took up a combat 
position. "Where are we?" 

The other one looked around and took the environment in one more 
time. "Looks like my PokAOmon's mindscape. But we're not wearing our 
armoura€ your team is here too." 

"A neutral middle-ground?" He mused. 

"Probable. Based on Gardevoir ' s mind, with our minds pulled 
inside . " 

"Why haven't they seen us yet?" 

"Don't know. I tried to contact my ally several times, but she won't 
hear me . " 

That was surprising to hear. "How did you contact her? We're 
fighting . " 

"Mentally. She taught me how to do it when she brought us here." 

He snorted, realizing the extent of his foe's corruption. He had been 
with his Gardevoir for days and he had never been capable of speaking 
to her mind like that. But he had a different problem now; dealing 
with the idea of a Spartan wishing for peace. That wasn't the way it 
was supposed to go, not at all. His plan was to kill two enemies and 
talk the UNSC into a peace-treaty with this world. 

His plan did NOT involve a cloned Secret-Spartan wishing for peace 
and a chance for his psychotic partner. Things were rarely as black 
and white as he had wished for, but still. If this man wasn't a 
direct threat to him, he couldn't kill him. 

"I won't let anyone harm humanity," He said and shook his head with 
finality . 

"I won't let anyone harm her." 

And with that, the stakes was set. As the opposing soldier moved to 
engage him again, he ignored the two Aerodactyl ' s that suddenly flew 
up from behind. He stepped in with his right leg and threw several 
quick punches at his enemy's face, but the other Spartan blocked 
several of the blows and ducked underneath the last one. 

Then the clone launched an uppercut towards his lower jaw, but he 
twisted to the side and grabbed his foe's shoulders with both of his 
hands. Then, he wrenched the Spartan to the side and tried to throw 
him off the platform. 

The clone countered that by placing his hind leg firmly into the 
ground and opening a salvo of quick, distracting jabs. Some of them 
were aimed at his face, others were aimed at his limbs. 



He was forced to let his target go and step backwards to gain some 
distance. The brief moment of pause in their fight was enough for the 
other Spartan to gain some leverage, going on the offensive 
again . 

He was just about to jump backwards when the entire island started to 
shake, throwing him off-balance and forcing him to lower himself to 
the floor a€"a tactic mimicked by his foe. 

It appeared that Spartan-Lucy , while in the middle of attempting to 
crush normal Lucy, still tried to fulfill all of the smaller islands' 
dreams of being united in a single large mess. And as their 
combat-ground was moving towards the gigantic island with 
considerable speed, he noticed two Jolteon's running around on it. 

One of them had a dark colour and the other one was lighter. Both of 
them were lashing out at each other with their paws and teeth, all 
the while flaring with high voltages of electricity. 

To his left, the two Ninetales continued destroying each other's 
cover with waves of fire and scorching heats. Everytime one of them 
reached another island, tree or rock, the other one blasted it to 
smithereens. As such, both of them constantly forced each other to 
keep on moving, never allowing the other to have a moment of respite. 
They too were making their way to the mainland, but at that rate one 
of them would fall off and die. 

"Cinder, keep an eye on your enemy!" He ordered her, but she ignored 
him. No, ignoring wasn't quite right. Normally, a subtle twitch with 
an appendage or rustling of hair would indicate that his orders had 
not gone unnoticed. 

But there was no such indication. Cinder actually did not hear him 
a€"which was especially odd, seeing as he was close enough for 
everyone to hear him. Fenrir had extremely sensitive hearing and even 
the vixen could hear better than most humans. 

So the question was: why didn't anyone hear him? 

"Gardevoir has made copies of the darker edges of your PokAOmon's 
minds," The Spartan explained to him. " They're fighting 
themselves . " 

"Why do you keep talking?" He snapped at the soldier. 

"Because I am tired of bloodshed, " The Spartan explained. 

"You have yet to see bloodshed a€"you didn't see any of it." 

"Your memories are clear enough. I want peaceaC | I want this to be 
over . " 

Peace? Peace would be niceaC | very nice. It was the only thing he 
wanted to create now too. But his peace was between the UNSC and the 
people of this world. If the cloned man truly wanted to teach 
Spartan-Lucy how to live in peaceaC | there might be a place for 
him . 

"The UNSC is here now. I spoke with Mewtwo about a way to preserve 
peace . " 



"How?" 


Their island impacted on the floating mainland before he could 
respond. The impact was violent enough to throw both of them through 
the air and into a collection of rocks. 

He tried to roll with the force to remain unhurt, but the sharp rocks 
dug deep into his shoulders and he clenched his teeth. When he and 
his clone got to their feet again, all hell had broken loose. Phoenix 
and Fluffy were both fighting their respective copies, while Fenrir 
had also moved on to the mainland to fight the dark Nidoking. Cinder 
and the Ninetales were shattering rocks with their extremely hot jets 
of fire and Havoc was bashing into the other Gyarados with her entire 
body, only to retrieve the same punishment twice as hard. 

This whole fight was insane; he and his team were stuck in a 
mind-dimension created by Spartan-Lucy , where both he and the other 
Spartan could not be seen or heard. 

"Lucy!" He yelled, realizing that the Gardevoir was the only Pokemon 
that had yet to land on the largest chunk of island. 

The mind-Nidoking slammed into Fenrir with his shoulder and forced 
him a few meters backwards, getting awfully close to him and his own 
foe . 

He dodged the incoming behemoths and lashed out with his leg at the 
hostile Nidoking. The kick hit the Poison-type against his chest and 
the monster turned around, growling. But instead of moving to engage 
him as well, the Pokemon simply looked around and returned brawling 
with Fenrir. 

The creature hadn't seen him. He had been standing right in front of 
him and the Nidoking had not seen him. 

Was he invisible to them? 

"They didn't see usa€ | " The other Spartan verified his thoughts, 
frowning. "Curious. If this is a world where the Gardevoir holds the 
strings, why doesn't she see us?" 

A world that was defined by the mind of Spartan-Lucy? The normal Lucy 
had told him often enough that his mind was a curious and strange 
thing. There were things that he could do that others couldn't, like 
seeing ghost-Pokemon and fighting Psychic humans. There was a good 
chanceaC | well , a slim one. 

"Our minds are too different. They can't see us in this 
world . " 

"Probably," The other Spartan replied. "If our own minds are too 
alien, they can't deal with them. They leave it out blank." 

"Right, " He agreed. "Why did you agree to help that Pokemon? She 
kidnapped you?" 

"No, she didn't. She's lostaC | confused by our minds-" 

"-my mind-" 



"-and she doesn't know what to do. I needed your help to show her 
that her way was wrong." 

"Why bond to her at all?" 

"I could ask you the same thing. The mind of a Gardevoir is strange. 
In contrast to you, the mind of my Lucy is so much closer to my own. 

I understand hera€ ! and she me. We bonded as deeply as you did." 

He looked aside, watching his team link up on the largest island. 

"How do we get out of here?" 

"We don't. When Gardevoir has knocked your Pokemon out, we can talk 
peacefully . " 

"How does she want to do that?" He asked the other Spartan, seeing 
how his Pokemon suddenly switched targets. 

"By letting them beat themselves. They're fighting their own 
versions; nobody beats himself." 

"You sure?" He asked, feeling smug. His Pokemon had fought such a 
battle before, back in the Warehouse with Mewtwo, They had proven to 
be capable enough to survivea€ i and they were just like him. They 
learned at a rapid pace, easily outclassing every other Pokemon when 
fighting together. He watched as Havoc engaged the Aerodactyl and 
Fenrir attacked the Jolteon. Lucy kept holding her own clone off, but 
Phoenix was capable enough to realize the type-advantage she would 
have by fighting the Gyarados a€"which she did. Even Fluffy proved to 
be intelligent enough to fight on a different level, as he chose the 
Ninetales as his target. Cinder was even more badass, as she did not 
have any type advantage at all and still managed to hold the Nidoking 
of f . 

"What?" His clone asked. 

"My team's been with me from the start. They've trained and fought 
together. They know how to deal with this." 

"They'll beat themselves?" 

"They'll beat each other." He explained and allowed the enemy to see 
what he meant. Havoc launched a Hydro Pump at the Aerodactyl and 
knocked him out of the sky with ease, the hyper-pressurized jets of 
water striking him with the speed and accuracy of a Laser. Fenrir 
used one of his Earth Power attacks to let the ground underneath the 
lightning fast Jolteon erupt everywhere at once, catching the shadowy 
figure just as it was about to strike again. Phoenix dodged three 
attacks from her own foe in quick succession and then jumped off of a 
black wall, landing right on the Gyarados' back and gathering enough 
energy to power a Frigate. With that intense thunder flaring after 
her, the Water-Pokemon did not last long. And Fluffy pulled something 
off that he had never seen before: he grabbed the Ninetales in his 
sharp talons, flew high up into the dark air and the launched both 
himself and his target back down again, extending his wings at the 
last possible moment to prevent himself from crashing into the ground 
a€"something that the Fire-type could not say. And Cinder and Lucy 
delivered the decisive blow together, with Cinder blasting her enemy 
Nidoking right off of the edge with a well-aimed Fire Blast and Lucy 



actually slapping Spartan-Lucy in the face with a well-aimed 
punch . 


"You were saying? " He asked the soldier, feeling smug as the world 
around him started to crumble. His team had bought Lucy enough time 
to disorient her own clone, allowing them to escape the dark world 
that was Spartan-Lucy ' s mindscape. 

He jumped at the hostile Spartan one final time, even as all the 
Pokemon around him had disappeared out of the world. He struck at his 
foe until the ground under his feet crumbled away, sending both of 
them plummeting into a white abyss below. 

With a flash, the black world disappeared and he regained control 
over his body. He took a deep, ragged breath and then opened his 
eyes. His HUD was visiblea€ i and then his eyes slowly adapted to the 
bright colours that the world was throwing at him. His shielding was 
slowly recharging and he could see the prone form of his own clone 
slowly getting to his feet. 

"Status report!" He called out and tried to get to his feet. It was 
obvious that there had been a fight going on while he had been 
knocked out. There were burn-marks and dents all over the place and 
he saw movement all over the place, according to his 
mot ion- tracker . 

A blur sped past him and he was able to make out the form of Phoenix, 
racing to intercept their adversary a€"Spartan-Lucy . The Gardevoir 
was floating in the air, with her arms held in a strange position. 

She growled softly and the red glare of her eyes intensified. 

A red corona of energy wrapped itself around Phoenix and threw her 
against a wall. Cinder and Fenrir immediately charged in after 
Phoenix in an attempt to get to the psychotic Gardevoir now that they 
had broken through her illusionary world. 

"_No ! " _Spartan-Lucy growled and blasted the attacking Cinder and 
Fenrir away with a psychic shockwave, swatting them aside as if they 
were flies. _"I will not let you stop us! "_ 

He sighed explosively and moved with his team to engage the Psychic. 
The six Pokemon and him moved like one force, fighting together to 
put a stop to the mad reign of their adversary. He moved with Fenrir 
to stop and engage the cloned Spartan, blocking his strikes and 
keeping him busy long enough for the Nidoking to openly strike at 
him . 

He side-stepped a stop-kick and spun behind his enemy, grabbing his 
arms and keeping them pinned to his side. His enemy then proceeded to 
lash out with his legs to catch him against his armour, but he kept 
stead. It bought Fenrir the few precious seconds his sluggish Pokemon 
mind needed to take action a€"and boy did he take action. The 
Nidoking slashed with both of its powerful arms, coated in venom, at 
the cloned Spartan. Even though the Forerunner alloy was strong 
enough to withstand bullets, that double-handed blow still caused 
enough damage to it to actually dent the metal. 

Spartan-Lucy attacked them in revenge and a shimmery disk appeared in 
front of her, which then expanded and disappeared. A second later, 
the disk exploded directly in front of the Nidoking, sending him 



flying into a wall. 


He instantly shifted his teamwork towards Cinder, who was trying her 
best to roast Spartan-Lucy alive. But for all her efforts and 
metal-melting attacks, she could not get past her foe's immensely 
strong psychic shield. 

And that was where he came in. He was fast enough to temporarily 
distract the Gardevoir, allowing for both Cinder and Phoenix to close 
in on her. With the bulk of her attacks fixated on him, the rest of 
the distance-fighters could concentrate on whittling down 
Spartan-Lucy ' s defenses. And as his Lucy tried to defend her friends 
against the mind-raping tendrils that the evil psychic exuded, he saw 
the opportunity he needed to strike at her. 

Fluffy touched down on the ground and then lunged at the cloned 
Spartan, his talons extended and the long, bloody nails ready to maim 
and kill. The Spartan was about to jump to the side when he was 
struck by a bolt of lightning courtesy of Phoenix, preventing him 
from moving and hurting him enough to stop him from otherwise 
defending himself. 

The Aerodactyl slammed into the muscled and armoured body of the 
cloned soldier and knocked him into the ground, carrying enough 
weight and power to force him down. 

"_Your strategy is amusing at best!" _Spartan-Lucy smirked, "_I shall 
consume this entire world in fire, you are no different !"_ 

Her previous movements and actions were strange before, but now they 
had escalated into completely crazy. She was holding her arms high 
above her head, softly moving with her fingers as if she was 
attempting to manipulate the air itself. What did she mean by 
consuming in fire? 

He thought it strangeaC | manipulating the aira€ | f irea€ | the entire 
worldaC | 

Then he started to smell Ozone and the full details considering his 
enemy's activities struck him. He knew what she was going to do 
a€"what she had been planning on doing ever since she had understood 
how to do it. Spartan-Lucy had seen his memoriesa€ | his memories of 
the Covenant burning his home-world to a cinder. She had seen the 
destructive methods the Covenant deployed en masse against 
civiliansa€ | and she wanted to destroy this world. And as a psychic, 
her powers could be unlimited. 

She was going to create a glassing beam to destroy the Indigo Plateau 
a€"and them with it. And with him and his team gonea€ | there wouldn't 
be anyone left to stop her. 

"Get out of here!" He snapped at his team, jumping to his feet as the 
adrenaline raced through his body. He just now realized the extreme 
danger they were currently in. "Move now!" He grabbed Fenrir's PokA© 
Ball and recalled him, as did he with Fluffy and Havoc, for they were 
the least mobile. Then, he handed them to Lucy as the Psychic 
teleported by her side. 

" What is it?" Cinder asked. 



"_I was just getting warmed up ! "_ Phoenix complained. . 

"_What did you realize?" _Lucy asked. 

"Don't argue, leave! Now!" He shouted and opened fire on the insane 
Psychic. He was starting to smell more ozonea€|the air was already 
starting to burn. His target blocked all of his bullets and the other 
Spartan had also risen to his feet, but he didn't give them any 
thought. "Lucy, I order you to take the team and bring them to 
safety ! " 

"_Master, The girl started, but he interrupted her. 

"I 'll try and stop her. If I fail, the UNSC will need your expertise 
to bring her down. You six are the only ones standing between mankind 
and destruction." 

The Gardevoir bit her lip, but slowly nodded when the truth of his 
words got through to her. 

"_If that is your wisha€|but I will come back for you:"_ 

"Be careful." 

He didn't pay his team any mind and stepped forwards, his rifle aimed 
squarely at the enemy Gardevoir ' s head. 

"Gardevoir, stop it," The clone ordered his partner, but she didn't 
listen . 

"_No ! I am doing this for us! For you! So that we might live in 
peace ! 

"What are you going to do?" 

"_Their ruin is our conquest. They will curse me in vain as they 
breathe their last ! "_ 

"What are you going to do!" 

"_0h master !"_ Spartan-Lucy excitedly said, "_I have such sights to 
show you! One order, one master! They will succumb to the 
flames ! 

"She is going to create a glassing beam!" He told the cloned human as 
he tried to spot a way to get to her. "Destroy this world and the 
UNSC . " 

"What?" He incredulously asked and turned to face his Pokemon. "Is 
that true?" 

"_I will merely root out the weak and thin the herd. There will be 
room for us master, I shall make it so."_ 

"Lucya€|" The clone slowly but very clearly stated, "You're not going 
to murder these people." 

"_Be quiet master, I need to focus. 


"No Lucy. You won't." 



The cloned Spartan charged forwards with considerable speed, 
considering the punishment he had received. The soldier seemed to 
have made the right decision in choosing to stop his malicious 
ally . 

He realized what his namesake was planning and burst into motion too, 
sprinting towards the invisible barrier that seemed to protect their 
foe against all damage. 

"_Insignif icant pest ! "_ The hateful creature screamed at him and the 
internal atmosphere of his suit rose with at least seven degrees. The 
air in the large room grew thick and warm and a red glow appeared on 
the roof. It was becoming obvious that his enemy was ready to roast 
them all alive. He needed to take action and quickly. 

He jumped to the side to avoid another strike of his enemy and then 
watched as his own clone jumped against a wall, pushed himself off 
and then flung himself at the floating Pokemon. But he got reflected 
by the same field that had blocked all their combined attacks and 
fell to the ground. 

He scowled and sprinted towards the Gardevoir, intent on smashing 
right through her blockade. But the Pokemon was faster in her actions 
than he was and he felt a wave of scorching heat wash over him, 
slowly draining his shields. The ceiling collapsed and pieces of 
debris and rubble fell to the ground. He narrowly managed to dodge 
most of them, but the last one suddenly burst into a red cocoon if 
energy and launched itself towards him with more speed than he could 
have thought possible. He tried to roll out of the way, but a lance 
of red energy wrapped around his neck and pulled his head back, 
nearly pulling him off balance. 

Had his foe reached for his feet or his waist, he would have been 
able to escape. However, as he did not balance his body with just his 
head, he was unable to account for the jerking movement fast enough 
and he was forced to step backwards to maintain his balance. In doing 
so, he could not avoid the accelerated piece of rubble and the large 
thing crashed right into him. He felt a powerful impact rocket his 
back and stars exploded in his eyes. He could hear the cloned 
Gardevoir sneering at him and he saw that his Energy Shield had been 
reduced to only twenty percent . 

He might as well have been hit by a MAC round, as the Pokemon must 
have accelerated the round by a hundred-percent. 

He struggled to get from underneath the rubble and saw the form of 
his clone rushing towards him as the temperature rose to almost 
unbearable levels. The other Spartan moved his mouth, but he couldn't 
hear what the man was saying. 

He felt glad that he had send his own team away from this place, as 
he knew what was going to happen. The temperature had risen to over 
sixty degrees in his suit and droplets of sweat were starting to form 
on his face. He held no desire to just give in like that, but the 
large collection of rubble and his lowered shields were making it 
hard for him to move with the speed he needed to. Only a second had 
passed between him getting struck by the plate of stone and him 
spotting the other Spartan, but it might as well have been an 
eternity . 



"Run!" He told his double, knowing that he would not survive the 
result of his own mind having bonded to a body as capable as 
Lucy ' s . 

He managed to look at the hole that had appeared above the ceiling 
and saw something that could only be described as the pulsing core of 
a Covenant cruiser. It was a red circle, surrounded by deep blue 
dots. The very air around it was warped and distorted by the intense 
heat and he could even hear the familiar and lethal humming that 
always went paired with plasma discharge. 

"_Be gone with the winda€ | Spartan-Lucy whispered, all pretends of 
teasing and sadism gone. Her voice was a beacon of hatred and malice; 
the very tone she spoke seemed to wish to throttle the life out of 
him. He had never before seen a female that hated him with such a 
passion a€"and he knew that this was the worst position he had been 
since he had arrived at the planet. 

Then, something impossible happened. The cloned soldier a€"instead of 
running or engaging the Gardevoir- chose to grab his hand and pull. 
Time returned to its natural pace and he gave one final effort of 
strength, pushing himself up and forcing the ton of rocks on top of 
his back off of him. Then, the Forerunner-armoured being pulled him 
away from the trap and swung him to the side. 

His body tumbled over the floor and he jammed his gauntlet into the 
ground, forcing his body to a halt. 

And then he watched as the only Spartan he knew openly wanted peace, 
got blasted by the equivalent of a glassing beam. A thin stream of 
energized particles slammed into the surface of the Indigo Plateau 
and sent everything ranging from grains of sand to fully armoured 
Spartans flying away from the point of impact. The beam was roughly 
ten centimeters wide, but that was all that he could see before his 
visor polarized itself to prevent him from going blind. 

It wasn't fast enough. He caught a mere glimpse of the energy 
projection that Spartan-Lucy had managed to create by exciting the 
atoms in the air, but that was enough for the image of the beam to be 
burned on his retinas. He felt a burning sensation spread itself 
across his eyes and he squinted, trying to dissipate the burning 
enough for him to see what was going on. 

He stumbled upright, positioning himself against a nearby wall for 
support. His entire body burned and ached from that discharge, as 
brief as it had been. The bitch had glassed him! She had actually 
fired an energy projector at him, nearly burning him alive in the 
process ! 

He heard the familiar whining of his shields being blasted offline, 
but paid it no mind. He had his back slumped against the wall as he 
tried to get himself together. The whining might also be simple 
damage in his ears, as it didn't go away. But neither did his shields 
recharge, so there was that. 

He stared at his gauntlets, feeling drowsier and dizzier than he had 
ever felt before. No matter how much he breathed, he couldn't get the 
air he needed inside of his lungs and neither could he steady his 
breathing. He felt a feverish shaking spreading itself through his 



entire body and the back of his head felt like it was on fire. He 
could barely see the white of his forearms, meaning that his eyes had 
been damaged by the intensity of the attack. So that was damage in 
his earsa€|his eyesa€ | 

He grunted when he tried to move, lances of pain suddenly shooting 
into every limb he possessed. He was aware of the pain in his body, 
but the all-consuming ravenous desire in the back of his mind was 
worse. So much worse. It burnt away all other needs until only one, 
primal and dominant desire remained. He vaguely remembered something 
about animals, but ignored it. 

He slowly looked up and saw Spartan-Lucy sitting on the floor, her 
head bowed low and her hands folded together. Some patches of her 
skin had been burnt off by the intense heat, even though she had been 
nowhere near ground zero. 

When he saw her blurred form, the feverish itch in his mind only 
increased. His eyes had been damaged badly enough for him to start 
producing tears, but he paid them no mind. 

He groggily pushed himself away from the wall and reached for a 
weapon a€"any weapon at all would do. She needed to diea€ | he wanted 
her dead. He NEEDED her dead. It was the only thing that could ease 
the all-consuming instinct that controlled his brain. 

He ignored the pain of his flesh. He ignored the dull ache that lay 
in every bone and he ignored the fact that, should he choose to, he 
could slip in a coma. 

Reaching for a side-arm, he noticed that all of his weapons were 
gone. His sidearms and rifle had been torn free by the shockwaves and 
the only thing that remained was his combat knife, scorched and 
half-molten, but still very much lethal. 

With his weapon in one hand, he started moving. One foot in front of 
the other, always ignoring the pain and always ignoring the burning. 
He spotted the lifeless body of his clone, lying face-up and staring 
at the sky with dead eyes. Half of his face was badly burneda€ ! and a 
very faint smile was present on his lips. The Spartan had died with a 
small smile on his facea€|that should mean something. 

It should mean something to him. 

It didn't mean anything to him. 

He slowly walked up to the sitting form of the Pokemon. She was still 
sitting with her head low and her hands folded across each 
othera€ | sitting dead still. The perfect prey. 

Willing his sluggish body to move faster, he crossed the remaining 
distance between him and the Gardevoir, brandishing his knife. 

The Creature looked up at the same time he knelt before her, looking 
at him with her big, red eyes. Oh how they looked like Lucy's. 

He grabbed her neck, pushed her backwards to get a clean shot at her 
chest, and then jammed the blade of his knife deep into her chest, 
right next to the bony protrusion on her chest-bone. The bone slipped 
between her ribs and she gasped softly, drops of blood flying out of 



her mouth. Her body was so fraila€|so warma€ i it was hard to believe 
that this creature had very nearly killed him. 


He yanked the knife out of her body again and a spurt of blood 
escaped the hole in her chest. She would die from blood loss now very 
soon . 

She looked up at him once again, struggling to say something. She he 
moaned softly and tears jumped in her eyes. 

A small cough. More blood on his visor. 

"_Ia€ | k-killeda€ | h-hima€ | " _She weakly stuttered, her life fading 
quickly from her body. "_M-Mya€ | mastera€ | h-hea€ | d-dieda€ | 

He didn't confirm her statement, for he knew that she knew. 

She softly brought her right arm up and her hand touched down on his 
shoulder pad. 

And it fell off again. The Gardevoir tried again and this time, she 
was more successful. 

"_Ia€!Ia€|I w-want . . . "_ She swallowed and more blood spurted out of 
her mouth. This was the only time he had stayed so intimately with 
someone he had murdered in close combat. He generally tended to keep 
movinga€|but sitting and watching his victim die, while the victim 
was an exact replica of the first true friend he had ever had? That 
was unexpecteda€ | and he didn't know what to do with her, besides 
listening to her final words. "_a€|t-to seea€ | hima€ j a-again . 

Pa€ | pleasea€ i 

He nodded and gently, as if he picked up something made out of glass, 
he held the broken Gardevoir in his arms. His body was on the verge 
of collapsing, but he had always been beyond things like biology and 
human limits. He carried the dying Pokemon in his scorched arms all 
the way to the body of her only frienda€|his own clone. 

Math the seconda€ i the clone that had existed for no more than a day 
and had held so much promise. And she had killed him in her blind 
fury, murdering him with an energy projector. His armour had been all 
but destroyed and what remained was badly singed. 

Half of his face had terrible burn wounds and his body lay slumped 
against the curve of the destroyed floor. 

He displaced Spartan-Lucy to one arm and used his other one to drag 
the body of his namesake out of the crater, preparing his body for 
the last possible honors he could give him. 

When the dead Spartan had been placed properly, he looked like he was 
simply sleeping. Peacefully and easy. He placed the Gardevoir right 
next to the fallen warrior, placing her so that she could reach out 
and touch the only friend in her brief, violent life. 

More tears ran down her face as she placed a small, bloodied hand on 
the soldier's face, as tender as a lover's caress. 

"_Ia€|am so sorryaE! She said, looking like she was drawing upon 
her final reserves of energy, "_a€ | Ia€ | only wantedaE | to 



protecta€ | you . 

He breathed in and did not exhale. He had just remembered that 
Spartan-Lucy was nothing more than just that; an innocent creature 
cursed with every little messed-up thought and emotion he had ever 
felt. She was simply Lucy, corrupted by his mind. Mewtwo might have 
placed the seeds for her existence, but he had watered and fed them, 
cultivated and grown them until they had grown into the pained form 
that he had just killed. 

"_Will I seea€ | him again?"_ She breathed, sounding softer and weaker 
with every word. 

He didn't know what to saya€|he didn't know what he should say. What 
did she want to hear? What would make her death easier for her? 

"The Forerunners weren't the only one with plans," He told her, not 
wanting to waste her final moments. "If there is a plan for one of 
youa€ | it will involve the both of you." 

Spartan-Lucy smiled a€"not the wicked, malicious smile she had 
flashed them so often, but a genuine and happy one. 

"_Togethera€ | She whispered and closed her eyes. Her chest rose one 
final timea€|and then it stopped moving. 

He slowly sank through his knees, succumbing to the tiredness of his 
mind. He ignored everything that his body screamed at him one final 
time to reach out and close the fallen Spartan's eyes too. 

He didn't believe in a goda€ | or in heaven. But he also didn't _not_ 
believe. If there was a place after deatha€ ! he was sure that 
Spartan-Lucy and Math would go there together. 

He sighed and slowly raised his head. A few smears of blood covered 
the inside of his helmet. 

He had gotten his victory alright. 

"_Master ! A female voice screamed, but he ignored that. He had 
spent so many years murdering his emotions and feelingsa€ | pushing 
them down, away and back. He had wished a hundred times that wouldn't 
have emotions anymorea€ | and as he thought of everything that had 
happeneda€ | the things that still needed to happena€ | he wished it once 
more . 

"_Math ! 

"_Rise, human ! "_ 

"_You must get back to your feet, trainer mine . 

"_Please? Be alive? Please please?"_ 

A small smile played on his lips once morea€ | he knew those voices. 
They weren't voices in his heada€ | they weren't the animalistic 
aggression that had compelled him to stab Spartan-Lucy. They were his 
friends . 


He stayed in his current stance, sunken through his knees and staring 



at the dead bodies of his "enemies". Multiple appendages wrapped 
themselves around him, but he couldn't see who belonged to whom. His 
eyes were starting to blur again now that the raging chemicals and 
hormones had dissipated once again. He counted a few golden tails 
wrapped around his waist, a small yellow creature driving itself 
between his knees and a heavy, purple claw settling on his shoulder. 
He saw a red tail creating a wall around him, the Pokemon and the 
bodies and he even saw a grey shape pressing itself up against 
him. 

And he saw a green-white creature standing by his left side, watching 
the bodies in a solemn posture. 

"_I can't believe they dieda€ i Havoc softly said. "_I wanted them 
deada€ | buta€ | what happened? 

He coughed and tried to bring himself to speak once more. "She killed 
him by accidenta€ | while trying to kill me. The grief stopped 
everything in her mind and bodya€ | and I stabbed her." 

"_And then you laid them out like that?"_ Fenrir asked. 

"She asked me to see her master one final time. I complied." 

"_Did you say anything to her?"_ Phoenix inquired. 

"She asked if they would stay togethera€ | I told them they 
woulda€ | after death. Stick together." 

"_Live?"_ A new voice asked. It was a rough, yet high-pitched voice 
that didn't sound remotely familiar. He looked to his side and 
realized who it was. 

"_That is his first word, " _Phoenix explained. "_He wants to know how 
you feel . 

Funnya€ | Fluff y ' s first word. 

"I thought he had a futurea€ i " He whispered. Talking was becoming 
hard to do now and the only thing that prevented him from falling 
over was his willpower. Spartan-Lucy ' s attack had been one too 
much . 

"_This was always meant to happen, Lucy softly said. 

He turned to look at her, feeling confusion despite the dead fatigue 
that spread itself through his mind. "What?" 

"_I had visions. And Alakazam said the same thinga€ | they all 
accounted to the one conclusion: Math would die. I only now 
realizea€ | that it had never been clear which Math would die. You or 
him. 

"There he is!" A human voice yelled and he instantly turned around 
and got to his feet, reaching for the knife that still had his foe's 
blood on it. A new spike of adrenaline raged through his body, but 
Havoc blocked his sight with her bulk. "Is he alright? Lucy!" 


He recognized that voicea€ | it belonged to the Lieutenant. 



'_**Th e human is a tough one. He will make it.'**_ A voice that 
belonged to Mewtwo said. 

He looked at his own Gardevoir, feeling confused. "The UNSC? Mewtwo? 
Here? " 


"Yeah, " A female voice said. Havoc removed her large tail and allowed 
him to see who had entered the Indigo Plateau. 

Two dozen men and women had entered the Indigo Plateau. 

"Your AI managed to convince us, Spartan, " The Lieutenant said and 
saluted him. "You did a damned fine job here, son!" 

"Your Pokemon teleported right in the middle of our base a€"nearly 
scared the crap out of us, ” The female explained, "But they had 
interrupted storytime with Forerunner AI, so they couldn't have hit a 
better timing." 

'_**It didn't take long to explain that which you spoke off with 
them, soldier, '**_ Mewtwo told him. The large psychic was also 
present among the marines. Even though the soldiers gave him a wide 
berth, they didn't look particularly hostile to him. '_**And your 
leader agreed. '**_ 

"Hea€|did?" He asked, glancing at the Lieutenant with 
suspicion . 

"_What did you and Mewtwo speak of, then?"_ Cinder asked him. 

No more than less than four medics rushed to his aid and he finally 
allowed himself to relax. "I told him that we needed a way to 
preserve this world, without letting it cost the UNSC." 

' _* * And he had an excellent idea based on his own experiences, '**_ 

Mewtwo added. 

"We create a neutrala€ | groundsa€ | for both worlds," He explained and 
allowed the medical personnel to give him a few injections. His pain 
slowly disappeared and his mind grew sharper again, no longer being 
clouded by the black rage that he had very nearly succumbed to. "UNSC 
personnel and Pokemon working together." 

"Thisa€ | MewtwoaC | explained the plan to us," The Lieutenant told them, 
"And I know of a few marines I can spare." 

"_What idea?"_ Havoc asked. 

"_Don't you realize it yet?"_ Lucy replied, beaming with proud and 
happiness . 

"_Noa€ | IA've had a very hard time understanding things lately. 

"We choose a few soldiers and let them live through the same 
experiences you did, " The Commanding officer declared. "Give them a 
young Pokemon, let them bond, train together then work to preserve 
the peace in this world." 


"This world needs fixing," He added to the Lieutenant's tale 
can't do it on our own. If some marines help us, howevera€ | " 


"We 



'_**We can create an alliance between Pokemon, humans and this 
world!' **_Mewtwo finished. 

"_Wowa€ | Cinder muttered, "_I did NOT expect that one ! 

"_It is a brilliant idea!" _Havoc laughed. "_I am proud of you. 

Math ! 

"_I like that. New people are awesome. I like awesome." _Phoenix 
declared loudly. 

There was one problem though. The entire idea of marines going out 
into the field with Pokemon allies was all fine and dandy, but there 
had to be order. There had to be some way to oversee it all. "Who 
will oversee the bonding? Send the soldiers on their travels?" 

"We came here as fast as we could, " The Lieutenant explained, "But 
your Pokemon still had time to explain some things. The ones called 
Cinder and Lucy were especially convincing. They told us of the 
people you meta€ ! and a special one, called tree." 

"Professor Oak," He corrected the man. 

"That one. From what I've gatheredaC | he seems like a reasonable 
choice, what do you think?" 

Could this work? Using marines from the UNSC Frigate as negotiators 
between his world and this one? They would have to be completely 
neutralaC j and ready for some extremely tedious work. But if it could 
workaC | they would have a group of independent peace-keepers, bonded 
with Pokemon and ready to assist those that needed help. It was a 
good ideaaC i and it reminded him of the SPARTAN-II program, for some 
reason. Not the Secret-Spartans , but the true ones. Actual protectors 
and peace-keepers, serving humanity and preserving all 

"It's a good ideaaC!" He started. "But who would volunteer? It would 
be annoying and frustrating work." 

The female sergeant stepped forwards. "I would, sir! A chance at a 
new group of allies in what will be a very dark future isn't a chance 
I want to throw away!" 

'_**G 0 od, Mewtwo stated and nodded, seeing how the impossible 

plan they had cooked up together could actually work. '_**I shall 
make preparations with Professor Oak. I shall let you humans work it 
out together 

He watched as Mewtwo teleported away and sighed. "Sira€|what about 
ONI? Are they alright with this?" 

"The way I see it soldier, ONI doesn't know what happened. We are 
stuck on this worldaC | and one of these days, ONI might find out. But 
for now, we don't need another war. I will give you some time with 
your team. You have done more than enough Spartan, catch some rest. 
You deserve it." 


He groggily rose to his feet and watched the men from the UNSC leave 
the Indigo Plateau, staring at them until they had left. 



"What do you think?" He softly asked Lucy. 

"_I thinka€ | that an emotion like lovea€ | or romancea€ | can be seen as 
many things. Spartan-Lucy clearly had romantic feelings for her 
master, but she never acted on them. Their friendship was strong 
without love or romancea€ | and in this case, her romance was 
indistinguishable from true friendship . "_ 

"_What she means to say, " _Cinder added with a laugh, "_Is that she 
agrees! This is a perfect idea!"_ 

He sat down again, allowing himself to be embraced by his six 
Pokemon. Never had he dared to hope that he could ever have a 
positive future... yet here it was, waiting for him. 

"No rest for the wicked," He told his friends after a while. 

"Giovanni is still out therea€ | as is Arckson. While Laughter is busy 
with forming the new Pokemon trainers, we have a new mission." 

Lucy and Cinder both slammed a limb against his visor. "_Later!" 

_They told him. 

He smiled. They were absolutely righta€ | later . He would destroy Team 
Rocket latera€|he would wrestle with Fenrir later. He would clean 
Havoc's teeth and swim with her later. He would comb Cinder's hair 
later and he would have fun with Phoenix later. He would fly with 
Fluffy later and he would play chess with Lucy later. 

But for now, he would relax. And rest. 

~ 0 ~ 

_While writing this, I find myself both saddened as satisfied. 
Satisfied because I have managed to write 38 amazing chapters that 
all tied in with each other, before producing a real ending. 
Satisfied, because I have built up this amazing and close group of 
people that like my work._ 

_But also saddened, because this is the end to a story that took half 
a year to make. I have worked hard, and learned even harder. I have 
tried to improve so much and if I am honest with myself, I think I 
honestly did improve. But I didn't do that on my own. I had more than 
250 reviews to help me get insight in what I did. And I want to thank 
all of you, for sticking with me until the very end._ 

_This storya€ | has really been an emotional rollercoaster for me, but 
also for my readers. I know that the characters in this story are not 
real, but I cannot help but feel that I might have grown attached to 
them. And nowa€ ! I have to say goodbye. I have to say goodbye to every 
character that I have created in this story and every development 
that I have made them go through. _ 

_And while this is a goodbye, it isn't a permanent one. I will be 
back with another story, as this work of fiction is only part One in 
a series that I call the Scattered Series. Part Two has already been 
posted: "When Destiny Burns", an Inheritance Cycle/ Halo crossover, 
telling the story of a different Secret-Spartan immediately after the 
events of the Scattering_ 

_See you all at the next story !_ 



_PS: if anyone wishes to write a story using one of the Marines that 
will be assigned to a Pokemon, he or she is free to do so._ 


End 
f ile . 



